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PREFACE 


The writing of this book represents what I think of as a 
journey. 


I have considered it a personal mission, since I have 
never ceased to hear “God’s Siren Call” along the way. 
Sometimes, His Voice has compelled me in the night, and I 
have risen in the “wee hours,” e’er dawn lit gold the dark 
horizon... that I might write to you. 


Though I am a counselor, and Impact is my very spirit, I 
think my first love is writing. This is not my first literary 
work. I have previously written a doctoral dissertation, 
various newspaper articles, and poetry, galore. 


But I will always reflect on the efforts that turned this 
particular theory into this particular reality, as something 
very special indeed. For I have poured something of myself 
into the words, the pages, and the chapters of this 
exhaustive work. 


And though I make no sure comparison between myself, 
and them I have been especially inspired by such authors, 
and notables as Charlotte Bronte, Eric Liddell, Peter 
Marshall, Jim Elliott, and Laura Hillenbrand, (in 
chronological order). Their words and wisdom will live 
beyond their mortal presence. 


I wish to mention numerous people, some relatives, (and 
some as close) who have encouraged my life, and mission on 
this earth. 


I am especially grateful to my parents; Henry and Erma. 
They gave me 
life, and without that “one little variable” this book would 
certainly have 
never been written. 


My children are the light of my life. I cannot imagine 
having never been 
introduced to them. Steve, Gary, Mary, Kimberly, Kristen 
and Jaclyn. 


Friends, I have a few. But they are an Exceptional Few. 
I call them 

“People of Excellence,” and I think that God must agree 
with me. Oh, 

so crucial to my life, and well-being. They are Jeff and 
Sherri Nicely, Gary and Kathi Slager, Tom and Melissa 
Hoben, Manny & Darlene Montesino, Jeff and Ginger 
Skinner, Robert & Janet Trent, Dennis Sparks, Nicole 
Stroia 


It has been a delight to serve as a spiritual teacher, and 
mentor to 
my Associate, Sherri Nicely. She has amazed me with both 
her empathy, and 
her natural abilities. Where ever Providence takes her, she 
will be Impacting 
people. 


And I am not remiss to mention my dear, and loving 
partner in Life, in 
Mission, in Impact... Jean. I have too often taken you for 
granted, but my 
Spirit corrects me, and too often calls me to reflect. 


This volume differs, as I perceive, from all those other 
books that might 
be characterized as similar. For it is voluminous in nature. 
The timid reader would hesitate to purchase it, much less 
pick it up 365 successive times. 


Though this is a spiritual volume, and scriptures are 
quoted, paraphrased, or referenced, not every entry 
includes an illusion to scripture. Though I’m hopeful that I 
weave a strong gospel implication throughout. 


In most cases, I attempt to leave the reader with a 
moral, or “lesson learned.” Sometimes, I allow the 
illustration to characterize its own moral. 


I consider this volume rather unconventional in nature. 
It is a book of daily devotions and personal meanderings. It 
is a work that contains rich illusions to this Nation’s 
History, and my own Personal Experiences. 


I trust this volume will inspire you to excel, to impact, to 
fulfill God’s every expectation in your mortal life. I pass ona 
hearty hello, anda regretful goodbye to my descendants, 
(and to those who will read these words when I am no 
more). 


THE BOOK OF PHILIPPIANS 


Mc Donald Paraphrase 


(Quite some time ago, I paraphrased The Book of 
Philippians. I include it, here, since nothing in my Christian 
life has allowed me to experience, and virtually know Paul, 
like this effort. I’m especially hopeful that the 
following paraphrase will enhance the spiritual lives of my 
descendants). 


CHAPTER ONE 


Paul & Timothy, Servants of Christ. To all who name 
Christ Jesus as Lord, who are at Philippi, with all the 
Bishops and Deacons. 


May Grace be bestowed upon you, along with the 
peace only God Our Father can provide because Christ 
cooperated in the finished work. 

Every memory of you is blessed and my thanks is 
continually overflowing before our Father. 


Without fail, I always raise my voice to the Father on 
your behalf, praying with great joy. 


For your fellowship in this great gospel from that very 
first day until now. 


I am confident of this very thing, that the One who has 
begun this magnificent work in you will go right on 
doing it ‘til the day of our deliverance. 


And it is only right for me to remember you with such 
rejoicing because you reside in my heart. For you have 
remembered me whether I walked among you, or 
whether I continued to reside in the darkness of the 
prison. 


For God bears me witness that I have your welfare at 
heart and all my efforts are on your behalf. 


And I pray the more earnestly that your love may 
increase and that your knowledge may abound to all 
judgment. 

That you may strive for excellence and that you be 
without offense, even ‘til Christ makes His 
appearance. 


Being filled with the fruits of righteousness which are 
derived from Christ, unto God’s ultimate praise and 


glory. 


For I would have you understand, my brothers, that all 
my glories and all my sufferings have allowed the 
gospel to be shed forth in a mortal life. 


Therefore my chains in Christ are seen by the servants 
and those who have served in Caesar’s palace, and in 
other places. And many of those who once feared are 
emboldened by these chains, and speak without the 
slightest compulsion or anxiety. Some, indeed, preach 
Christ out of envy and strife, but some out of good 
will. 


Some preach the gospel due to their jealousy of how 
God is using me. Other exhibit motives which follow a 
more righteous plane. They preach out of a heart 
overflowing with love for me. Again, some preach to 
make me jealous, believing any success will add to my 
sorrow in this prison. 


But I am glad since Christ is preached. 


And whatever happens, I will go right on being glad 
for your prayers, and I am convinced that good will 
come of this. And I live in eager expectation, and hope 
that my behavior will always honor God, and that my 
words will enhance Christ’ message, whether I live, or 
go on to be with Christ. 


For to me, living means opportunities for Christ, and 
dying, well, that’s fine too. 


If remaining here affords me better opportunities to 
win some of my brethren, then it becomes a hard 
choice, whether to live or go on to my reward. 


Sometimes I want to go on living, and at other times 
I’m content to think of leaving this world behind. How 
much more content I would be. 


But I’m sure staying will benefit you more. 


And I’m convinced that I am needed here, and I’m 
certain that I will remain to help you mature and find 
joy in your faith. 


Though I long to be with Christ, my staying will give 
you cause to glorify Our Saviour when I next see you 
face to face. 


But in spite of what may happen to me, always live as 
befits a Christian, that I might hear of your unity in 
standing up for the Gospel, courageously and in spite 
of fear. 


To your enemies it will remind them of their ultimate 
failure, but to you it will be an obvious indicator that 
God has bestowed eternal life on you. 


For you have been presented the inestimable privilege 
of both trusting in Him and suffering for Him. 


We fight this terrible battle together and suffer at 
every turn. And I wrestle our great enemy even now, 
as you all so well know. 


CHAPTER TWO 


If there is anything like Christian encouragement, if 
we share the same Spirit, if there is any sympathy 
flowing through your being. 


Make me happy by cooperating with each other out of 
a heart of love, united in heart, mind and purpose. 


Don’t live to impress others, but consider others 
better than yourselves. Consider your own affairs 
secondary to what seems important to others. 

Your attitude should reflect that of your Master, Jesus 
Christ, Who though being truly God, did not cling to 
His prerogatives as God, but cast aside His 
omnipotent power and glory, and assumed the guise of 
a servant, becoming like men. 


And He chose a pathway that ended at the cross, to die 
a death fit only for a criminal. 


And because of His obedience, God raised Him to a 
place of honor and bestowed on Him a Name above all 
others. 


That at the mere expression of His lovely Name every 
knee shall bow down, both in heaven and on the earth, 
and every single tongue shall confess the Lordship of 
Christ, to God be all the glory. 


My dearly beloved friends, you were always very 
careful to follow my guidance, and now that I am no 
longer with you, you should be even more careful to 
bring forth good works, obeying the merciful Creator 
with awesome respect, fearing lest you offend Him in 
the slightest. 


For He continues to work in you, inspiring you to 
desire to obey Him, and cooperating with you in that 
effort. 


Flee the tendency to complain and to argue, so that 
not one word of blame may be laid at your doorstep. 


You should live pure and innocent lives as sons of God 
in a corrupt world full of stubborn and perverse 
people. 


Let your lights shine out among them, holding out to 
them the Word of Life. 


So that when Christ returns, my joy will know no 
limits, and the great worth of my work will be 
affirmed. 


And if my lifeblood must be shed and mixed with your 
faith, I am willing to make that ultimate sacrifice. If I 
lay down my life for you, my efforts will surely be 
confirmed. 


You should rejoice with me, even if the ultimate 
outcome awaits me here. 


If the Lord wills it, I will shortly send Timothy to visit 
you. And when He returns he can cheer me with your 
greetings and regards. Only Timothy has stood close 
to me during this dark night of my soul. He will come 
shortly and perhaps I may follow him at some point. 


Meanwhile, I believe I will send Epaphroditus back to 
you. We have been brothers, working side by side. Now 
I will send him back to you, as he has been homesick 
and almost died. But God shed forth mercy on him, 
and I know how thankful you will be to see him. 
Welcome him and show your appreciation; for he 
risked his life to the very point of death. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Whatever happens, my dear ones, rejoice in the Lord. I 
am never weary telling you this, and so I say it again, 
and again. Beware those who call you to observe 
tradition and peg your salvation on such things. For it 
isn’t outward symbolism that makes us children of 
God, but worshipping Him with our spirits. 


The True Gospel, the only one we ought glory in, rests 
on the finished work of Christ, alone. 


If anyone ever had reason to think his own works 
could save him, it would be I. I was circumcised at 
eight days of age, born of the stock of Benjamin. Thus 
I was a real Jew if ever one existed. Beyond this, I was 
a member of the Pharisees who require the most 
austere obedience to every Jewish law and tradition. 


But more, I was sincere to a fault for I persecuted the 
church and have obeyed the last jot and tittle of the 
law. 


But all that once seemed so valuable now seems next 
to worthless, and I cast my lot with Christ, alone. 


For I have laid aside what this world considers 
precious, that I may possess Christ. For my salvation 
will never be sealed by my own righteousness, or by 
the deeds of the law, but by trusting Christ to save me. 
It is by Christ, alone, that we are given an entrée into 
the eternal kingdom. 


And though it may seem paradoxical, the only way we 
can experience His power and blessings is to suffer 
and die with Him. 


I do not imply that I have arrived. I am still learning, 
changing and maturing. But I consider the day when I 
finally reach the prize, the goal, the finish line. 


No, my brethren, I am not all that I should be, nor 
what I will be, but I bring all my energies to bear on 
this on thing. I forget the past, and gaze with jealous 
eyes towards the future Christ 


has for me. I strain to reach the finish line, and 
receive the reward bestowed on those who are called 
“Faithful.” 


I pray my words ring true with you, and if not, my God 
make the Truth clear to you. 


I invite you to pattern your life after mine, and notice 
others who live to this standard. For there are many 
along the way who are really enemies of The Cross. 
They have no future beyond this life, for their god is 
their appetite. They are proud of what is, rather, 
shameful. 


But our eternal home is where Christ is, and we 
expectantly look for His return. When He returns, He 
will transform our own frail bodies, and energize them 
to resemble His own, with the same power He will use 
to conquer death, and Satan’s evil principalities. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


My brethren, I long to see you, for you are my reward, 
my trophies, for the efforts I’ve expended here. My 
beloved friends, remain true to Our Lord. 


Let me plead with Euodias and Syntyche, please set 
aside your differences and quarrel no more. And my 
friends, please help these women, for they assisted me 
in sharing this great Gospel. And they worked with 
Clement and many others who are written in The Book 
of Life. 


Rejoice in the Lord at all times. Let your selflessness 
and consideration be evident where ever you go. Do 
not forget that Christ is coming soon. Don’t be 
anxious for the future, but speak to God daily, both 
asking Him for assistance, and thanking Him for the 
answers to your needs. 

If you follow this advice you will know God’s peace 
which is infinitely more wonderful than we could ever 
comprehend. And His power will abide in your mind 
and spirit as you depend on Him. 


Fix your thoughts on what is good, and pure, and 
righteous. 


Constantly, consider the praises you owe the Creator. 
Remember all those things you have heard me teach, 
and model to you, and God will shed His peace on you. 


How grateful I am and how thankful that you are 
assisting me again in the defense of the Gospel. I 
realize you have always been anxious to help me 
monetarily, but it is just now that you have the 
opportunity. 


Not that I am in need, because I have learned to 
manage with much, or only a little. 


I am content whether full or hungry. I do everything 
that Christ requires through His overwhelming power 
at work in me. Nevertheless, I thank you for helping 
me in my present circumstance. As you remember, 
only you Philippians assisted me in my journey 
through Macedonia. No one else aided my efforts. 
Even while in Thessalonica, you helped me twice. And 
while your help didn’t go unnoticed, what blesses my 
heart is the reward that Christ is preparing for you in 
heaven. 


At this present moment, I am overflowing with 
provisions, those gifts you sent by Epathroditus. These 
provisions are a sweet 

sacrifice in God’s sight. My God continue to fulfill and 
supply all your needs and pour out blessings out of 
His abundance. 


Now unto God be glory, now and forever, Amen. 


I send my greetings to all the brethren there. The 
brothers here also greet you. The Christians in 
Caesar’s palace send you their love. 


The grace and blessings of our Saviour be with your 
spirit. 


January 1 


THERE MAY BE SOMEONE WHO HAS NEVER SEEN 
ME PLAY 


Someone once asked Joe Di Maggio, the 20" century 
baseball legend, “Joe, why do you always give it your all. 
Why do you literally exhaust yourself every time you go out 
on the field?” 


Well, Joe thought a moment, and provided the listener a 
wonderful reply. “Because there may be someone in the 
crowd who has never seen me play.” 


I served in The United States Air Force, The Air 
National Guard and The Army National Guard for over 
twenty years. The later service, and its parent service, The 
United States Army, have as their motto - “Be all that you 
can be.” That’s what old Joe was talking about. 


Hebrews 12 urges us... “Seeing how we are compassed 
by such a great cloud of witnesses, let us strip off 
everything that hinders us, and the sin that so easily besets 
us, and let us run with patience the race that is set before 
us” (Hebrews 12:1-2, KJV) 


Track and Field was a “biggie” in Grecian times. We see 
several runners strung out across the lanes of the dusty 
track. We notice their breathlessness, as they are so 
intensely focused on the task at hand. But then we notice 
something a bit more obvious, a bit more startling. For 
before us they strut and fret and begin to run quickly 
forward, without a stitch of clothing on their lean, but 
muscular frames. But before you blanch with 
embarrassment, the entire audience are men. 


The writer of Hebrews had this example in mind when he 
wrote his 12" chapter. “Let us strip off everything that 
hinders us,... and let us run with patience the race that is 
set before us.” 


I see the fulfillment (and the lack thereof) of this 
scripture day in and day out. For Iam administrator of a 
local addictions group. So many start out well, and seem to 
“play well,” but their strength soon wanes, and their 
determination fades quickly. Others however, run the race, 
not with ease, but with extraordinary effort and 
commitment to a cause. Their unblinking eyes never lose 
sight of the track ahead. They run the race well. They not 
only stay clean, but they get free. 


They have stripped off everything that had previously 
bound them to the past, and all it’s “dysfunction” and 
negative behaviors. They “draft” off those who run ahead of 
them. They have learned the “tricks of the trade.” 

They hear the cheers of the crowd, and are encouraged by 
these disembodied voices. They focus on the finish line, 
straining every sinew and every 


ligament to gain the prize. Their lungs gasp for precious 
oxygen, and every respiration comes with great effort. But 
these are those who wear the crown. 


I ran such a race numerous times, as I fulfilled the 
requirements of my part-time reserve career. I remember 
one particular fellow who literally slowed down to run with 
me. He was so much faster than I, but he sacrificed a better 
time to help me run my race. You can imagine my 
encouragement. He saw me through to the end. He gave me 
strength to believe I could finish that run. I can envision the 
Son of God running this race of life with me. For He has 
assumed a role so much like that man in my story. 


I remember the distant whistles and yells of the crowd 
who had already finished the race. I can still see them 
standing at the finish line. The last few hundred yards were 
by far the most challenging. But those voices never ceased, 
and as the volume grew louder, the closer I got to the finish 
line. I think it must be that way with this run we run. The 
longer we run and the closer we come to “the tape,” the 
better we hear those who have gone before, and who 
proclaim our victory from the stands. 


Joe Di Maggio had it about right. “Because there may be 
someone in the crowd who has never seen me play.” They 
can see us from the portals of heaven, and their voices grow 
louder as we round the last curve into home. 


January 2 


OFFERING THE GIFT OF FORGIVENESS 


World War I was raging in Europe, and thousands were 
filling up the casualty lists on both sides of the conflict. The 
blood ran red and deep in the ditches that dotted French 
battlefields. Some bodies could not be immediately 
recovered, and skeletal remains were discovered after the 
war was concluded. Wholesale slaughter was the order of 
the day. 


On one particular day a French Lieutenant was wounded 
by a mortar shell, and was evacuated to a field hospital a 
few miles from the front. His arm was terribly maimed, and 
little could be done to save it. As he was rushed to the 
operating area, he heard a nurse say, “Oh what a fine young 
man. Oh what a sacrifice!” Drifting in and out of 
consciousness, the dreadful operation was performed, and 
the soldier was sent to a recovery tent. 


The French officer, we’ll call he Jacques, awoke and 
glanced at the terrible result of the night before. As he was 
considering the fate of his now missing arm, he heard the 
same familiar words again. For as two doctors approached 
his bed, he heard one say, “Oh, what a tragedy. Oh, what a 
good young officer. Oh, what a sacrifice.” 


Jacques could not contain himself a moment more, and 
though he dimly realized the challenge of so many days that 
lay ahead, he replied, “The loss of my arm was no 
sacrifice... It was my gift.” 


I have worked with literally thousands of clients, and 
those multiplied thousands came with matters related to 
adultery, alienation, alcoholism and dozens of other crucial 
issues that separated them from their loved ones. I have 
heard them speak of an inability to forgive, and the 


unfairness of having to utter words that sounded like 
forgiveness. 


In every case my mind goes back to that handsome, 
young French officer who fought so valiantly in World War I. 
In every case I think of his words, and I have often told his 
little story. 


Forgiveness is not a thing to be deserved. We were so 
undeserving of His love and His forgiveness. “But while we 
were yet sinners, Christ died for us.” (Romans 5:8, KJV) He 
gave the most precious gift that has ever been given. 


How can we deny the gift of forgiveness to those who 
have offended us? For it is a gift, (not a sacrifice). It may not 
be deserved, but neither was the forgiveness that served as 
the genesis for all the millions of acts of forgiveness that 
would ever be offered. 


There is no other act or duty or measure that can be 
performed in this new year, that is more viable or more 
relevant, than that of forgiveness. For forgiveness opens up 
the floodgates of God’s blessing, releases the offender from 
our personal retribution and serves as a catharsis for our 
own inner healing and the ability to move on. 


Forgiveness is a gift; a gift that may not be deserved, but 
which must be given. Emotions are not required. For if 
some of us wait ‘til we feel like forgiving, we may be 103. 
I’m sure that young French officer didn’t “feel like” 
speaking the words that were so contradictory to his 
feelings. But he spoke from the depths of his knowledge, 
and a soul that had been cleansed in the crucible of war. 


Let’s learn a lesson from this fine young man. Whatever 
good thing we have to offer is a gift, including that very 
good thing called Forgiveness. 


January 3 


A CLEAN SLATE AND FRESH PAGE 


I think that God puts a high priority on goal-setting. 


No one ever set a more magnificent goal than Jesus 
Himself. No one ever had a more enduring goal than Christ 
did. For he set a goal before the eons. What goal you ask? 
His goal was the very salvation of mankind itself, and the 
corresponding necessity to die on a cruel cross. 


We find ourselves listening (as if it were possible) to the 
Father’s very conversation with the Son in those “years” 
that existed before time had a name. 


“My Son, I need you to go down to that despicable place. 
For they will need a Saviour and you are the only gift that 
will do”. 


And we hear the Son answer Him softly, but without a 
trace of fear. 


“Yes, Father, I knew it before you ever spoke it. I will gladly 
go”. And the rest is history. 


Yes, God is in favor of goal-setting. We have only to read 
such poignant scriptures as, “Without a vision the people 
perish” (Proverbs 29:18, KJV) and “He Who has begun a 
good work in you will also perform it ‘til the day of Christ” 
(Philippians 1:6, KJV), and “The Lord will accomplish that 
which concerns me” (Psalms 138:8, KJV), and “Faithful is 
He who has called you and He will also do it.” (1°’ Thess. 
5:24, KJV) 


A New Year has dawned upon us, and the slate is clean 
and bright and it’s pages are empty. Though I’m convinced 
He has thousands of words to fill this year’s pages, He’s 
Gentleman enough not to intrude on “our writing,” unless 
we invite Him to guide our hands, unless we purposely 
cooperate with Him to impart wisdom, impact people and 
influence our generation. 


I often think of the wonderful painting in the Sistine 
Chapel in Rome. We see God eagerly stretching out His 
Hand, and we see Adam reaching out to touch the fingertips 
of his Heavenly Father. 


This is what I mean by “Cooperating with God.” Nothing 
good we can ever do here is “worth it’s salt,” unless it is 
joined with a conscious effort to “cooperate with God.” 


I use a particular “tool” in my counseling practice that 
represents a five year plan. I’m convinced that God is in 
favor of “tools.” Tools just seem to give us more leverage, 
power and endurance. 


On my five year plan I’ve printed such words as 
“Vocational, Spiritual, Relational, Academic, Financial” etc. 
Directly under these headings, I’ve provided a space for the 
characterization of that particular goal. Directly below the 
description of each particular goal we find the title - 
“Problems.” In this block my clients list various problems 


that may conflict with the achievement of their goal. Finally, 
beneath the “problems” area, I’ve created a block called 
“Action Steps.” In this block the client has the opportunity 
to list several action-steps that will be necessary for the 
goal to move from theory to reality. 


I’m convinced that most Christians never set down 
literal goals on paper, much less attempt to fulfill 
structured, spiritual (God-inspired) goals over a life-time. 
I’m just as convinced that God has called us to “do a thing.” 


I, for one, don’t want to hang my head when I stand in 
His magnificent presence. He has called us to a plan and to 
a purpose. 


I walk out my front door every night, and find myself 
repeating certain words, “One day closer, Lord.” I don’t 
know where this started, but I don’t consider it morbid. It’s 
just realistic. Our lives are vapors. He has given us just so 
much time to fulfill His plans in us. May He use us within 
the confines of this mortal world we call life. He has 
dreamed big dreams for us. 


January 4 


GETTING YOUR TROPHIES TRASHED 


Dr. Dobson, the well-known Christian psychologist, was 
quite the tennis player in college. He won many 
tournaments and earned many trophies. These beautiful 
trophies were put on display in the college foyer, and he 
often stopped to admire them, as he moved down the halls 
of his alma mater. 


Years passed, and Jim Dobson almost forgot about the 
trophies of which he had once been so proud. He went on to 
perform greater ministry exploits, including the 
establishment of Focus on the Family, authoring numerous 
books, and the advent of a daily Christian radio program. 


One day his friend, we’ll call him Ted, was jogging past 
the college, and as he passed a nearby dumpster, he saw a 
slight glint at the bottom of the container. Stopping for a 
moment, he reached into the dumpster, and retrieved his 
prize. 


He held the thing now, and realized it was a broken 
trophy, a bit shabby, but basically intact. And then he 
noticed the inscription - “Jim Dobson. Regional Winner - 
Outstanding Tennis Singles - 1958.” Well, you can imagine 
his surprise and his mission. Ted took the trophy to a local 
shop and had it repaired. 


Dr. Dobson speaks of the day he received the package, 
and having opened it, he found himself gazing at a memory. 
Of course, Ted sent a note with it recounting the story of 
“his salvage operation.” Our hero ended his radio 
broadcast that day with the poignant rejoinder, “Life has a 
way of trashing your trophies.” 


I’ve thought of this story many times, and I’ve thought a 
lot about “trophies.” 


No one ever pulled a U-Haul behind their hearse, and the 
Pharaohs are still dead and moldering, in spite of the riches 
that were buried with them. The only trophies we can “take 
with us” are the human lives we impact on this earth. 

Someone asked a man what he did for a living. He 
replied, “I cut hair for a living, but souls are my business.” 
Nothing is more fulfilling or takes us “out of ourselves” 
more than impacting others with the gospel, and 
disciplining those God puts in our care. 


No gift, no monetary benefit, no nothing is more 
rewarding than to bless others with the only message that 
springs eternal. 


January 5 


LIVING BENEATH OUR MEANS 


During World War II, the Jewish population of Poland 
was virtually obliterated by Hitler’s military machine. 


Thousands were forced into one small section of Warsaw 
that we now refer to as The Jewish Ghetto. Hunger and 
disease were rampant. It was common to see emaciated 
corpses moldering on street corners and in gutters. 


But whereas, some seemed almost “content” to just get 
by, others were determined to break the siege of this Jewish 
section of Warsaw. Thousands escaped through dank, dark 
sewers; full of human waste. Many experienced fits of 
delirium, as a result of the filth and toxic gases there. 


The Polish Underground movement begged the Allies for 
assistance. While Prime Minister Churchill wanted to help, 
President Roosevelt “begged off.” The Russian dictator, 
Joseph Stalin, actually commanded his troops to fire on 
these unfortunate citizen soldiers. (There was that 
consideration that these “freedom fighters” would only get 
in his way when the war was over). 


One particular unit of the Polish Underground was 
comprised solely of Jews. They were a magnificent bunch, 
And they were determined to make a difference. 


These Freedom Fighters actually captured two German 
tanks, reconditioned them, and sent one against a nearby 
concentration camp. Breaking through the perimeter fence, 
they surprised the camp guards, and freed thousands of 
their countrymen. 


When I consider such exploits, I feel ashamed. Such men 
and women who took the battle to the enemy. Those who 
had so little, but who did so much with the little they had. At 
the end of the war, many former German soldiers could only 


heap praise on the bravery and exploits of The Jewish 
Brigade. 


As Christians, we must take the fight to our natural 
enemy. We are given the wherewithal to do ourselves 
proud, but we too often find ourselves languishing in 
ghettos of our own making. 
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SOMEONE ELSE’S GIFT 


Jesus spoke of those who offend his little ones. Our 
mental time machine takes us back to the very moment He 
offers His stern opinion; no, His judgment. 


I see Him bending to kiss the forehead of a little girl. 
Afterwards He picks up a little fellow, places him on his lap, 
and whispers words that cause the youngster to smile in 
absolute contentment. 


He gazes intently into the eyes of one particular man, and 
He makes a curious statement. “It would be better for you 
to have a millstone tied around your neck, and that you be 
cast into the sea, than you offend one of my little ones.” 


I have counseled many women, and fewer men who were 
molested as children. They have been labeled “Survivors of 
Childhood Abuse.” I think there is no more despicable crime 
than this. I think that God has a special place in Hell for 
those unrepentant souls who have abused “His little ones.” 


Statistics tell us that 25 to 30% of women were abused as 
little girls. Due to the nature of my work, I have often gazed 
across a Sunday morning congregation, and guessed at how 
many women in the audience might have been molested as 
children. 


Innocence is truly a gift from God. Unfortunately, 
depraved man has often superseded God’s best laid plans. I 
shared a homemade illustration with one teenager recently. 


This particular teen had been molested by an uncle several 
years previous to speaking with me. 


I compared her gift of innocence to a present that lay 
under the Christmas tree. The gift was wrapped in beautiful 
gold paper and was adorned by a red ribbon. Attached to 
the paper was a card, and on the card was the name of her 
future husband. Continuing to tell the story, I spoke of an 
intruder who rudely picked up the beautiful gift, and tore 
the card from the package. But that not being enough, he 
stripped the wrapping paper off the gift to reveal a prize 
meant for a future, and much better man. 

Survivors of Childhood Abuse often feel a sense of guilt. 
Though they have done nothing to merit that which 
happened to them as children, 
they struggle with “feelings and emotions” and the pain is 
often stifled, and many speak of “numbing out. 


This sense of guilt is undeserved, and the emotion they 
exhibit is not guilt at all, but false guilt. False guilt can feel 
just as real as the “real Mc Coy.” False guilt is synonymous 
with shame. Women often hold themselves equally 
accountable with their offender, as if they had some 
tangible part in the offense. 


It is important to understand that children are in no 
condition to either give or refuse permission. The legal 
system holds the adult offender accountable for his bad 
choices. Little children become pawns in the hands of evil 
men. 


I encourage women (and men), struggling with traumatic 
memories of childhood to seek out counseling. Talking 
about the past can release adult survivors from the 
numbness they have fostered over many years. A trusted 
counselor can affirm the innocence of these “little ones,” 
and provide them guidance relevant to adult function, and 
closure. 
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ESCAPING EXECUTION 


“Oh wretched man that I am, who shall deliver me from the 
body of this death?” (Romans 7:24, KJV) 


What a curious scripture; that is, unless you know the 
story behind the text. 


The Romans had a secondary method of execution, the 
cross being the primary, and the most poignant example. 
For you see, a dead body was strapped to the back of a 
condemned prisoner. He was required to live, eat, and sleep 
with that corpse securely tied in place. Under penalty of 
death, no one could unleash the prisoner from this weight. 


Ultimately, the dead body would contaminate the living 
criminal. Over time the terrible corpse spread it’s “death- 


giving” fluids and various vermin onto the body of the living 
man. The criminal sickened and, ultimately died. 


Paul reminds us of this practice. After his poignant 
question, he answers himself... “I thank God through our 
Lord Jesus Christ.” It is Christ therefore, Who steps forward 
and begins to unloose the straps that bind the dead body to 
our backs. I am that condemned criminal. You are that 
sinner of Romans Chapter 7. 


It is the Savior who willingly lays down His life in our 
stead. He has taken the body of sin from us, and allowed 
evil men to strap the corpse to His own innocent back. He 
has borne the sins of all mankind, of every generation, and 
ransomed many as a result of His obedience to the Father. 
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AND CAN IT BE THAT I SHOULD GAIN? 


Though this particular devotional finds its place at the 
beginning of the year, it was actually written after the 
entire volume seemed to be finished. 


Since I have not been able to feel a measure of peace 
about the final contents, I find myself rewriting various 
entries. And I realize why. I cannot conclude my writing 
without alluding to the wonderful men and women of our 
faith who have provided us with the most beautiful hymns 
known to man. 


Charles Wesley was one of the most prolific songwriters 
of his, or any other era. Though he had attended Oxford 
University, and was already a hymn writer, par excellence, 
he knew no peace and sometimes found himself discouraged 
with religion that lacked relationship. 


Having met a particular group of evangelical Christians, 
his entire life changed. His words speak for themselves: 


“At midnight I gave myself to Christ, assured that I was 
safe, whether sleeping or waking. I had the continual 
experience of His power to overcome all temptation, and I 
confessed with joy and surprise that He was able to do 
exceeding abundantly for me above what I can ask or 
think.” 


Of all the hymns Charles ever wrote, “And can it be that 
I should gain” is my favorite. It is said to be his final work, 
since legend has it that it was dictated to his wife while he 
lay on his deathbed! The words are so poignant and so 
wonderful. 


“And can it be that I should gain an int’rest in the 
Savior’s blood? Died He for me, who caused His pain? For 
me, who Him to death pursued?” 


My very soul thrills within me as I sing the chorus. 


“Amazing love! How can it be that Thou, my God, 
shouldst die for me?” 


I think that songs like this can only serve as a prelude to 
that eternal, but not so distant opportunity we shall have to 
worship our Lord... face to face. 
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WELDING THE WHIP WISELY 


We see Jesus moving deliberately among the money 
changers. He is a young man, but One who has already 
made quite the impression in His time. His arms flail wildly 
and the whip pops again and again. Christ is angry, angrier 
than we have ever seen Him. His brown eyes flash fire, and 
His mouth is set. He is on a mission. He is sent from God 
and His demeanor proclaims that awareness. He is sent to 
reign in these spiritual adulterers, those who both profane 
the literal Temple and the temple that is their souls. 


Anger is duel-edged emotion. It is, like all our emotions, 
created of God and given for a purpose. It has, like all our 
emotions, the potential for good or for evil. 


I have worked with many angry clients over the years, 
and most times, the anger is negative and ill-used. I have 
seen anger turned inward, only to generate 
discouragement, despair and depression. I have witnessed 
clients lashing out, again and again, against someone they 
once called “Lover, Spouse and Friend.” 


Perhaps the most delicate, sensitive and challenging of 
all anger scenarios relates to infidelity. Adultery is a cruel 
word and impacts a marriage like nothing else I know. I 
have seen the hideous result of infidelity; the way it rips at 
the very fabric of marriage and family. 


Jesus continues His task. The sinews of His arm ripple; 
expanding and contracting in perfect time. He has moved 
through the portico and halls of the sales area, and He has 
executed His mission. And when He finishes His task, the 
chairs and tables are overturned, and some are broken 
beneath His feet. We see the changers of currency as they 
flee to avoid the unerring crack of that whip. Blood streams 
down their faces, and arms, and flows across the pavement. 
Red footprints trail off into the distance. 


This profound example was singular in nature. For Jesus 
executed a momentary mission. It was not one that occurred 


over and over again. His anger flared, and was then 
contained. His was a righteous anger, for we know that He 
never sinned in a lifetime of thoughts, emotions and actions. 


Infidelity is an act “worthy” of righteous indignation. It is 
an action worthy of “the whip.” It is an act ripe for 
retribution and discipline. But we should learn a lesson from 
The Jesus of the Temple. For Christ did not enter that place 
time and again to exact punishment, but seemed to express 
a healthy standard for us to emulate. 


I encourage my clients to refrain from verbally “slapping 
their spouses in the face.” Once anger has flared and had 
it’s “momentary mission,” it must be contained, controlled 
and corralled. There is a righteous anger, but reconciliation 
depends on the kind of forgiveness that operates in spite of 
conflicting emotions. 


There is such a thing as “betraying our emotions;” 
literally acting as a traitor to all the bitterness and enmity 
that resides within us. There is such as thing as “doing the 
right thing even when our spouse is doing the wrong thing.” 


While infidelity is a singular sin worthy of divorce, God 
does not command divorce. Each offended one has the 
ultimate duty to sit alone with Jesus ‘til wisdom and 
enlightenment comes. Should the choice be made in favor of 
the marriage however, the faithful spouse has the duty to 
cease from that momentary mission we call righteous anger, 
just as Christ also “rested from His works.” 
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DR. DOBSON’S PERSONAL ADVICE 


I attended a counseling seminar in Denver several years 
ago. It was an exciting opportunity to meet counselors from 
across the country, as well as notable Christian 
psychologists, teachers, and authors. 


Focus on the Family co-hosted this event, and Dr. James 
Dobson was in attendance. It was a wonderful thing to see 
him in person, and hear him speak. 


The last day of the seminar was finally upon us, and the 
last speech and prayer had been offered by our host. Dr. 
Dobson announced that he would “meet and greet” as many 
as cared to remain behind. 


Immediately, what seemed liked hundreds of people filed 
into a long line. I decided not to stay, but to walk back to my 
hotel room. I had hardly moved towards the door when I 
changed my mind. “No, I didn’t come all this way not to 
meet the doctor.” So, I turned back and moved towards the 
back of the line. Only two or three people filed in behind 
me, and what seemed like hundreds loomed ahead of me. 


Well, James Dobson is a patient man. He proceeded to 
sign autographs, and pose for pictures. A few times he 
actually motioned other family members to come up, and 
have their picture made. I regret I didn’t have my camera 
with me. 


A couple of hours went by, and slowly, but surely, I 
moved towards the imminent Dr. Dobson. Just as I reached 
him, I noticed his wife, Shirley. She was holding her sandals 
in her hands, and looked exhausted. “Jim, we’ve got to go 
home!” Well, I would not be denied. I immediately posed my 
question. 


“Dr. Dobson, if you could give a Christian counselor, 
working in a church environment, one piece of advice what 
would it be?” 


He thought a moment, and offered that one bit of 
guidance; “Always be loyal to your clients, your church, 
your pastor and your God.” 


I think he could not have given me any better guidance. 
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PASSING THE BATON 


“What king, going to make war against another king, 
doesn’t sit down first, and make purposeful decisions about 
whether he is able with ten thousand to confront that king 
who comes against him with twenty thousand?” (Luke 
14:31, MPV) 


Having served so long in the military, I have a special 
empathy for our active and reserve troops. We have only to 
consider one episode from our history to appreciate the 
heroism and devotion of our men in uniform. 


I wrote a newspaper article several years ago. Following 
is a condensed version of that article. 


A soft breeze stirs the sea grass, and the gulls float 
listlessly above the azure waters. The guns are silent now, 


and German bunkers collapse under the weight of half a 
century. 


The waves were high then, and hundreds of ships moved 
steadily towards foreign soil. Each soldier had previously 
counted the cost of his commitment to the task at hand. As 
H-Hour neared, prayers were said and anxious spirits 
prepared to storm Hitler’s beaches. 


Thirty men disembark a landing craft, and before the 
sound of gunfire can reach their ears, all are dead. Gliders 
crash violently against cliffs, or land gently on sandy soil. 
Rangers climb treacherous hillsides. Some make it to the 
top. 


Thousands stormed up miles of beach. Too many were cut 
down as they splashed through the last few inches of water. 
The blood of heroes mingled together, ebbing, now flowing, 
in the rough waters we call Normandy. 


And though the blood and footprints of just men have 
been cleansed by the whelming flood of water, stone crosses 
stand silent sentinel here; just beyond the field of their 
labor. 


There is a saying, “They gave their tomorrows for our 
today.” 
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BUDDY, THE FREEZE-DRIED DOG 


You've heard of fried green tomatoes, but have you ever 
heard of a freeze-dried dog? 


Well, I don’t have one yet, but “I’m working on it.” It so 
happens that some pet owners are opting to give their dogs 
and cats “eternal life;” at least some semblance of it. I 
suppose the concept dates back to Roy Roger’s “Trigger” 


and “Bullet;” since after their deaths, he had both stuffed 
and put on display. 


In the past few years, a wonderful (depending on how 
you look at it) new technique is available. Someone came up 
with the idea of freeze-drying small animals. The deceased 
pet is placed in a special chamber that mimics the 
airlessness of space. The dynamics of this device causes 
every bit of water in the animal to evaporate, leaving behind 
a very familiar canine or feline; but with a texture like 
fiberboard. 


Buddy hasn’t been doing very well lately. She’s nine 
years old, and has allergies and respiratory problems. And 
I’m already thinking ahead. I looked at my little white dog 
last night and posed the obvious question. 


“Hey Buddy, do you want to be freeze-dried?” 


She had been lying on her floor cushion, but the question 
seemed to get her attention. Because, with this, she stood to 
her feet, and stared at me;... almost indignantly. 


There are those among us who preach the efficacy of 
cryogenics. There are currently cryogenic labs which house 
dozens of bodies; suspended in liquid nitrogen, awaiting 
their supposed resurrection. As if somehow, when cures are 
found for their particular diseases, their maladies can be 
cured, and 
life can be somehow restored to them. 


I think they will be waiting a very long time. 


But for every miracle of God, there is a demonic or 
humanistic substitute. And I think that’s what we have here. 
For only God can raise the dead, and we will be raised at 
“the last day.” 


And we are given that promise of eternal life; that life 
that is derived through Christ, and His atonement on that 
cruel cross. For our Lord promised as much with words like: 


“...that whosoever believes in Him should not perish, 
but have ever- 
lasting life.” ohn 3:16, KJV) 


and 


“For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall 
be saved.” 
(Romans 10:13, KJV) 


and 


“...But the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus 
Christ, our Lord.” 
(Romans 6:23, KJV) 


I’m seriously thinking about freeze-drying Buddy, and I 
expect she’ll remain a conversation piece; ‘til I “wrap the 
drapery of my couch about me,” and follow my little dog in 
that very singular experience we call death. 
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THE DOOR WITHOUT A DOORKNOB 


Word pictures offer us the ability to impact others 
beyond any other intervention of which I’m aware. 


One of the most prominent examples from scripture has 
Nathan the prophet challenging King David. We hear 
Nathan describing a poor shepherd whose little lamb had 
been taken away by a rich man, and we see David incensed 
to learn of this event. The prophet finishes with, “You’re the 


ny 


Man. 


David was indeed the man. He had played the part ofa 
voyeur, and lusted after his neighbor’s wife. But that wasn’t 
nearly enough, for he sent her husband to the front of the 
battle, and well, you know the rest of the story. I like to 
think that Nathan’s word picture provided insight that 
might have otherwise, been impossible to convey. 


A client shared her confusion and loneliness with me 
during a recent session. It seems her husband had virtually 
shut her out of his emotional and intimate life. As she went 
on to describe her plight, I learned that her husband was a 
local locksmith. We debated just how to approach him with 
the most poignant word picture possible. 


A scripture came to me. In Revelations 3:20 we read, 
“Behold I stand at the door and knock, if any man hear my 
voice and open the door, I will come in to him and dine with 
him, and he will me” (KJV) A famous painting depicts that 
setting. We see Jesus standing at the door of a quaint little 
cottage. He is in the process of knocking. And then you see 
a difference between that door and any other door. There is 
no outside doorknob. Only the occupant of that home can 
open the door to the Saviour. 


This client and I devised a wonderful word picture that 
incorporated the famous painting. You remember that her 
husband was a locksmith. (*One key characteristic of a word 
picture is the use of something familiar to the hearer to 
influence them at the highest level). 


Our word picture included her arranging a special time 
to speak with her husband. She did subsequently sit down 
with him and shared her illusion. Following are the words 
she used that day. 


“Honey, you know we’ve spoken of this subject before, 
and I’ve tried to give you a little insight into how the 
children and I have been feeling. I want to try again. 


“Have you seen that beautiful painting where Jesus 
knocks on the door?” (He had, indeed, seen the picture). 
“Have you noticed that there’s no doorknob?” (Again, a 
verbal assent on his part). “Well John, the children and I are 
standing outside your door, and we can’t get in, and there’s 
no handle on the outside, and we haven’t the faintest idea 
what to do about it. And we’re lonely and neglected. Won’t 
you please open the door and let us come in. The only 
doorknob is on your side.” 


Though I haven’t spoken to the woman since then, I like 
to think this intervention may have made all the difference. 
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WALKING PAST THE VEIL 


I have always been fascinated with the Kennedy 
Assassination. 


Why, I’ve collected the autographs of some of the central 
figures surrounding that horrible day we remember as 
November 22, 1963. I have the signatures of a surgeon who 
attended John Kennedy that day, the detective who arrested 
Lee Harvey Oswald in The Texas Theater, and of Ted 
Kennedy, John’s brother. 


I was in the ninth grade, (yes, I’m almost sixty now) and 
at home. I was sick that day; the only school day I missed 
that year. I was watching my black and white television set. 


Suddenly, a news bulletin. Walter Cronkite broke into 
regular broadcasting. Our beloved president had been shot 
in Dallas. I watched spellbound, as the famous newsman’s 
normally steady voice, and stoic expression betrayed his 
intense emotions. Once or twice Cronkite removed his 
glasses, looking up at a small clock on the wall. Finally, he 
announced the death of the president. 


Bob Shaefer, the well-known broadcast journalist, was a 
newspaper reporter then. He tells a poignant story of sitting 
in the news room, when the telephone rang. A woman’s 
voice, on the other end, told him that she had to get to 
Dallas immediately. Of course, the newsman responded 
with, “Ma’am, we aren’t a taxi service.” The elderly 
woman’s next words shocked him to his core. 


“T’m Lee Oswald’s mother. I need to get to Dallas.” 


Well, suddenly Bob Shaefer was more than happy to bea 
taxi driver. He got directions, drove out to her home, and 
transported Lee’s mother, wife, and child to the Dallas 
Police Station. 


Bob was sharp. The man was prepared. He purposely 
wore a Stylish hat that mimicked those worn by plain 
clothes detectives. And it almost always worked. Having 
arrived, Shaefer walked up to a real detective, and in his 
Official voice said... 


“Listen, I have Oswald’s mother and wife with me. I’ll 
need a room to put them in.” 


The detective pointed down a hallway, and suggested 
Shafer take them to a particular room. The newsman smiled 
a whimsical smile, and took them to the small office. 


Bob finishes this unique story. 


“You see, this was the scoop to end all scoops. (This was 
an ice cream sundae with whipped cream, and a cherry on 
top). I came and went as I pleased, and was able to 
interview the two unsuspecting women several times. We 
published one breaking news story after another, and the 
competition was left in a cloud of dust. At one point I even 
stood on the street corner, and sold my own newspapers.” 


As I listened to this TV documentary, and Shafer’s story, 
I thought of the rare access we have to The Throne of 
Grace. Christ’ death on the cross allows us to walk boldly 
into The Holy of Holies, and into that room where the Ark of 
God is stored. We have been given access to God Almighty, 
and He has encouraged us to make our needs known to 
Him. 


For whereas the High Priest of the Old Testament went 
into that place but once a year, and made intercession for 
the sins of the people, we have been given eternal access. 


For the veil has been rent in twain, and we need only 
walk across the threshold. He invites us to appear before 
Him on a daily basis, and make our requests known. 


For finally, what seemed so opaque and nebulous, is 
clear as crystal. We have a God-shaped hole in our lives, 
and God has a (put your name here) shaped hole in His own 
life... (that only you can fill)! 


He loves you. Whoa! 


“We have not a high priest Who cannot be touched by 
the feelings of our infirmities. For He was in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin. Let us come boldly 
to the throne of grace, that we may receive mercy for our 
failures, and grace to help in the time of need.” (Hebrews 
4:15-16, KJV) 
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PRIORITY OR AFTERTHOUGHT? 


There is a warehouse in Russia that houses the most 
hideous of human creations. For there, in that distant 
storage facility, are thousands of artillery shells, and in 
these shells is a terrible chemical agent. 


Those who enter that place must wear protective suits. 
For a drop of such agents can kill a man. Two soldiers 
regularly walk these hallways, counting as they go. There is 


an accountability system, but it is woefully inadequate. 
Figures are written down on paper, and never transferred 
to a computer. 


Tests are rarely done to determine whether any of these 
thousands of artillery rounds might have been replaced with 
duplicate, but dummy shells. A door, more characteristic of 
an old barn, is closed and sealed with a small lock, and a 
wax imprint. 


There is significant fear, among both scientists and 
politicians, that some of these weapons will be stolen, and 
sold on the black market. There is a realistic fear that our 
country is at risk of chemical terrorism; that a few 
committed terrorists could both smuggle, and set off such 
devices in a large city, killing thousands of unsuspecting 
citizens. 


Our congress has approved a billion dollars to help 
Russia dispose of these hideous weapons of the Cold War. A 
disposal facility is due to be built near the weapons 
warehouse. But... it’s construction is on hold, and only 
survey Sticks identify the proposed site. 


You see there have been difficulties turning theory into 
reality. Accounting procedures at the storage facility have 
been so dismal that our congress has rethought its approval 
of the funds. 


One particular congressman has been very vocal about 
this slow down, and has made the comment, “We need to 
decide whether this is a priority or an afterthought.” 


It is the same with us. We, as Christians, need to decide 
whether our religion is a priority or an afterthought, and 
having decided, we must live out that priority with our very 
lives. 


I often tell clients that the Bible is just a theory, just ink 
on wood pulp, ‘til we do something with it. And that my 
counseling is only theory ‘til they take it out of the office, 
and do something practical with it. 


Is your religion a priority or just an afterthought? 
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DOING SOMETHING WITH THE DASH 


We get used to status quo, the same old same old. Days 
turn into weeks and weeks turn into months, and months 
turn into years, and so on. 


There is an old, but humorous adage. “Men know they’re 
getting old when their chests fall into their drawers. Women 
know they’re getting old when their bra fits better when it’s 
put on backwards.” Men and woman have only to look in the 
mirror to see how time has taken its toll. We live in the age 
of skin creams, face-lifts, and a million exercise regimens. 
We live in the age of cryogenics. Some well-meaning, 
scientific fool came up with the idea. A famous ball player’s 
family fought over the option of “putting him on ice.” 


When we consider the theory of “freezing” closely, we 
can see a close parallel between the secular notion of 
cryogenics, and the spiritual reality of life eternal. John 3:16 
comes to mind. 


“For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believes in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life.” (KJV) 


But in spite of this promise, we are guaranteed a date 
with destiny; our own individual date with destiny. 


Hebrews 9:27 assures us, “It is appointed unto man 
once to die.” (KJV) That is the only entrance into eternal life. 
We must die. And no wrapping of a body in “tin foil” and 
submerging it in liquid nitrogen can suffice for the atoning 
blood of Christ. 


There was a king who hired a servant. The servant had 
only one task, a task deemed so important that it was his 
singular task. The deed literally required but ten seconds 
per day. The other twenty-three hours, fifty-nine minutes 


and fifty seconds were his to do with, as he wished. I told 
you it was a singular task! 


At a given hour the servant approached the king, and at 
that instant a hush always fell over the courtiers and hand 
maidens. The servant bowed in greeting, and with a loud 
voice uttered the following words; “Remember, Oh King, 
one day you must die.” This daily visitation kept the king in 
focus. All the good he had to do had to be done over the 
course of a few short years. 


We look at a tombstone and notice two dates, and a dash 
in between. There is the date of birth and the date of death, 
and the dash in between. Some wise person, name 
unknown, mused about the layout of a tombstone. There 
could not have been a more fitting observation... “Two dates 
and a dash. When it comes down to it, it’s all about what we 
do with the dash.” That dash represents the life we live 
before the hour of our “visitation.” 


Solomon, in his wisdom, mused, “To everything there is a 
season, and a time to every purpose under the heavens.” 
(Eccl. 3:1, KJV) Yes, we get used to status quo, to periods of 
quiet, calm and peace. But nothing remains the same; it 
can’t. Death overtakes each one of us. That anonymous 
person had it right on... 


“Tt’s all about what we do with the dash.” 
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BELIEVING THE INCREDIBLE 


I love the movie, “A Beautiful Mind.” 


We see a man challenged mentally and emotionally 
beyond anything most of us will ever contend with. I can 
relate to the movie, better than most, since my daughter is 
also Schizophrenic. Only the family and friends of the 
mentally ill can fully understand and empathize with their 
acute dilemma. 

In what is perhaps my favorite scene, we see John Nash’s 
wife gazing intently into his eyes, and saying, with all the 
ardor she can muster, “I need to believe that something 
incredible can happen.” 


John Nash was and is an incredible man. I’m a collector 
of autographs, and of course, I couldn’t wait to procure his. 
Laying on the desk before me is my most recent autograph. 
You guessed it - John Nash. 


I must watch “his” movie every 3-4 weeks; (maybe I’m a 
little neurotic myself). But in one scene we hear John 
characterizing his hard won progress; “Like a diet of the 
mind, I choose to avoid certain appetites,” and “I’ve gotten 
so used to ignoring my demons, that I think they’ve given up 
on me.” 


And all of this coming from the mouth of a man who saw 
(and still sees) the hallucinatory figures that haunted, and 
still haunt his every waking moment, (and who can say? 
Perhaps his dreams, as well). 


There is a wonderful verse that reads: “As a man thinks 
in his heart, so is he.” (Proverbs 23:7, KJV) If such 
wonderful change is possible in the life of a man challenged 
by psychosis, how much potential do you, and I have for life 
and living? The rhetorical answer has to be “a lot.” 


Granted, our “demons” can afflict us, and diminish our 
potential. Our afterthoughts can become our priorities. Our 
“fun and games” can drain away the magic of genius, and 
the greatness of maturity. Oh, to mature, to gain wisdom, to 
prioritize the choices we make on a daily basis. 


There are literally hundreds of verses that mention God 
(or Christ, or Lord) and Man (or he, or they, or Paul) in the 
same verse. | call this God/Man connection - “Cooperating 
with God.” I’m convinced that few of us ever achieve, or live 
up to our potential. 


I’m convinced that we should, no must, wake up every 
morning and ask God to enlarge our territory, to open our 
eyes to our potential, to work out his vision within us, to 
multiply the impact of our few short years. 
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INSIGHT, CRISIS AND CATASTROPHE 


My pastor has mused about the three ways we learn. It 
was a good sermon because it was so practical. 


“We learn in three ways... Insight, Crisis and, finally 
Catastrophe.” 


Obviously, it’s better to learn the first way. But God is 
merciful to teach us in the way he can best get our 
attention. We read in Hebrews Chapter 12: 


“And those He loves, he disciplines. For if he did not 
discipline 
us, we would be bastards, and not sons.” (KJV) 


I’m convinced that God is in favor of easy lessons, if easy 
lessons get the job done. There are those of us who He is 
able to teach easily, and in so doing, He is able to take us to 
the next task. Others of us are “slow learners.” We learn 
best from crisis or catastrophe. Funny thing about it; we 
bring so much of this on ourselves. 


Pharaoh was a “slow learner.” He never could quite get 
it right. He never could be taught the easy way.” He 
required hard, and often gruesome lessons. That was the 
only way he could be impacted. How remarkably sad. 


God give us such vulnerability to His voice that we are 
content to learn the easy way. Learning is so much more 
preferable, enjoyable and convenient when we can avoid 
unnecessary crises and catastrophes, since the net result of 
learning remains the same. 
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COME OUT OF THE BAG 


A reservist friend of mine served in the Regular Army 
during the Vietnam years. He was and is a wonderful man. 
He emulates his own motto in every respect; “Know your 
stuff, (well that’s not exactly the word he used).Take care of 
your people. Be a Man.” 


Staff Sergeant Clifford Morton served in a very singular 
and very gruesome position. He was assigned as an intake 
supervisor with the Army casualties team. Cliff performed 
the initial processing that ultimately, led to a military body 
being transferred back to the States. 


He routinely unzipped bag after bag, orange deodorant 
spray in one hand, and a club in the other hand. 


Oft times military casualties lay on the field of their labor 
for days at a time. “Vermin” would often hitch a ride in the 
body bags, having been scooped up with the unfortunate 
soldier, (thus the need for the club). 


Very little changed, as the months rolled by, and 
Sergeant Cliff became almost immune to the sights and 
smells of his gruesome profession. And so it was until that 
one particular day... 


The hardened soldier bent to unzip another bag, of the 
literally hundreds that covered the hanger floor. He noticed 
a Slight movement, and steadied his club. Zip went the bag, 
and it was at that instant that something happened which 
had never occurred in all his months at the Army Mortuary 
Service. 


“Whew. It’s hot in here”! Well, Sergeant Morton almost 
“lost it.” 


“We have a live one. We have a live one!!!” he called out. 
From somewhere in the distance medics were summoned, 
and the “living corpse” was rushed to a nearby operating 
room. 


Well, my readers, that young soldier was spared, and 
lives today. Granted, he lost an arm, and a leg, but he will 
tell you how fortunate he is to be alive. A footnote to this 
story, that doesn’t particularly serve the moral, occurred 
several years later. Sergeant Morton was released from 


active duty, and began attending a local community college. 
It was the first day of the semester, and he reported to a 
particular classroom, and sat down. 


Cliff heard someone come in behind him, and turned to 
look. To his amazement he saw a very familiar man... a man 
with one arm and one leg. Somehow, he managed to wheel 
himself up to our hero, and the reunion was nothing short of 
Outstanding. 


I tell this true story often. It has had an impact on 
countless people over the years. Of course, it’s not enough 
to merely tell the story. The interpretation of the story is all 
that really matters here. 


Our poor “corpse” was shut off in that dark, airless bag. 
How long he lay there is still a mystery. Somehow this one 
pitiful soul existed in a coma-like state, devoid of human 
contact. But then, he found himself being resurrected, so 
much like Lazarus of old! Our hero might have said, (had he 
thought about it,) “Come out of the bag!” 


I deal with the dregs of humanity; those who suffer from 
alcohol and substance addictions, those who are figuratively 
closed up in a body bag, deprived of human affection, and 
comatose from the effects of virtual airlessness. “Come out 
of the bag!” You don’t belong there. There are those who 
will help you out! But you must comply. You must be willing. 
Only rottenness resides therein. It wasn’t made for you. 
Rise to newness of life! 


Jesus is bending over you. The great warrior King unzips 
your bag. His voice ripples with a thousand reverberations, 
deep and commanding, “Come out of that bag!!!” 
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THE ROSE MOST FRAGRANT 
WHEN IT’S CRUSHED 


Dr. William Mc Donald, Ph.D. 


My times are in Your hands, and | 
Would hardly hope to choose 

This walk You walk with me, Oh God 
My tender heart, now soft and bruised 


And Thou dost know my way, Oh Lord 

And follow You, | must 

And with the breeze, still, comes Thy Voice 
“The rose most fragrant when it’s crushed” 


“Tis through thy pain | add my grace, 
And though thy flower is crushed, 
With tender Hand, I'll dry thy face, 
And comfort you, | must” 


“For even in this barren place 
My blessings do not fail, 

The manna of My peace will fall, 
At turns along your trail” 


“And | won't leave you comfortless 
and | will come to you 

to smooth the petals back again, 
and ointment for thy bruise” 


“When twilight falls, and darkness hides 
your grief from all on earth, but Me 
Remember child, | linger close 

Your silent tears, my angels see” 


“For even this, your troubled place 
will surely come, to pass 

And surely, | will walk with you 

If you will but ask” 


“Your rose will bloom, aye, yet again 
your tender bruise will fade 

For | will surely carry you 

From out this lonely shade” 


“So cling to Me, Oh little one 

‘til flowers bloom again 

Oh walk with Me, come talk with Me 
Sweet showers | will send” 


“For | best know your way, Oh child 

and follow Me, you must” 

And with the breeze, still comes His Voice 
The rose most fragrant when it’s crushed” 
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IT IS WELL WITH MY SOUL 


In what is perhaps the most fast-paced and troubled age of 
all the ages, men seem to struggle for inner peace. And 
again and again, it eludes them. 


We too easily pass over Christ’ admonition and 
promise... 


“Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you. Let 
not your heart be troubled. Neither let it be afraid.” John 
14:27, KJV) Some might even be bold (or ignorant) enough 
to say, “Oh, that kind of philosophy isn’t relevant to our 
time.” 


That opinion has been proven incorrect, time and time 
again. 


Horatio Spafford was a successful nineteenth-century 
Chicago lawyer, and friend of D.L Moody. 


In November of 1873, he put his wife and four daughters 
on the S.S. Ville du Harve, planning to join them for a much 
needed vacation in Europe later in that month. As the ship 
reached its halfway point, it was struck by another vessel, 
and sank within a few minutes. All four of the Spafford 
children drowned. Their mother survived. 


Horatio mourned as another ship ferried him to his 
grieving wife in Cardiff, Wales. As the ship sailed past the 
area where his precious daughters died, he found himself 
writing the haunting strains of the following hymn. 


“When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, when 
sorrows like sea billows roll-Whatever my lot, Thou has 
taught me to say, It is well, it is well with my soul.” 


I think that only a discipline tested in the crucibles of 
human trauma is capable of providing us such poignant 
words. I think it is a “though I do not welcome personal 
tragedy, I am determined to be made better by it” mentality. 


It is that kind of discipline that I refer to as “The Simon 
of Cyrene” principle. That is, “the take up your cross and 
follow me” 
concept. For sometimes Our Lord calls us to experience 
suffering. Sometimes He gives us the opportunity to 
participate in, and identify with the suffering that He, 
Himself endured. 


“Tt is well with my soul” is a personally-precious hymn to 
me. For I had the rich opportunity to sing it at both my 
Mother-in-Law’s and Father-in-Law’s funerals. (See later 
devotionals). 


I think Our Lord is constantly and consistently equipping 
us for whatever lies beyond the next turn in the road. While 
we may find ourselves dreading the unknown future, it 
never takes Our Lord unawares. 


“Tho Satan should buffet, tho trials should come, let this 
blest assurance control, that Christ hath regarded my 
helpless estate...” 


Yes, my friend. We can be sure that the seeming 
unendurable... is not! 
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THE FIRST GAME OF HIDE AND SEEK 


Hide and Seek. It’s a children’s game. We all played that 
game when twilight was coming on, when the chirp of 
crickets filled the air, and the pink and orange of sunset- 
colored cirrus clouds drifted overhead. 


Adam and Eve played the game first. I suppose you 
haven’t associated it with them. We read about their antics 
in the third chapter of Genesis: 


“And the Lord God called unto Adam, and said to him, 
“Where art 
Thou?” 


(“And Adam answered the Lord from behind a bush”). 


“T heard thy voice in the garden, and I was afraid, 
because I was 
naked; and I hid myself.” (KJV) 


They had sinned the first sin of all humanity, and of all 
the eons. And James was just as correct then, though he 
wasn’t yet “a twinkle;”... “For to him who knows to do good, 
but does it not, to him it is sin.” (James 4:17, KJV) 


“And Eve took of the fruit, and did eat, and gave also to 
her husband with her; and he did eat.” (Genesis 3, KJV) The 


first sin was consummated. Unfortunately, many of my 
clients and group members “take after” our first parents. 
They taste the fruit of substances, or alcohol, or other vices, 
and their entire outlook, demeanor and commitment 
changes. 


I’ve seen too many “lapses.” I’ve witnessed too much 
“hide and seek.” We “favor” our first parents. We’ve 
adopted the same mechanisms they originally modeled for 
us. And, almost without fail, when addicts lapse, they 
disappear. They can’t be found. They can’t be reached. They 
don’t return messages. If they’re in counseling, they “no- 
show.” They pull an “Adam and Eve” on me. 


The next time you think of “Hide and Seek,” remember 
the first “children” who played the game, and its import for 
us as Children of Light. Trust me; the fruit is rotten to the 
core. 
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COMMITTING AND OMITTING LOVE 


The Prodigal Son was a case of Codependency before the 
concept was theorized or spoken, and before Melody Beattie 
ever came on the scene. 


There was once a young man who grew tired of waiting 
for his inheritance. He might well have spoken words like 
this: 


“The old man is well past his prime, and is a little senile, 
or at least, old fashioned. He’d do the world a favor if he’d 
go ahead and die. I have plans; plans that can’t wait. I’m 
going to get what’s due me, so help me, I will!!!” 


We know the rest of the story. This young “whipper 
snapper” confronted his father, and virtually demanded his 
inheritance. His father must have been a little surprised, 
and not a little crestfallen. I’ve thought about this “case” 
and I tend to label the father’s tendency as Codependency 


in it’s simplest, and most obvious form. The father gave 
when he should have withheld. He gave in the name of love, 
but failed in the game of love. 


We know that the Prodigal “spun a web” that wrapped 
him fast in a trap of his own making. We know his sufferings 
and his regrets. We watch him as he turns back towards the 
now, more mature love of his father. 


The son had left the “nuclear home.” He father had 
watched him go, shaking his head mournfully, with tears 
coursing down his cheeks. But then, something appears to 
have happened. So-called codependent behaviors waned 
and began to die. The father paused. The father refrained 
himself from running after the son, from pleading for him to 
reflect. The father allowed his son to fail. Sometimes that is 
so very necessary. In fact, the father went about his 
business, and let time go by, and waited for the inevitable; 
the return of his son. 


And just such a day transpired. His son was back. His son 
was Changed. His son had learned, not as a mere result of 
insight, but from that kind of teaching which includes crisis 
and calamity. 


One of my family group members has a son, a son who is 
terribly addicted to street drugs of the garden variety. He 
has experienced all manner of trouble. He has interacted, 
multiplied times, with the strong hand of the law, 

(and the law won!) 


One particular day, her son was arrested for drug 
possession (again,) and she was sorely tempted to bail him 
out. With the encouragement of my group leaders and 
myself, she refrained herself, (so like the Prodigal Son’s 
father; resigned to let his son fail). 


Her husband however, had a completely different 
agenda. He “marched himself” down to the bail bondsman, 
and before you can say “get out of jail free,” the young man 
was on the streets again. You guessed it; their son was 
“using” again in a matter of days. 


Codependency, from my way of thinking, has two major 
characteristics. It keeps the Dependent Loved One stuck in 
an endless cycle of immaturity, and unrealistic expectations, 
and it prevents the Caterer from functioning at a nominal 
level, and fulfilling God’s best ambitions for their life. 


Love is not giving in to every whim. Love is not 
sacrificing for another, world without end. Love may be 
allowing that loved one to fail. Love may require doing that 
thing which hurts the most. 


Love can be a co-mission. Love can be an o-mission. Love 
may be an action. Love may be the lack of an action. Love is 


not always doing exactly what our emotions are telling us to 
do. 
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ON THE TRAIN GOING TO “NOWHERE IN 
PARTICULAR” 


(From my father’s own account of his boyhood) 


THE TRAIN CLATTERED DOWN THE TRACKS, AS THE 
TWO MEN RODE PERIOUSLY ON TOP. NOTHING BUT 
THEIR SENSE OF BALANCE, AND TENTATIVE IT WAS, 
KEPT THEM CLINGING TO THE BACK OF THAT IRON 

BRONCO. 


THEY WERE YOUNG THEN AND FULL OF SPIRIT AND 
VINEGAR. THE WAR YEARS WERE STILL AHEAD OF 
THEM, AND OBLIVIOUS OF ALL THAT THEY WOULD SEE 
AND KNOW AND EXPERIENCE; THOSE HORRORS WHICH 
WOULD MAKE THEM OLD MEN BEFORE THEIR TIME. 


THEY WERE DETERMINED TO RIDE THIS TRAIN TO 
FLORIDA, COME HELL OR HIGH WATER. THEIR 
EXPECTATIONS WERE TO BEAR SOUR FRUIT, HOWEVER. 


IT HAD STARTED WITH A DARE AND AS THE DARE 
TURNED INTO REALITY, IT BEGAN TO SEEM LIKE SUCH 
A WONDERFUL IDEA. 


“Henry, let’s go to Florida. We came up here to pick beans, 
but they’re all picked out.” 


HENRY SCRATCHED HIS HEAD AND HAD TO ADMIT 
DEFEAT, THOUGH THAT WASN’T A WORD HE WAS FOND 
OF, NOR A WORD HE OFTEN ACKNOWLEDGED. 


“Well, Earl. As much as I hate to admit it, I think you’re 
right. But understand, I don’t say that often and you’re not 
likely to hear it again soon.” 


FARL LAUGHED WHEN HE HEARD THAT EXCLAMATION 
BECAUSE HE KNEW HENRY, AND KNEW HIM WELL. 


AND SO, THEY HOPPED ON THE BACK OF THAT TRAIN 
AND RODE IT ALL NIGHT. AND AS THEY RODE THEY 
ENJOYED THAT DEVIL’S OWN DRINK; LIQUID 
REFRESHMENT IN A JAR. 


THEY WERE HAVING A WONDERFUL TIME AS THE WIND 
BLEW PAST AT NIGH ON 50 MPH. LITTLE DID THEY 
KNOW THAT SOMETHNG ELSE WAS BLOWING IN THE 
WIND. FOR YOU SEE WITH THE WIND CAME SMOKE 
AND WITH THE SMOKE CAME SOOT. 


ONLY A MIRACLE KEPT THE BOYS FROM ROLLING OFF 
THAT TRAIN THAT NIGHT. FOR THEY WERE DRUNK AS 
SKUNKS EVER HOPED TO BE, AND THEY SLOWLY 
DRIFTED OFF TO SLEEP, HEARING THE CLANK, CLANK, 
CLANK OF THE TRACKS FAR BENEATH THEM. 


FINALLY, THE TRAIN STOPPED IN WHAT SOMEONE 
WOULD HAVE REFERRED TO AS “THE LOCAL DEPOT,” 
AND THE TWO YOUNG MEN ROUSED THEMSELVES 
AWAKE. LOOKING AROUND FOR ANY SIGN OF A 
POLICEMAN, OR SECURITY GUARD, THEY CLIMBED 
DOWN FROM THE TRAIN CAR. 


THEN IT STRUCK THEM. THEY WERE AS BLACK AS THE 
SMOKE THAT MADE THEM THAT WAY. SNEAKING INTO 
THE DEPOT WASHROOM, THEY BEGAN TO CLEAN UP. 
BUT ALAS, IT WAS A JOB ALMOST BIGGER THAN THEY 
WERE. FOR THE SOOT CLUNG TO THEM LIKE TAR, AND 
THE MORE THEY WASHED, THE BLACKER THEY 
SEEMED TO GET. 


SUDDENLY, THE DEPOT SUPERINTENDENT WALKED 
INTO THE WASHROOM. NOW, YOU HAVE TO 
UNDERSTAND THAT THIS WAS THE AGE OF 
SEGREGATION AND DISCRIMINATION. AND THIS OLD 
WHITE MAN CONFUSED THEM FOR BLACK BOYS. 


“Get the H__ out of this washroom, N __r’s. You know 
you aren’t allowed in here.” 


WELL, IT TOOK SOME TALL EXPLAINING, BUT THE TWO 
BOYS FINALLY CONVINCED THE SUPERINTENDENT 
THEY WERE WHITE, AND HE TOOK A DIFFERENT TONE 
WITH THEM AFTER THAT. 


THE OLD MAN LOCATED SOME GOOD SOAP ANDA 
“WHOLE LOTTA” RAGS, AND EVEN HELPED THEM GET 
THE SOOT OFF. IT TOOK TIME, BUT HENRY AND EARL 
MANAGED TO CLEAN THEMSELVES UP, AND THEY 
BOTH ADMITTED THEY HAD LEARNED A VALUABLE 
LESSON THAT DAY. 


NO GREAT SPIRITUAL MORAL, HERE, BUT I EXPECT THE 
TWO BOYS LEARNED NOT TO DRINK AND RIDE! 
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MORE THAN ONE PERSON 
USES YOUR NAME 


The year was 1972. I was a personnel clerk with The 
United States Air Force, stationed at MacDill Air Force 
Base, Florida. I was proud of myself, my service, and my 
family. I worked to make a living. But my church was my 
life. 


God must have a special way of “bringing us down”. I’m 
convinced that he does this, not on a whim, but deliberately 
and on purpose. 


One Sunday, much like so many other Sundays, I sat in 
the morning service with my wife and small children. Things 
were rolling along. The choir had sung, and visitors were 
greeted, and structure was having its regular way. But what 
happened next will always be remembered by... Me; (I 
doubt another living soul remembers at this point). 


It was time for prayer. The pastor never omitted this 
very important segment of the worship service. Pastor 
Matheny stepped to the podium and looked out over the 
audience. After a slight pause, he spoke, “Brother 
Mc Donald, will you come and offer prayer for the sick, and 
those who have just expressed their needs.” Well, this had 
never occurred before. I had never been asked to pray in 
the main service at this very large church. God had finally 
decided to honor me; a young man doing his best to serve 
Him, as best I knew how. 


I stood up, and as I did I felt a little tug at my coat. I 
realized later that my wife was putting me on my guard. At 
the time however, I was totally oblivious to her warning. I 
found myself walking down that long aisle to the front. 
(Surely the pastor didn’t mean for me to pray aloud from my 
seat). 


I arrived at the front, and realized that pastor had been 
watching my approach with a good deal of curiosity. 
Suddenly a voice, like the voice of God echoed throughout 
the sanctuary. Like God speaking from out the flaming bush, 
“Yes, Bill, do you need prayer?” It hit me like a ton of bricks. 
I was not The Brother McDonald being called forward! For 
at the same time I was making The Long Walk, another 
kindly old man had stepped to the pulpit. His name? Why, of 
course... Brother McDonald. 


I still remember that day after thirty years of lesser 
memories, now consigned to the “inactive files” of my mind. 
Embarrassed? You better believe it! It’s still a little 
humbling to remember that day, but I can smile about it 
now. I certainly couldn’t then. 


God has used such ancient memories like that to keep 
me humble. Why, only a few months ago He did it again. I 
was scheduled to speak at a nearby church. The pastor and 
I had arranged a seminar related to Child Discipline. The 
youth of the church had passed out hundreds of leaflets 
throughout town. The seminar had been announced on the 
radio. And the day dawned upon us. 


The time to begin came and went, and our audience 
failed to appear. By the time we disbanded the event, two 
people had seated themselves. We had more stage 
participants than that. Humble pie! It felt like I’d been 
punched. It took me two weeks to get over that seeming 
defeat. Apparently, my prospective seminarians were 
watching Saturday cartoons, or washing clothes. 


I’m glad that God has a sense of humor. It keeps life 
interesting. 
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THE TWO CHAMBERLAINS 


I have often thought about the seeming contradictions in 
a name. 


And I think there are no two more contradictory, yet 
famous people who have the same last name, than 
Lawrence Chamberlain and Neville Chamberlain. Now I 
don’t know if they were related, but I suspect they were, 
with a fairly aristocratic sounding name as this one. 


Lawrence Chamberlain was a professor in a prestigious 
college in Maine, before the advent of The American Civil 
War. When the war began, he requested a leave of absence 
to join the fighting, but was turned down. So, having 
attempted to be relieved in the proper way, and failing, he 
took a slightly devious route. The professor requested a 


sabbatical to study in Europe. The request was approved. 
But Lawrence had not intention of studying in Europe. He 
joined the Army instead, and was commissioned a full 
Colonel. 


In July 1863, Colonel Chamberlain found himself in a 
small town called “Gettysburg,” (along with about 100,000 
other troops; some wearing blue and some gray). 


He was ordered to put his regiment on one extreme end 
of the Union line; which happened to place him on an 
outcropping called “Little Round Top.” Chamberlain was 
admonished to hold his position at all costs, since if the 
enemy managed to flank his position, they might likely have 
taken the entire field. 


And though the Confederate Army inflicted serious 
casualties on Chamberlain’s forces; they held. And when his 
unit ran out of ammunition, they “fixed bayonets,” charged 
the hapless rebels, and won the day! 


Some believe that this battle within a battle was the key 
to victory at Gettysburg. Many add that had Chamberlain 
failed, The United States might not have existed today; 
since a Confederate victory in this battle might have seen 
England recognizing the separate and sovereign status of 
the Southern states. 


After the war, Colonel Chamberlain was elected 
Governor of Maine. Though he was wounded several times 
in The Civil War, he lived out a long life. 


The other Chamberlain was named Neville. 


As I recall, he was born slightly before Lawrence died. 
It’s doubtful they ever knew one another, given they lived 
on separate continents. And of course, there was that very 
large age difference. 


Neville was elected Prime Minister of Great Britain 
during the ‘30’s; just as World War II was “gearing up.” 
Hitler’s Germany was “biting off” chunks of European land, 
as England stood back and watched. In an effort to appease 
Hitler, Chamberlain met with the dictator, and signed what 
amounted to a blank check. As a result, Czechoslovakia fell 
under German control. There is an old film clip of Neville 
Chamberlain waving a piece of paper that contained Hitler’s 
worthless promise and signature. 


Although the “weak-kneed” politician thought he was 
saving England and the other European countries from 
Germany’s dominance, he soon rued the day he appeased 
Hitler. After that, “it was all downhill.” As a result, Poland, 
and numerous other countries experienced Germany’s 
wrath. 


Two notable men. Same last name. They may have been 
relatives. Nothing else in common. One a brave and 
unyielding soldier, and subsequently a politician. One a 
politician, who would have shamed a soldier’s uniform. 


Scripture speaks of the value of a good name. Historians 
know these two names. One went from glory to glory. The 
other was lifted up on high, and in one fell swoop, fell from 
grace. One was liked and admired throughout his life. The 
other was criticized, scorned and derided for one seeming 
act of cowardice; 


... that followed him to the end of his life. 


January 27 
TRACEY 


(See April 23 Devotion for a memorial poem) 


I never knew her in this life, but that didn’t keep me 
from knowing her. 


Tracey Darlene Brogdon served as a member of the 
325" Maintenance Company, Florida Army National Guard, 
Lake Wales, Florida. She was called to active duty, along 
with her entire unit, during the Persian Gulf War. 

While this particular unit has a strictly maintenance 
mission, the soldiers in this “outfit” understood that didn’t 
disqualify them from danger. Anyone who serves in a war 
zone is subject to unpredictable events. 


The “325” did their time, and then some. Word was 
they didn’t receive the supplies they needed, as they 
labored to convert hundreds of vehicles from a jungle to a 
desert color scheme. Evidently, one thing they lacked was a 
proper air-filtration system. Many soldiers complained of 
headaches and lung maladies. (And many from this unit 
experienced that nebulous “Gulf War Disease,” after they 
returned home). 


Sergeant Brogdon never had the good fortune of 
returning home; at least not alive. 


A couple of our local television stations sent reporters to 
the front, and Tracey gladly posed for the camera, and 
interacted with them. She was liked by many, and always 
seemed to have a smile on her face. 


Time passed, and the war ended. But the “325” stayed 
put. 


It took time to bring a half-million troops home, and 
apparently this reserve unit was “at the bottom of the 
rung.” They were still languishing in the desert two months 
later. 


Routine set in, and no one in the unit had suffered 
anything more serious than sore feet, or a migraine. “Til one 
day... 


Tracey was asleep in the back of a “Hummer,” as 
another soldier drove. Suddenly, without warning, their 
vehicle encroached on an Army dump truck ahead of them. 


The impact was hard, and Tracey slid forward, hitting 
her head on a radio mount. She was killed instantly. 


Just one casualty, but it marred the 325"’s perfect 
record, but more importantly, it stole a dear daughter from 
two loving parents, and a mother from a small son. 


Tracey’s body preceded the main unit’s departure, and 
she was buried with full military honors, in a small 
community, not far from where she served. 


What happened next was totally unexpected, at least to 
me. 


I began feeling Her presence; the presence of someone 
I’d never known in life. And it was just too obvious that she 
had a task for me to do. (I can’t explain it, or properly 
describe it to you). 


But I knew that I knew that Tracey wanted me to write a 
poem in her honor, and have it inscribed on a plaque. Well 
reader, I did. (See April 23" devotion for rendering of this 
poem). 


Of course, the writing and the creation of the plaque 
consumed some time, but the impression that Tracey was 
watching was manifest. I was absolutely driven during those 
weeks. The thing not only consumed time, it consumed me. 
Even as I write these words, I feel that same emotion rising 
in me again. 


Somewhere along the way, I understood that I had been 
commissioned to present the plaque to The 325" 
Maintenance Unit. And readers, I did. I had previously 
contacted the unit commander, and he graciously allowed 
me to present the memorial plaque to his troops, in 
formation. (I was a member of a sister unit at the time.) 


Tracey’s compelling presence, and her insistent 
requirement were gone. The deed had been done. That 
plaque still hangs in the assembly area of her beloved 
reserve unit. 

I still visit her. I find myself compelled to drop by 
occasionally. It’s easy to find her grave site. A large plastic 
cross has been erected over it. Beneath the cross is a 
standard metal Army marker. I sweep the dirt off the 
marker, and pull a few weeds, when I go. Awhile back, I 
bleached the cross, as it had grown green with mold. 


My wife and I talked about buying plots in that cemetery, 
so perhaps I'll be laid to rest not that far from Tracey’s final 
resting place. 


I’d be real fine with that. 


January 28 
THE MAN WORE GREEN. (THE CITY DID NOT.) 


The call was not totally unexpected, and yet it took him 
back a little. The voice on the unseen end of the line said, 
“Prepare to be there about five days.” In a bit of a daze the 
guardsman began to pack his duffle bag, first rather slowly, 
and then with increasing speed as the import of the 
message slapped him squarely in the face. He reached out 
for the last time to take his wife in his arms, and to reassure 
her of his affection. The last kiss would be remembered for 
a long time. He knew in his heart that the separation would 
be long and difficult. 


“Gentlemen” the captain shouted above the noise of the 
ceiling fans, “We’re going to be there until power is 
restored and ‘til civil authorities deem our mission 
accomplished.” There was a murmur among the troops that 
seemed to build to a crescendo. Most of us were thinking, 
“But I only came prepared to stay five days.” 


Thousands converged on the city of Miami. Men from 
every military service, and civilians from a myriad of state 
and federal agencies. This was the biggest of the big. Never 
before in our history had so many been called to assist 
citizens in need. The sights were overwhelming. Miles from 
the scene the devastation began to be apparent. Pine trees 
and Mangroves were broken like proverbial toothpicks. 
Sugarcane fields lay smashed against the muck of mother 
earth. But this was only the faint outskirts of ground zero. 


Tears flowed freely down the guardsman’s face. This 
was America’s own Hiroshima. Utter devastation was in 
evidence in a full arc. Wherever his gaze fell, destruction 
greeted his anguished spirit. For long minutes only 
darkness spoke. All other voices were shut off, as if bya 
common valve. 


The guardsman happened to glance up into the surreal 
and advancing blackness of the midnight sky. What he saw 
there was like nothing he had ever beheld. A lone meteor 
imposed itself against the barrenness of everything else in 
the city. He understood the message. Even in the midst of 
complete annihilation, his was a mission of hope, of mercy 
and of future reconstruction. 

The days were innumerable and duplicates of 
themselves, and yet subtle differences made each day, its 
own day. He was new at all of this, as were the unfortunate 
inhabitants of the city. 


Everything was experienced on a grand scale. Eight 
days without a shower, forty days in a tent, rain flowing 
easily across the dirt floor, up at five A.M., to bed at nine 
P.M., arms and face burned by an unrelenting sun, lips 
cracked and bleeding. 


Devastation greeted him as he attended to his daily 
mission - giant splinters where mansions once elegantly 
graced the landscape, staircases leading to nowhere, but to 
an open sky. Ships tossed high on beaches, thousands of 


stray animals wondering what might have happened to their 
Johnny or Susie. Acre after acre of avocados, lemons, limes 
and nursery stock flattened, as if by some unseen hand. 
Concrete buildings knocked over like so many dominos. 


The stories were the sort you only read or dream about - 
families saved by a single garage wall, a couple whispering 
their last good byes, as they lay together in their bathtub; 
their house shaking as if on the back of a runaway 
locomotive. Fathers searching for grown children days after 
the storm. The guardsman experienced a magnification of 
reality in a microcosm of existence. He guarded darkened 
streets. He distributed food stuffs. He drove the little lanes 
of once elegant sub-divisions. He cleaned the littered yards 
of the storm’s hapless victims. His rifle over his back, he 
staunched the flow of gangs and looters. 


He met those who now called an automobile their home. 
There was the lady who apologized for accepting emergency 
food stamps. “I’ve never needed these in my whole life,” she 
said. The guardsman spoke kind words, “Then you are the 
one who deserves them most.” 


There was the woman who shook his hand, and then, 
unexpectedly embraced him, and kissed him on the cheek. 
“You don’t know how much we appreciate you being here 
with us.” She walked away in tears, unable to say more. 


The last day arrived, and we were all ready to bid adieu 
to the city. Our task was complete, and yet there were tasks 
and missions aplenty for volunteers in the months and years 
to come. 

As we walked across the parking lot chatting and 
reminiscing, a bald eagle drifted over our heads, flew the 
length of our compound, and disappeared on the horizon. 
Tears again filled our eyes. Our tour was done, but would 
never be forgotten - Never. 


We were back, but we would never be the same. We 
were only better for that which we had seen, that which we 
had experienced, and for those brave people we had met 
and helped. 


We had returned to our natural environments. The air 
was fresher, the flowers more colorful, the sky bluer. Oh, 
how thankful we were on the other side of the storm. 

And what of those we had left behind. Their lives were 


budding again, just as surely as the trees of their city began 
to bud anew, after being so rudely stripped of their leaves. 


January 29 


A FATHER’S LOVE 


I love the book. I adore the movie. Les Miserables! Victor 
Hugo produced nothing short of a masterpiece. 


The convict needed a place to stay that night. He was 
newly escaped, and wasn’t interested in falling into the 
hands of the police. He mused about the feasibility of 
knocking on the Priest’s door. This priest was well-known 
for his kindliness, and good works among the poor. 


Well, what did he have to lose anyway? He encouraged 
himself and knocked three times on the door. Almost 
immediately the servant woman peeked out of the barely 
open portal. The door slammed as quickly as it opened, and 
seconds turned into what seemed like minutes. 


Just as Jean Val Jean turned to go, the door swung open 
wide, and a wisened old priest stood in the threshold. 


“Yes, may I help you, Sir?” 


Jean automatically looked behind him. He couldn’t 
remember when anyone had called him, “Sir.” 


“Uh, yes, Father... I need a place to stay tonight.” 


Almost embarrassed for asking, Val Jean continued to 
stand there. The priest didn’t hesitate, but invited the felon 
to share his home for the night. Meanwhile, the servant 
woman began to hide the silverware and candlesticks. No 
pitiful creature like this was going to take advantage of her 
unsuspecting master. 


Afterwards, they all lay down for the night, and the 
house grew silent. A few crickets chirped in the distance, 
and muted voices talked somewhere down the block. Had 
Val Jean been outside, even he would have appreciated the 
magnificence of the night sky. 


But he was inside, and he was up to no good. He crept 
out of his bed, and past the sleeping priest. He was intent 
on doing the old man harm, not out of spite, but out of what 
he considered necessity. 


Morning broke early, and the sun rose as it had for eons, 
and would for time immemorial. The priest had been busy 
with prayers and scripture for an hour by now, and had only 
just noticed that Jean Val Jean was missing. Suddenly the 
old servant virtually sprinted up to him. “Oh, father, that 
man you took in has taken the silverware and the 
candlesticks!” 


Odd, hardly any concern registered on the face of the 
aged priest. It took a lot to surprise him anymore. He knew 
men and he knew their temptations and weaknesses. But 
the old woman would have none of it. Hot tears of fear and 
anxiety swept down her face. 


A knock at the door! She hesitated, but the kindly priest 
threw it open wide. Outside stood two policemen and... Jean 
Val Jean! The policemen spouted their usual greetings and 
then got down to business. They presented the convict to 
the priest and recounted what he had told them. 


“Yes, these candlesticks and dinnerware are mine. A 
kindly priest gave 
them to me.” 


Of course, they couldn’t believe such a story. Impossible. 


The old priest smiled a sad smile, and assured the 
policemen that all was well, and that he had indeed, given 
the silver treasure to Val Jean. After much urging they left 
with a final word, and the priest turned to the lying convict. 
Val Jean could not speak. He was too full of emotion, and 
tears flowed copiously down his cheeks. 


“My Father, forgive me. Forgive me. I am an unworthy 
man and black with sin.” 


Father Pierre smiled that same old sad smile, but there 
was a fresh twinkle in his eyes. 


“This day has Christ enlightened you. I have bought your 
soul with the 
price of this silver, Val Jean. You are no longer your own, 
you are 
bought with a price.” 


What else is there to say? Such overwhelming 
forgiveness. Some people only know God in us and through 
us. They need to see “God with flesh on.” What a wonderful 
role model we have in that old priest. 


Salvation had visited Val Jean in the guise of a loving 
servant of God. 


January 30 


GOD'S SIREN SONG 


I’ve never been a fan of Greek mythology. My ninth 
grade English teacher, Mrs. Belflower, tried to inspire me 
with it, but alas, it’s was just never going to happen. 


I was looking at an old report card the other day, and 
Came across a written comment. (Yes, Mrs. Belflower). 


“Keep trying, Bill. You might find you like English.” 


I did grow to love English and literature, but Greek 
mythology never kicked in. 


Regardless, I did enjoy one particular story. It seems 
that a particular fellow was intent on listening to songs that 
had been the ruin of thousands. For these mythological 
maidens sang their song from the banks of a fictitious little 
island, and they happened to be men-haters. Many sailors 
had dashed their ships on the beaches of the island, and in 
every case, all hands were lost. 


But our hero came up with a plan. He would have his 
men put wax in their ears, and would require them to sail 
their ship past that little island. In the meantime, he would 
be tied to the mast, ears unstopped, able to listen to and 
enjoy the melody. And so, it went. 


I call the maidens’ song - “The Siren Song.” 


Obviously, the foregoing illustration is very negative in 
nature. But a very positive moral can be made. 


God has assured us that “I know the plans I have for you, 
plans for good, and not for evil, to give you a future anda 
hope.” Jeremiah 29:11, KJV) Our Creator is not remiss to 
tune us in to his music; the music that will bring us safely 
through this earthly journey. and the melody that will take 
us Safely home. 


God has His own Siren Song. Christians tend to struggle 
with His leading, with the mission He has for them, as 
individuals. I’m prone to believe that one of the main 
factors, in terms of His leading, is the continuity of His 
Siren Song. 


Before my wife was my wife she was interested in the 
medical career field. She was a member of the premed club 
at Summerlin High School. She actually worked in two 
different hospitals later, as a clerk. Years drifted by, and she 
decided to register for LPN school. At the age of thirty she 
was accepted into the program, but some difficulty 
prevented her from beginning the class. Jean applied again 
at the age of forty, was accepted, but was late notifying the 
school of her intentions; we had returned from vacation to 
find it was too late for her to enter that particular cycle. 


Years rolled on. Finally, at the age of fifty she applied for 
LPN school (again), was accepted, and began the tedious 


program leading up to licensure. Well reader, she has 
worked in the nursing field for five years, and loves it! God’s 
Siren Call. What a perfect example. Jean could never get 
away from God’s call on her life. That melody (or drum beat) 
continued for years, and “The Hound of Heaven” would not 
let her go, and would not give her up. 


“Oh, Love that will not let me go!” 


January 31 


THE PEARL OF GREAT PRICE AND 
THE RUBBLE OF GROUND ZERO 


911. Nine One One. We have only to see it enumerated, 
written or spoken for us to conjure up fresh memories of 
that horrendous day. It’s odd; 911 used to mean something 
else to us. I have actually wondered if the terrorists chose 
that day based on the emergency phone number it 
represents. 


Ground Zero. We don’t have to close our eyes to see it 
looming before us. We can almost walk its artificial valley in 
our mind. 


Everything changed that day, perhaps at a more 
traumatic and persistent level than December 7", “the day 
that will live in infamy,” or November 22", the infamous 
date of Kennedy’s assassination. (November 22" was the 
only day I stayed home sick from high school in 1963. I 
don’t know how I managed to choose that day. But I’ll never 
forget Walter Cronkite, and his memorable broadcast). 


I was also watching TV on “911.” Oddity of oddities, I 
was coloring my wife’s hair. And then it happened! 


Hundreds of firemen and policemen died trying to do the 
impossible. They embraced that well-worn adage; “We have 
to go out. We don’t have to come back.” One particular 
father’s son didn’t come back; at least not alive. 


We see the elderly man trudging down the dusty 
boulevard, stumbling occasionally, and picking his way 
around the rubble of unknown objects. He has a determined 
look on his face, and his jaw is set. We notice his apparel, 
for he is dressed like one of the dozens of other men around 
him. He tells a reporter that he is a retired fire chief. He has 
been away from his life’s work for nearly a decade. But fate 
has called to him, and he has responded to that Call. He 
holds a little spade in his hand, and we begin to realize the 
task he has embraced. 


“My son is under that rubble, and I come here daily. I 
come 

here to dig. I have been digging on this site for ten days, 
and I 

will continue to dig ‘til every fallen hero leaves this 
awful place.” 

He thinks he knows where to dig. At least he’s digging in 
the general area where his Johnny “laid it all down forever.” 


He has another son. That son is also a fireman, and on 
that day of days, James had spent the night at Ground Zero. 
He had slept under the stars, as if by some means Johnny 
could know that he was there for him. 


The father continues to speak: 


“We never leave our heroes on the field of their labor. 
We find 
them, and we carry them away. We cannot leave them 
here.” 


The father digs in the heat of the day, and beneath the 
glistening white moon. He bends his back for 16, no 18 
hours a day. He sleeps in fits and starts. He isa man ona 
mission. 


Exactly three months to the day after 911, Johnny is 
found and identified. It would be fitting to think that his Dad 
found him ‘neath those tons of twisted steel and glass, but 
that’s not how it happened. But Dad and Brother honored 
their Son and Brother by taking him off the field of his 
labor. James may have remembered the title of that old 
song, “He’s not heavy, he’s my brother.” 


Johnny was given a hero’s funeral. Father, brother and 
his own little son helped carry him to his final resting place. 
We see them sadly walking, struggling a bit with the casket, 
marching cadence to a bag piper’s mournful melody. 


And I might quickly remind you that several fathers were 
on the field, digging for their lost children, and several old 
men “stayed the course” ‘til their boys were found. 


We can learn from that father’s determination; his 
ultimate dedication to an almost impossible task. 


Those who come to me for marital counseling are so 
reminiscent of “those who dig.” I watch them as they “dig,” 
and I can quickly determine how precious is the jewel for 
which they dig. Some go at it with fervor, but tire quickly. 
Others seem lazy and unconvinced of the necessity. While 
many lack any real enthusiasm, and don’t remind me of 
those who search for “the pearl of great price.” 


For there are those who have the opportunity to dig, not 
for something dead and ready for burial, but for something 
wounded; something able to be resurrected, if given a 
chance. 


And there will be those couples who strive together to 
find “the pearl of great price,” to lift up their fallen 
marriage, to apply the salve of healing, to apply the 
bandages of understanding and insight, to resurrect 
something that is nigh on to dying; that good thing which 
has a chance to live again. 


February 1 


STONEWALL AND THE NOT SO “FRIENDLY” LESSON 


I have visited Virginia Military Institute in Lexington, 
Virginia. This fine school has a more notable history than 
most schools in our great nation. For you see, Stonewall 
Jackson was a professor there before being called into 
Confederate service. 


There’s a small museum on the premises of VMI. Perhaps 
the most interesting, and most poignant area of the museum 
houses a few mementoes that commemorate the life of 
General Jackson. We see his horse; (yes, his horse has been 
stuffed, or to be more precise, the hide of the original horse 
has been stretched over an approximate life form). 


But, by far the most interesting relic, to me, is 
Stonewall’s coat. Oh, it’s a bit tattered and worn, but is in 
generally good shape; with one exception. There is a gaping 
hole in the sleeve of one arm. 


Jackson was a spiritual man, and had trusted the Lord 
Jesus Christ for his salvation. He was celebrated among his 
troops, and was known to be fair, and trustworthy. He did 
have his quirks, it seems. One famous quirk was his 
tendency to ride with one arm high in the air. He told 
inquisitive parties that this practice kept his metabolism in 
balance! 


One night General Jackson decided to scout out the 
enemy’s defenses. He took an aide with him, and galloped 
off into the woods. Having spied out the Union perimeter, 
he began his journey back to his own lines. Just as he 
attempted to cross his own picket line, shots rang out, and 
he fell from his horse. Too late, his loyal troops realized 
their mistake. Too late. 


Stonewall was taken by field ambulance to a nearby 
residence, for immediate treatment. His arm was badly 
shattered, and had to be amputated shortly thereafter. 
Bullets of that era were extremely large, and their velocity 
was relatively slow. Such characteristics cause tremendous 
damage to flesh and bone. This was not a pretty war, nor 
were the devices of war easy on the human body. Cannons 
were loaded with canister (similar to ball bearings) and 
fired directly into masses of charging enemy soldiers. 
History tells us that little more than red mist remained. 


Stonewall Jackson had lost a limb, and General Lee 
romanticized him this way: “General Jackson has lost his left 
arm, but I have lost my right;” (speaking of the sacrifice his 
dear friend had made that day). 


General Jackson seemed to improve after the 
amputation, and his troops grew hopeful for his health. But 
then Pneumonia set in, and he relapsed. Just before he 
breathed his last, Stonewall was heard to say, “Let us sit 
down under yonder trees and rest awhile.” These were his 
final words. 


We have a term for what happened to our dear Southern 
general. The designation has been used in every war since 
the Civil War. “Friendly Fire.” Of course, in the long run, 
there’s nothing friendly about any bullet that “has your 
name written on it.” 


I often carry a “Minnie Ball” in my pocket. Bullets like 
this one have been dug up by the millions on land adjacent 
to Civil War battlefields. Thousands are turned up every 
year as farmers till their soil, on farms bordering famous 
battle sites. Millions were expended, and most never hit 
anything. 


I’ve been known to pull that old bullet out of my pocket 
during a counseling session. I begin to tell the tale I’ve spun 
here, and clients sit with silent interest, as I draw a moral 
from this ancient event. 


We are guilty, every one of us, of Friendly Fire. We have 
all “cut down” our friends and family with verbal bullets. We 
have all blown figurative canister shot in their face with the 
cannons that are our mouths; smoking hot with wrath, or 
disrespect. 


Sometimes I give my clients Minnie Balls to carry around 
with them, especially if they are prone towards anger, and 
marital contention. It’s a healthy reminder of the damage 
they have done with their words. 


The Bible tells us that our Words are Spirit and Life. 
Words can also be Spirit and Death. Friendly Fire isn’t 
really friendly. We ought to learn a lesson from General 
Jackson, and the sad plight that was his mortal end. 


February 2 
THE SENTRY AND THE SNIPER 
Ira Sankey was a rich singer of Christian songs and was 
widely known and loved throughout all of America. He was 


the George Beverly Shea of his day. 


Ira had served the Union during the Civil War. During 
that horrible war, he often found himself on picket duty, and 


he would wile away the hours with tunes he’d learned at 
home and in church. Even then his music was nothing short 
of marvelous to hear. Restless troops slumbered peacefully 
beneath it’s spell. 


It was a fine night. A cloudless sky offered Ira a better 
view of the stars than usual. His songs were more copious 
and more beautiful than ever this evening. It was then that 
a Confederate soldier “drew a bead” on the sentry across 
the river; the sentry with the short name of... Ira. 


The Civil War ended, and years turned into decades. 


A riverboat rounds the bend, and we hear music. 
Suddenly, on the night air, we make out the rich baritone of 
a gifted singer. We board that boat, and go into the dining 
hall. 


The fine singer has just concluded his program, and sits 
down. Applause fills the air, and the crowd begins to 
converse, and eat meals that have grown cold, as they sat in 
rapt attention. 


One particular man steps up to Ira, and introduces 
himself. There is a bit of small talk, and Mr. Sankey 
recognizes a Southern accent. The stranger begins to ask 
some mind-stirring questions; questions that revive the war 
years again. 


“Mr. Sankey, were you at such and such a river, on such 
and such a day during the war?” Ira’s face registered 
curiosity and interest. “Yes, I was there. How could you 
know?” 

The stranger smiled a whimsical smile, and asked 
another question. “Were you on sentry duty during the few 
days your unit was camped out on that river?” 


Again, the answer... “Yes, I remember it well.” Finally, 
the last question, “Did you sing aloud as you sat sentry?” Ira 
blinked. “Yes, Yes, I always sang on sentry duty.” 


Well, you could have knocked the stranger over with a 
feather. He looked at Ira with an expression that registered 
such love, and wonderment that Sankey could not draw his 
eyes away from him. 


“Mr. Sankey, I was just across the river from you that 
night. I was also doing sentry for my unit. Upon hearing 
your songs, I scanned the banks, and noticed you there, all 
alone. I thoroughly enjoyed your music, and lingered there 
for what seemed like hours. And then I realized that I had a 
job to do. I raised my rifle to my shoulder, and “drew a 
bead” on your chest. I put my finger to the trigger, and 
exerted a bit of pressure. Again, and again, I paused, and 
lowered the weapon, only to bring it back up to my 
shoulder. In the end, I could not shoot you. Your Christian 
songs were too beautiful, and beckoned me towards home. 
Had I shot you, it would have been like killing Christ 
Himself.” 


We cannot know what hand “Fate” will deal us. We do 
know Who holds our hand. We can rest assured that “all 
things work together for good to those who love God.” 
(Romans 8:28, KJV) We can be sure that He will use us ‘til 
He is through, and will ultimately give us a home in heaven. 


Paul speaks of this concept in the wonderful book of 
Philippians. “I cannot know whether God will leave me here, 
or whether He will take me on to my reward. Perhaps for 
your sake, He will give me favor to remain for awhile.” 
(Chapter One, MPV) 


“But this life, and the lust of it is passing away, but he that 
does the will of the Lord endures forever.” (1° John 2:17, 
KJV) 


February 3 


The War was over. 


The worshippers filed into the large church, and as 
usual, the white congregation sat downstairs, while blacks 
filled the balcony above. 


The service proceeded, as services do, and the minister 
offered communion to those seated on the ground floor. For 
whatever reason, the crowd was slow to step to the altar 
rail. Suddenly, there was a stir in the balcony, and hushed 
voices urged one particular man to sit down, for a black 
man had stood up, and moved to the staircase. His friends 
attempted to deter him, but he seemed oblivious to their 
pleas. 


The white congregation turned, as if in unison, to see 
this lone black man walking down the wide aisle. You could 
have “heard a pin drop.” Heads shook, and there was a dull 
murmur. But the Negro continued his long walk, and 
arrived, finally, at the altar. The pastor was dumbfounded. 
This simply did not happen. This was unacceptable. 


The black man kneeled in supplication, and bowed his 
head. Not a soul stirred. The entire congregation was 
dumbfounded. What to do next? 


Now a gray-haired old white man stood up! He walked 
to the same altar, and kneeled next to the black man! The 
crowd could not mistake him. His white hair and white 


beard were familiar here. General Robert E. Lee! He was 
well-loved by white soldiers, and black servants alike. 


“Massa Robert” was showing the way. Together, the 
white man and black man received communion that day. 
This spirited old general set the standard for millions to 
follow. 


It’s not uncommon to see black politicians, nor black 
poets, nor black generals today. It’s not uncommon to see 
blacks supervising whites. It’s not at all strange to see 
whites and blacks worshipping on the ground floor of the 
same church. 


And as incongruous as it may seem, I think that General 
Lee showed the way. I believe that he set a standard that 
remains with us to this day. 


February 4 


THE LIVING AND THE DEAD 


The great George Mallory, a legend in British climbing, 
attempted Mount Everest in the early ‘20’s. It is believed, 
by some, that he reached the very pinnacle of Everest, (an 
amazing 29,035 feet), to become the first man to set foot on 
the summit. Those who claim to know believe he was lost, or 
slipped on his way down. Other’s believe he died just short 
of his goal. 


His body had never been found, or more precisely, had 
never been found ‘til recently. But in the last decade, one 
particular expedition was specifically formed to find 
Mallory’s body. 


The climb was arduous, and other attempts had been 
unfruitful, in almost a century of searching for this fine 
climber. Many thought Mallory would never be found. There 
were just too many possibilities. Perhaps he had slipped and 


went off a sheer ice face, or died of hypothermia, and now 
lay beneath accumulated snow. 


But suddenly one of the expeditions numbers saw 
something. A wisp of fabric, brown hair fluttering in the 
wind, a shard of bone. As the expedition moved closer, it 
was becoming all too obvious. Here was a human body. But 
even this was not conclusive. For there are dozens of 
corpses on Mount Everest; many who have died in storms, 
or fallen off ledges, and the mountain has become their 
tomb. 


A couple of the team members stepped forward, and 
began to examine the body. Time was passing, and they 
could not linger. Those who linger on Everest... die. Team 
members began to retrieve bits of clothing from the body, 
and a few articles from the surrounding area. They took a 
moment to check the shirt neck, and... the clothing tag 
offered absolute proof. For there, sewn into the collar was a 
name - George Mallory! 


I have been concerned, well disappointed that most 
members of our local recovery group members aren’t 
recovering. Granted, there are the successes. But there are 
more “lapses” and more that don’t find a way to “get clean” 
and “stay free.” As support group administrator, it’s too 
easy to feel “I don’t really count for very much,” that for all 
my trying, it’s a bit futile; (futile with the British accent”). 


In my own dreams I see myself leading an expedition up 
Mount Everest; people depending on my every word and 
move. The ice flows make for difficult climbing, and 
aluminum ladders must be tied together and stretched 
across deep crevices. Deep snow drifts slow the expedition, 
and rock outcroppings must be scaled. There is just so much 
time available to us. We must make the summit by early 
afternoon, or we'll be stuck on the mountain overnight. This 
would be an impossible scenario. The extreme cold of the 
Everest night is intolerable. 


I look behind me, and there are fewer of us now. Some 
have turned back, so much like Lot’s wife. I see them 
trudging back down the mountain. They were so close to the 
goal. I see others falling to their knees, unable to move any 
further, either up or down. And so like many who climb 
Everest, they exhibit symptoms of malaise, and sit down to 
die. So like old Mallory, they are. So close, yet so far. 


But the summit hovers just above me. Oh, the beauty. 
Oh, the rapture of that peak. I will not give up, and I will 
take my remaining team members to the top. I cannot help 
those who have turned their backs on success. They have 
made their own choices. The wiles of the thicker air beckon 
them back to a more earthly (or earthy) existence. Their 
receding figures are growing smaller, and begin to 
disappear from my sight. 


It is too easy to turn back. It is too easy to give up when 
others turn back. Granted, it is so disappointing. But as 
leaders, we have a task to do. One special assistant of mine 
made a particular statement, when we first began “our 
climb.” 


“Our work with recovering addicts won’t be short or 
easy, but if only one gets clean and stays free, it will be 
worth it.” She might just as easily have said, “If only one 
reaches the summit with us, it will be worth it.” 


Don’t give up. Keep climbing. When you fall, get up. 
When you are out of breath, slow down, but don’t stop. 


Someone asked Sir Edmund Hillary, the first successful 
climber of Mount Everest, a poignant question: 

“What makes you any different than all the others who 
have attempted the mountain?” 


Hillary considered his answer a moment, and responded: 


“When I had climbed as far as I possibly could,... I took 
one more step!” 


When we’re discouraged, disheartened and close to 
“chucking it all,” we have to “take that one more step.” 


February 5 


LET THE THING BE PRESSED 


Moses had been commanded to “do a thing.” 


God Almighty spoke to him out of a burning bush! There 
could be little doubt about what The God of the Universe 
expected of him. “Go and tell Pharaoh to let my people go!” 


Of course, we live on the other side of this great event. 
We call it the past, while Moses was left to dread the future. 
He was between a “rock and a hard place.” He knew what 
he had to do. 


Moses fulfilled God’s expectation of him, and he did it 
well. He “acted upon” Pharaoh. I’m sure God uses men to 
“act upon” others. Sometimes that’s all that gets the job 
done. 


Not that long ago, as God measures time, a middle-aged 
military man sat down to write a letter. But not just any 
letter. 


General Ulysses Grant communicated his observations to 
President Lincoln. “I believe we can defeat the Rebels, if the 
thing is pressed.” “Old Abe,” upon reading this brief note 
hurriedly scribbled something on an envelope... “Then let 
the thing be pressed. 


We cannot live our lives afraid to take the next step, or 
shy about fulfilling God’s next order. We cannot pause, 
world without end, while Satan and his minions are having 
their way with us. We cannot ignore the power He gives us 
to impact others for good. 


Behavior patterns are familiar things, and we do become 
familiar with them. We become so content to exercise the 
same negative actions and responses on a chronic basis. 


That chronic behavior referred to as Codependent 
Behavior comes to my mind first. We become So ingrained, 


and so familiar with a particular symbiotic relationship, that 
we lose our ability to focus and make good choices for 
ourselves, and other people. 

It takes courage to try new behavioral responses. It’s not 
easy to “act upon” someone, especially when we’ve “always 
done it this way.” 


But we do ourselves, and others a great disservice when we 
don’t attempt new, and more positive patterns of behavior 
and interaction. 


There are those around us who may never perceive a 
reason to change, unless we learn to “act upon” them. And 
as the commercial says, “If you love them you will!” It gets 
easier the more you practice! 


There’s an adage that says, “If you want something 
you've never had, you may have to do something you’ve 
never done.” 


February 6 


GIVING UP WHAT WE CAN’T KEEP 


Robert Gould Shaw was a singular man, even for his 
time. At 23 he attained a singular honor. The Governor of 
Massachusetts nominated him to the high rank of Colonel of 
the 54" Massachusetts (Black) Regiment. 


The “54” was an experiment, as black troops were just 
being inducted into the Yankee Army. Less than a thousand 
miles south of Colonel Shaw’s home state, Negroes picked 
cotton, and bent low beneath the whip. 


All Negro troops, during that great Civil War, were led 
by white men. Colonel Shaw set the standard for all who 
would follow. He knew he was singular, and he wondered in 
his letters home, if “I will amount to very much,” and “if I’ll 
end my days leading a group of renegade Negroes.” 


Robert was put to the test, a test that comes to all who 
bear the sword in wrath. 


We see him as he prepares for battle. He rides gracefully 
down the beach, and ultimately, dismounts his trusty steed. 
Our hero steps into the briny foam, and looks wistfully 
across the steel gray waves. Sea gulls and Snipes flutter 
gracefully in the cool air. The sky is graced by a few cirrus 
clouds, but is otherwise blue and beautiful. 


Somehow, we know what he is thinking. It is an almost 
intuitive thing. His solemnly reflects on his childhood, and 
the countless hours he spent on just such a beach as this 
one. And in his young eyes, you see a yearning for those 
“good old days;” to be a child again, to go back for a few 
moments, to see his parents just one more time. But he has 
grown up things to do. 


And our young Colonel turns from the tranquil scene, and 
sets his eyes on the task at hand. Young Robert will lead a 
thousand troops into infamy that day. His is an impossible 
task. A well-entrenched Rebel Army controls a strategic 
post just down the beach; Fort Wagner. 


Well reader, a fairy tale ending would have had Colonel 
Shaw rushing the fort, fighting a terrific battle, and in the 
end, winning the day. I cannot tell you it happened that 
way. 


There is no shame in the way our hero fought that day. 
Oh, the strength and determination of that young lad. But 
young Robert fell, climbing the steep walls of Fort Wagner. 
The enemy rudely dumped his body into the same trench 
that contained many of his fallen black troops. 


Someone once reflected, “He is no fool who gives up that 
which he cannot keep, to gain that which he cannot lose.” 
(Jim Elliot) 


February 7 


ABIDE WITH ME 


I sat in a funeral home in Valdosta, a quarter century 
hence. Tears rolled down my cheeks. 


But I’m getting ahead of my story. My grandmother had 
been progressively ill, and had been admitted to the local 
hospital for treatment. In spite of her illness, she didn’t 
want to be there. Why one day, though the doctors figured 
she couldn’t last much longer, she winked at my mother and 
remarked... “Erma, nobody’s looking. Get my things, and 
let’s get out of here!” (It was only just this week that mom 
told me this). 


For whatever reason, my grandmother didn’t receive a 
church funeral, though she was a faithful member of her 
local Methodist church. Dozens of relatives and friends 
listened as the minister eulogized her. And Lilly Ring lay 


there in all her glory. For I couldn’t remember seeing her 
looking so well in years... though her spirit was far from this 
place. 


A young man stood up, and walked to the podium. A 
woman accompanied him on the piano. And then the 
wonderful strains of “Abide with me.” 


Though years have dropped like grains of sand in an 
hourglass, I cannot but hear that song without weeping. 


Henry Lyte served as an Anglican minister in England 
during the mid-nineteenth century. He had endured 
tuberculosis throughout his life, though he managed to 
serve his congregation admirably. 


The day came when he was forced to retire from his 
ministry, and that final Sunday saw him almost crawling to 
the pulpit, so weak and frail was he. 


Due to his progressive tuberculosis symptoms, he had 
been forced to find a gentler climate in his old age, and so 
he sought refuse in Italy. Pastor Henry was inspired to write 
this wonderful hymn shortly before that 
final journey. 

I have always loved the story in Luke chapter 24. It 
seems our hymn writer did, as well. For we see Jesus, after 
his resurrection, walking down a country road with two of 
His followers, (though they did not recognize him). 

And as they neared a certain home, he may have indicated 
He would have continued his journey. 


“But they constrained Him, saying, “Abide with us. For it 
is toward evening, and the day is far spent. And He went in 
to tarry with them.” (Luke 24:29, KJV) 


I have always desired to wax eloquent, and sermonize 
this area of scripture, though I don’t recall ever doing so. 
Perhaps another day. But every time I consider the words in 


this verse, my very heart thrills within me. And it must have 
been the same with Henry Lyte. 


“Abide with me, fast falls the eventide. The darkness 
deepens, Lord with me abide. When other helpers fail and 
comforts flee, help of the helpless, O abide with me.” 


This song ushered my grandmother to her final reward, 
and I am grateful that Pastor Lyte passed his melodic legacy 
on to her, though half a century would pass before she was 
born. 

I think that all Christians may live their out their mortal 
lives, and stake their heavenly claim on the words of this 
beautiful hymn. 


“Hold Thou Thy word before my closing eyes. Shine thru 
the gloom and point me to the skies. Heav’n’s morning 


breaks and earth’s vain shadows flee. In life, in death, O 
Lord, abide with me.” 


February 8 


RUNNING ‘TIL YOU DROP 


Ruffian. 


What a great horse! What a proud horse! What a superbly 
winning horse! 


She was the master of the race track. As a three year old 
filly she had won an absolutely impressive ten races. So like 
a prize fighter with a 10-0 record. Ruffian put the “males of 
the circular avenue” to shame. What an outstanding 
measure of a horse. 


It was inevitable that someone would come up with a 
head to head challenge. It began as a threesome, but due to 
some bargaining and legal payoffs, only two horses started 
the race. 


Ruffian seemed to be equally matched. The name of the 
other horse escapes me now, but he was “a gifted loser” 
before the race began. Chances are his real name wasn’t 
Gifted Loser, however. 


The race was run on the grounds of the famous Belmont 
Stakes. The two horses were eagerly awaiting the start of 
the mile and a quarter. The darkening sky seemed to serve 
as an omen of things to come. Later, there were those in the 
crowd that spoke of having felt uneasy that day. A few vocal 
commentators had complained that the distance was too 
long; that it was just too hard on a horse to run full out over 
such a difficult distance. 


But the horses seemed “game,” and they were ready to 
run. The gates popped open, and they were off. Ruffian was 
immediately in the lead, her jockey coaching her, as she 
maintained the lead. What happened next was, and is, (for 
there are videos of the race) hard to watch. The horses had 
passed the quarter mile marker and were sorely intent on 
their task at hand. They must have sensed the singularity of 
their run, since there were only two of them, and the pace 
was So fantastic. 


In a subsequent statement, Ruffian’s jockey said that the 
sound was loud and unexpected. It reminded him of the 
crack of a rifle, or of a piece of celery being broken in two. 
Ruffian had the lead, and wasn’t relenting... when it all 
began to fall apart. 


The jockey felt the horse stumble, and realized the 
unthinkable. Ruffian had broken one of his rear ankles. It 
happens in horse racing, and it is always a miserable, but 
compelling sight to behold. 


This was no common horse. Ruffian was a Queen, with a 
capital Q! The pain must have been unbearable, but the 
magnificent horse continued to run! Her gait was confused, 
and she was no longer running a straight course, and of 
course, She slowed considerably. But she was still running; 
on a broken ankle! Her courage and ambition worked 
against her, as her renewed effort cost her dearly. The 
ankle bent over on itself and Ruffian found herself virtually 
running on three hoofs and a nub. It all happened so 
quickly, and Ruffian maintained the lead ‘til that momentous 
event. 


Her jockey reigned the horse in; something, for all her 
pain, that confused her. Why, the race wasn’t over. It was 
too early! But it was over. The rider jumped to the ground 
and attempted to calm the injured steed. At first Ruffian 
would have none of it. She saw the challenger gain the lead 
and go racing past her. Several men ran to her assistance, 
and what they saw horrified them. The lower leg was red 
with blood. Ruffian’s one ankle had literally exploded into 
hundreds of tiny pieces, only the external hide containing it. 


Broken legs and horses don’t mix. More times, than not 
they have to be “put down.” More times, than not they are 
put down immediately, right there on the track. But Ruffian 
was no common horse, and her owner would have none it. A 
temporary split was put on the lower leg, and she was 
transported for further treatment. 


Hope against hope they put an air split on her leg, but 
the wonderful horse fought against it. Though she lay on 
her side, her instinct kicked in. She began to flail, and doa 
stationery gallop. Ruffian damaged herself further, and 
sadly... had to be put to sleep. 


She was a great horse, and had maintained the lead in 
that final race ‘til her legs failed beneath her. She is buried 
in the infield of the Belmont Stakes. 

There is a more important race to be run and won. We 
are vitally engaged in that race. We will never run a more 
important race. God has called us to excellence, and nothing 
less will do. 


We may not win every battle, but if we run with patience 
we will win the war. 


“Seeing how we are surrounded by such a great crowd of 
witnesses, let us strip off everything that hinders us, and 
the sin that so easily besets us, and let us run with patience 
the race that is set before us.” (Hebrews 12:1, KJV) 


February 9 
THE EMPATHETIC SACRIFICE 


Joe was a Slayer of animals. That was his profession. He 
practiced that profession, day in, and day out. Outside of 
the rancher, he was first in the endless cycle of beef, that 
ultimately, graces our dinner table. 


He used a bang stick with a 22 caliber bullet mounted in 
the end. As each cow moved in line, to its final reward, he 
replaced the spent bullet with a new one. 


One day the endless regimen ended. Orders came down 
from the main office that specified the discontinuance of 
beef, and the advent of a new product; lamb. 


Joe was horrified to learn of his new duties. He was 
expected to grasp each lamb around the waist with one 
hand, and with the other he would draw a sharp knife 
across its frail neck. 


Though this made him a bit uneasy, he felt he could do it. 


After watching his boss demonstrate the technique, Joe 
bent to the task. He had the first sheep well within his 


grasp, and he was just beginning the long sweep of the 
knife across its neck. Hardly had he begun the cut, and the 
unexpected and unsettling happened. The poor little lamb 
looked up at Joe with it’s sad and innocent eyes, and began 
to lick its own blood off Joe’s hand! 


Well, that was it. Joe could not and would not continue. 
That was the first and last lamb he attempted to slaughter. 
Someone else would have to take his place. His job was 
over. He walked away. 


Jesus is our Lamb. John the Baptist said, “Behold the 
Lamb of God that takes away the sin of the world.” The Jews 
awaited the Messiah-Saviour thousands of years before His 
incarnation. The Creator gave the Egyptian sojourners 
instructions to put the blood of sheep on their door posts, to 
avoid the wrath of the death angel. 


Isaiah tells us that “the Lord has laid on Him the iniquity 
of us all.” (Isaiah 53:6, KJV) Christ was that Lamb of God, 
and it pleased God to slay Him on our behalf. Christ is our 
atonement. He is our lamb. 


February 10 


FALLING INTO MY OWN TRAP 


The year was 1962. I had turned just turned thirteen. 
Though I was in the eighth grade, and working part-time in 
a plant nursery after school, I maintained more childish 
notions, as well. 


A friend of mine suggested that we build a fort. It was a 
magnificent little structure, but only we might have 
characterized it as such. It was actually little more than a 
wooden shack. But we were innovative. We decided we 
needed a trap door in the floor of the hut, and we made it 
so. The trap door led to an underground tunnel, constructed 
of 55 gallon drums, with the ends knocked out. We were 
getting downright fancy! David and I actually spent the 
night in the tunnel, at times. 


But we were far from being finished with our work of art. 
Some adolescents are subject to a mild form of Paranoia, 
and we were no exception. I came up with the idea of 
setting Vietnam-style traps around the little building. We set 
twelve or fifteen of the traps, digging foot deep holes, and 
laying blocks of wood, peppered with nails in the bottom of 
each. Finally, the holes were covered over with small 
branches and grass. 


I asked my mother to visit our hut, and she finally found 
time to walk the two hundred yards from the house, to 
investigate our work of art. As she walked slowly along the 
trail, with my three year old sister in her arms, one of her 
feet disappeared from sight! I had forgotten the large trap 
we had dug on the main trail! She screamed, immediately 
dropped to a seated position, and began to wrench the nasty 
thing from her foot. Just as quickly she began to confront 
my stupidity. “Royce, what’s wrong with you? What were 
you thinking? If your sister had been walking ahead of me, 
these nails would have gone totally through her foot!” 


I can’t imagine why, but my Mother decided not to tour 
my fort that day. Somehow, she regained her footing and 
composure, and stormed off towards our house. On her way 
out of our “cantonment area” she was heard to say, “Son, 
you had better cover every one of your traps. This isn’t 
right. You could hurt someone seriously!” 


Well, you can imagine the shock that registered on my 
face. What had happened to her wasn’t my purpose or 
agenda. Our little traps were meant for “our enemies.” 


So, I set to work covering over the traps. Unfortunately 
for me, I hadn’t diagrammed the locations of these little 
weapons. I fell into a “woe is me” attitude, and begin to 
think that I deserved the same fate as my Mother. I 
remember saying, “I hope I fall in one.” Well, I had covered 


several traps when, you guessed it... one of my feet 
disappeared from sight. I had fallen in to my own trap. 


We rationalize and justify our vindictiveness and 
bitterness towards those we once, or never loved. We store 
up those emotions ‘til they exude from our very pores. We 
unleash our retribution both verbally, and non-verbally. 
Unforgiveness rules the day. So like those traps I set for 
unsuspecting foes. 


Scientists, medical doctors and researchers have 
learned much about the effects of negative emotions. We 
know now, that unforgiveness and bitterness turns inward 
to inhibit our ability to properly relate to other human 
beings, and make cognitive judgments. We can develop 
anxiety and depression. Some experience organic disorders, 
such as Arthritis, and possibly, various forms of Dementia. 
So like my experience of falling into my own trap. I was my 
own worst enemy that day. 


More specifically, in terms of unforgiveness, we suffer 
“stuckness” that inhibits our ability to mature and move 
forward. The “unforgiven” may go on with their lives, never 
realizing the depth of our emotions towards them. While a 
unforgiven memory or event prevents the “victim” from 
fulfilling God-given expectations and goals for their life. 


Like falling asleep with our feet in a wet gray mixture, 
we awake to find it’s concrete. 


February 11 


SO LIKE A VAPOR 


I was in high school and just finishing the tenth grade. 


Every day ended the same way. The last class was 
dismissed, and a friend and I left our last class, and headed 
towards our bus. I have long since forgotten the name of 
our driver, but somehow the bus number still resonates in 
my mind - Bus #149. 


In those days the buses met us in front of the school. Our 
school had a singular designation; Summerlin Institute. It 
was a public school, but had the honor of bearing the name 
of its original founder; Jacob Summerlin. 


As James and I advanced towards the bus, the whole 
world seemed to slow down. Every movement of people and 
vehicles is etched deeply in my brain. I think the wrinkles in 
my brain, representing the memories of that day, must be 
deeper than most others. For just ahead of me, a car 
careened towards the rear of the last bus in line. The small 
car bumped against the right, inside tire of the school bus, 
and seemed to stop for a moment. But for only a moment. 
Suddenly, the engine roared, and the car surged forward, 
moving quickly towards James and I. 


I don’t know where the focus or energy came from, but 
just prior to being “plowed under” I grabbed my friend by 
the sleeve, and pulled him away from the quickly 
accelerating vehicle. The old lady, and her passenger were 
a blur, as the car missed us by barely a foot. We had been 
the first students exposed to this danger, but would be by 
no means the last. I turned from the sight, as several 
students fell beneath the automobile. 


Immediately, my favorite teacher, Mrs. Belflower, ran up 
the walkway, and witnessed the momentous event. She 


suggested we get on our bus, and remove ourselves from 
the tragedy. We complied without any objection. 


It seems Mrs. F. had been dealing with a husband 
with cancer, and was heading home, having just taken him 
to a recurring doctor’s appointment. Perhaps she was 
experiencing anxiety or depression. Perhaps she just 
couldn’t focus that day. 

Somehow, she lost control of her vehicle, and after 
hitting the bus pressed on what she thought was the brake. 
It wasn’t the brake! 


Thirteen students were injured that day. There were 
heroics galore. One particular student had just enough time 
to push two girls out of the path of the car. Unfortunately, 
he had no time to save himself. Ronnie fell beneath the car, 
and died at the scene. He was the only fatality. 


It’s funny how such events are imprinted on our minds, 
and remain with us throughout life. So like a vapor, the 
frailty of life. 


Those of us who have been spared to live out long. and 
fruitful lives should reflect occasionally. We are so blessed. 
We are so fortunate. We have been granted a few more 
years to make His name known. 


February 12 


A RARE THING, INDEED 


“A friend loves at all times, and a brother is born for 
adversity.” (Proverbs 17:17, KJV) 


I’m a loner, by nature. I’ve never been one to develop 
many close friendships. And while I’ve sensed the loss ata 
low level, friendships never seemed to be extremely 
important to me. 


This all changed several years ago. I “took on” a Co- 
counselor; a lady who had been a client here. The very 
platonic, but vibrant stirrings of friendship began to 
awaken, and our relationship bloomed. We ministered 
together and still do. 


Later, we took on six other volunteers to assist with an 
addictions recovery group. Those precious souls became 
very special to me, and I allowed myself to know them and 
love them. 


Friendships add quality to our lives. Friendships 
geometrically enhance what we would otherwise be without 
them. 


My dear sister Sherri, and I were conversing one day, 
and I found myself saying: 


“Friends are a good thing to have”. 
Her reply was fitting: 
“And good friends are a rare thing.” 


A rare thing, indeed. 


February 13 


OH LOVE THAT WILL NOT LET ME GO 


“T have loved you with an everlasting love; I have drawn you 
with loving kindness.” (Jeremiah 31:3, KJV) 


I think that there is not a more beautiful song in all the 
earth than the song represented by the title of this devotion. 
I have loved it from the time I first heard it sung. 


George Matheson, a well-known Scottish minister of the 
19" century, claimed to have written this song while 
enduring the tentacles of intense emotional strain. 


I love the incomplete, (but admittedly mysterious) 
account that Matheson left us. 


“My hymn was composed in the manse of Innelan on the 
evening of the 6" of June, 1882, when I was 40 years of age. 
I was alone in the manse at that time. It was the night of my 
sister’s marriage, and the rest of the family were staying 
overnight in Glasgow. Something happened to me, which 
was known only to myself, and which caused me the most 
severe mental suffering. 


“The hymn was the fruit of that suffering. It was the 
quickest bit of work I ever did in my life. I had the 
impression of having it dictated to me by some inward voice 
rather than of working it out myself. I am quite sure that the 
whole work was completed in five minutes, and equally sure 
that it never received at my hands any retouching or 
correction. I have no natural gift of rhythm. All the other 
verses I have ever written are manufactured articles; this 
came like a dayspring from on high.” 


While no one currently living can provide an adequate 
account of his emotional pain, it is known that Matheson 
faced impending blindness, and having discovered it, his 
fiancee called off their engagement. “Oh love that will not 
let me go” may have been the resulting fruit of this 
desperate incident in the life of a blind pastor. 


The words of this melody are as poignant as anything 
ever written: 


“O Love that will not let me go, I rest my weary soul on 
Thee; I give Thee back the life I owe, that in Thine ocean 
depths its flow may richer, fuller be.” 


Who can say? Perhaps Matheson’s loss of his fiancee 
caused him to reflect on mortality giving way to immortality. 
Corruption giving way to incorruption. Losing an earthly 
lover. Gaining a heavenly One. 


We can be sure that Our Lord loved us before we were a 
twinkle in our Daddy’s eyes, or before light shone on the 


face of the waters. His love, that “love that will not let me 
go” is Past, Present and Future. His love lives in all life’s 
tenses. 

Christ’ atoning death on that cruel cross served and still 
serves as The Earnest of our inheritance, and assures us of 
that sort of Love the Scottish preacher wrote about in this 
glorious hymn of the church. 


“O Joy that seekest me thru pain, I cannot close my heart 
to Thee; I trace the rainbow thru the rain, and feel the 
promise is not vain that morn shall tearless be.” 


February 14 


OLD HOME WEEK 


In relation to the foregoing narrative. I think of the “Sins 
of the Fathers.” I’m convinced that we all have genetic 
flaws, imprinted on our chromosomes, which represent 
sinful or flawed behavior patterns. Just as Diabetes or 


Manic-Depression is transmitted genetically, it seems 
logical to me that sin characteristics are transmitted in the 
same way. 


I never knew Isham Mc Donald. He was and remains my 
triple Great Grandfather. He was a Scotsman, but grew up 
in Ireland, in a little Scottish enclave there. Sometime 
during the mid-1700’s, he immigrated to America, and 
subsequently, fought in the American Revolution. 


It’s likely, I believe, that I currently exhibit mannerisms 
which would be familiar to Isham, or his son, William, (my 
namesake). I have a picture of William on my living room 
wall. He’s been gone for well over a century. I think I see a 
family resemblance in his face, but I never knew his 
mannerisms, or his sins. What was he like? He may have 
been a lot like me! 


Some of my relatives met the boat from Ireland. They 
wore feathers in their hair, and had a burnt complexion. My 
great aunts were dark women, and could have easily been 
mistaken for full-blooded Native Americans. The little I 
know about this branch of the family had them settling in 
Northwestern Georgia. The Creek Nation lived in that area. 
I’ve visited the Indian mounds there. And I must admit, it 
was like “old-home week.” But I have to wonder what 
genetic imprint I received from these people. Did their 
spiritualism, and false beliefs influence my genetic code? 
Did their sins translate to my life and “programming?” 


It behooves us to examine our mannerisms and 
tendencies. We may need to verbalize these discrepancies 
to our Father. We may need to verbally renounce the “Sins 
of the Fathers.” 


It’s likely that the “Sins of (our) Fathers” are those which 
will always serve as our own personal weakest links. 
Romans Chapter Seven tells us: 


“The good that I would do, I do not. But the bad that I would 
shun; 
that is what I embrace.” (v. 19, MPV) 


But God is in favor of our “cooperating with Him.” And 
He doesn’t ask us to do the impossible. 


II Chronicles 7:14 puts it well: 


“If my people who are called by my name shall humble 
themselves 

and pray, and turn from their wicked ways, and seek my 
face,... 

then shall I hear from heaven, and forgive their sins, and 
heal their 

land.” (KJV) 


February 15 
THE WEAVER’S HAND 
Dr. William Mc Donald 


The tapestry He weaves in me is twined in many hues 
The pattern of the thread He works is not mine to 
choose 

And though too close to focus on the weaving that He 
sees 

And too far from His purposes to see His plan for me 


The constant shuffle of the loom, the heavy threads 
now fall in place 

And in the shadows that they cast, I sometimes fail to 
see His face 

But when the finer thread is laid, and drifts across the 
airy span 

Tis then the light comes gleaming through, tis then I 
see the Weaver’s Hand 


The tapestry grows with each joy, each trial adds still 
more thread 

The colors of the rainbow blend with each new hope 
and dread 

The loom slides on with ceaseless speed, each thread 
drops in it’s place 

The fringes of this cloth are sewn with silk and pretty 
lace 


The Weaver’s Hand is sure and tried, and nail scars 
grace His palm 


And as He works His work in me, my soul knows peace 
and calm 


The cloth He works is precious, and, the loom He 
works is sure 
The tapestry He weaves in me is rich and very pure 


And though the darker colors shade the few, but 
brighter threads beside 

I know He works all things for good, His colors true, 
His pattern tried 

And when the Master’s Hand is still, and the cloth of 
life is spun 

Tis then His image shall appear, His tapestry is 
done 
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EINSTEIN’S AUTOPSY 


Einstein was quoted as saying that man only uses 10% of 
his cognitive ability. 


One of my high school teachers told of having seen the 
old man. The quirky genius stood out in a crowd. His wiry, 
white hair was long and unruly. He wore baggy pants and 
woolen sweaters that seemed more characteristic of a 
janitor, than a genius. He was a singular fellow. A Dreamer 
among dreamers! 


Einstein died, as all people do, and a particular medical 
doctor was charged with doing a final autopsy on the great 
man. However, without the family’s permission, Einstein’s 
brain was not only examined, but sliced, dissected and 
made into microscopic slides, which were subsequently sent 
to various research facilities throughout the country. The 
remainder of the brain was cut into chunks, stored in 
formaldehyde, and is still “housed” at the same 
pathologist’s home in New Jersey. 


Researchers never discovered anything particularly 
unigue about Einstein’s brain tissue. It appears to be the 
same gray, wrinkled material common to all of us. “The jury 
is still out,” but it’s doubtful that anything extraordinary will 
ever be found. 


But we were all born for greatness! Every one of us. We 
were destined to fulfill specific and particular plans on 
earth. I love the verse, “I know the plans I have for you, 
(says the Lord;) plans for good, and not for evil to give you a 
future and a hope.” (Jeremiah 29:11, KJV) 


There’s a book called Dream Releasers (by Wayne 
Cordeiro) I’ve just purchased the little volume and look 
forward to reading it. A quick scan of the book separates it 
from many other similar volumes. 


God has placed me in the role of a “Dream Releaser.” It’s 
an awesome responsibility, for He is using me as a catalyst 
and trigger mechanism to begin a domino effect in the lives 
of both individuals, and groups of people. If my “powder is 
wet,” it’s doubtful I’ll see extraordinary results in the lives 
of those I mentor. 


I’ve never heard it put any better than I did today. I was 
watching a television show, and heard a comment that will 
remain with me. 


“Our task is to determine the gap between where a 
person is, and where he can be, and give him the tools to 
close that gap.” 


But we cannot hope to inspire greatness, if we ourselves 
are not inspired to GREATNESS. 


There was a wonderful race horse named Citation. His 
record is among the best of the 20 Century. He was 
singular among thousands of other equines. It is said that, 
though he ran magnificently on the track, he was almost 
uncontrollable in the Winner’s Circle. Each time his jockey 
brought him to that famous circle, he would buck and kick, 
and standing still was out of the question. 


However, the grand horse’s trainer finally came up with 
a novel idea. On a particular day after a particular race, and 
after Citation had “brought home the bacon,” the champion 
was led to the Winner’s Circle. But this time the horse was 
turned to face the field of his labors. Amazingly, Citation 
stood still, ears intent on the next sound, eyes focused on 
the racetrack. After every win his jockey performed that 
same tactic, and from that moment it always worked. 


The fine animal, having just run and won a race, was 
keen to do it again. 


I think we must keep our eyes focused on the prize. I 
think we must be more tuned in to the track, than to the 
Winner’s Circle. There are enough people looking for 
acclaim, to be seen; to be noticed. 


We cannot hope to inspire others to dream, if our dreams 
are covered with cobwebs. We cannot lead others when we 
ourselves, refuse to be led. We cannot inspire our 
subordinates, if we’re more content to linger in the 
Winner’s Circle, than to run the race. 


We must “set the standard.” Weare Dream Releasers. 
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LETTING THE ANGEL OUT 


I have “tasted the fruit of my labor.” My labor hasn’t 
been spent in vain. 


Nothing is so sweet as change, maturity and progress in 
the lives of people; people who have been set in our sphere 
of influence. This has been true of my counseling clients and 
my group members. And the wondrous result gives a 
pleasure like none other. To impact people is better than 
diamonds and rubies. 


Isaiah had it just about right. “I will give you riches in 
darkness, and treasures in secret places.” (Isaiah 45:3, KJV) 


Without exception, those who come to me, come to me 
with problems, issues and heartaches. Their stories are 
hard to hear, and harder to remedy. But more often than 
not, the time I devote to them, and the effort they give to 
change pays rich rewards! 


I think of the little lady who came with confusion and 
left with a vision. And though she finished the counseling 
process, the vision remained. She has ministered to 
numerous clients since then, and served as a mentor to 
mentors. My pride in her work, and the way she impacts 
people for God and for good is nothing short of 
overwhelming. I humble her to call her my sister and friend. 


I think of the woman who came with symptoms of 
Bipolar Disorder, and who could not seem to move past her 
past, nor forgive her spouse for a “small” infraction. She 
displayed intense symptoms of her disorder, and so much 
so, that I was close to referring her elsewhere. But then... 
Change came! Amazing change! She now assists me in the 


counseling office and support group environment. I am so 
very glad that I didn’t give up on her too soon. 


I think of a young lady who came to me in the throes of 
cocaine addiction. She called to ask about our addictions 
group, and I urged her to attend the next meeting. She did. 
Well, Judy was an absolute mess! But we ministered to her, 
and helped place her in a residential program. She still 
attends our meetings. She has enrolled in counseling at this 
agency, as well. She has a reputable job, and has blessed 
her employer. 


She is touching and impacting people. Well, heaven knows 
the blessings that God has bestowed on her life. What a 
marvelous creation she has become. 


The great Leonardo Di Vinci was hammering away at a 
large block of marble one day. His task was grand, and his 
patience was great. A friend 
happened in on him, and asked what he was doing. 
Leonardo looked up from his work, and answered: 


“There’s an angel inside, and I’m trying to let him out!” 


As counselors and mentors we have a task. There are 
those all about us who wander in darkness, and who can 
barely see the pathway before them. We labor in shadows. 
We deal with pain. Their words express the “dark night of 
their soul.” 


Paul spoke of “laboring in childbirth ‘til Christ be 
formed in you.” (Gal. 4:19, MPV) I think that must be our 
task, as well. So like the keeper who assists the little bird, 
as it first breaks through it’s shell. Sometimes the fuzzy 
creature struggles a bit. Sometimes a helper has to tear 
away the rough edges of the shell, and loose the bird from 
its bondage. 


Yes, we have a great task. There are angels inside and 
we must strive to let them come out. 
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SOMEBODY HELP THE BOY! 


“My times are in His hand.” (Psalms 31:15, KJV) 


We are all granted opportunities to minister; the kind of 
opportunities that come once, and never come again. Either 
we act quickly, or that momentary circumstance vanishes 
like a fog. I call this kind of ministry... Moment Ministry. It 
happens to be my favorite kind. 


Moment Ministry always occurs when least expected. I 
love the verse in Esther: 


“Who knows if you have come to the kingdom for 
sucha 
time as this.” (Esther 4:14, KJV) 


Moment Ministry may happen on the job. Suddenly, like 
a rip in time, we have an opportunity to speak up for Jesus. 
It is such a clear opening that we can’t help but see it 


hovering in front of our face. It may occur in a secular 
group meeting. For example, I have a recovering friend who 
had the opportunity to mention our Christ-based group in 
the midst of a local AA meeting. 


Moment Ministry may involve a troubled neighbor who 
has encountered infidelity on the part of their spouse, or 
who is struggling with an aged parent. God may provide just 
the right moment to do some tangible act for such a party, 
an action that may serve as a genesis for a witness to them. 


Dr. Dobson tells a cute story about his son. He was 
watching the four year old climb up on the bumper of a 
pickup truck. The boy mounted the bumper, and felt good 
about his accomplishment. Getting down was another story. 


As Ryan attempted to step down, he realized that his 
little legs wouldn’t touch the ground behind him. Though 
his dad was only feet away, the tike was unaware of his 
presence. Panicking, Ryan was heard to say: “Somebody 
help the boy!” 

There are countless people out there saying the same 
thing. They may not be quite as verbal as the little fella in 
our story, but the implication is the same. We are given the 
opportunity; No, the necessity to minister to such people. 


And God is not remiss to “tap us on the shoulder” when 
Moment Ministry comes. And it will come. 


As helpers, we have the obligation, “to help the boy (or 
girl).” 
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IT’S OKAY NOW 


My daughter is mentally-ill. 


That’s a singular, surprising and stark statement, isn’t 
it? But it’s never been that difficult for me to say it on 
paper, or verbally. There are those who can’t say it, even 
now. There are those who figuratively hide their relatives in 
the attic, so reminiscent of Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte. 


“Denial is not just a river in Egypt.” 


I remember Mary. God never created a more precious, 
loving, empathetic young lady. She was a little orange (yes, 
orange) haired child, and at seven or eight she could 
literally steal your heart away. It hurts to remember her the 
way she was then, because I am forced to compare her to 
the Mary I know today; one who is so very different, and 
who I barely know. 


My Mary has been in and out of mental facilities, twice 
for a year at a time. I have seen her in the throes of 
psychosis, and it was not a pretty sight. One night my wife 
and I heard the clatter of shoes in the dining room. Well, I 
got up and discovered a pitiful sight. My daughter was 
“dressed to the hilt” and marching around a table set with 
eight glasses of Koolade. She was babbling on about the 
Marriage Supper of the Lamb. 


It’s been difficult. Having a daughter like Mary presents 
some pretty severe challenges. It’s a little sad thinking 
about her limitations. I get a little emotional thinking that 
she may never go to college, achieve worthwhile goals, get 
married, have children or thoroughly enjoy life. 


Mary lives in a supervised setting. She’s a thousand 
miles away, and she’s better for it. I have to be grateful, all 
in all, since she hasn’t “lapsed” in several years. But she 
takes a lot of medication, and as a result, has gained a great 
deal of weight. 


I’ve cried the midnight tears when only angels watched. 
It’s hard, but you do the best you can. I have had to lower 
my expectations for Mary. 


But she’s stable, and seemingly happy, and God has 
plans for her to which I’m not privy. There’s plenty of 
Mary’s in the world. And there’s plenty of parents and 
siblings and children who experience anguish and regret. 
I’ve sat with many of them. I’ve mourned with them. I’ve 
come along side them. 


But I encourage myself that He knows exactly what He’s 
doing, though I haven’t a clue. It will all come out in the 
end. And I trust that one day, all things will come into focus, 
and fall together for good. 


I’ve ceased to ask, “Why?” He cares for my daughter far 
beyond any love, or action or feeling I’ve ever known or had 
towards her. He knows her path, and her ultimate fate. 


And it’s okay now. It’s suddenly okay now. 
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GOD’S FORGETTER MECHANISM 


I saw a black and white Cocker Spaniel today. 


There I was doing what I do every morning and every 
night; walking a two mile clip in the neighborhood I know 
and love so well. The trees drew me to this place, and the 
name is so characteristic of its attributes. Shadow Wood. 


As I walked, I noticed the little dog running up and down 
the fence line of a nearby house. And immediately, I was 
transported back to a very different neighborhood. Though 
scientists and movies have theorized the invention of Time 
Machines, memory and old videos are about as close as 
we're going to get. 


Yes, that two-tone Cocker Spaniel triggered a memory. 
Princess was a fine little dog, and (you will think me 
sentimental) I still tear up when I think of her. Why, it’s 
been half a century, and she’s been dust for almost as long. 
But no one can take away my memories. I loved that dog. 


I’ll never forget the day I came home from school, and 
my mother was weeping. She sat me down and told me that 
my little Princess had been run over by a truck. The dump 
truck had been involved in some kind of road work nearby, 
and had been going too fast in a residential area. It seems 
my little pet took a notion to chase that vehicle, “and lost.” 
My mother declares that the driver intentionally swerved to 
run over my dog. Granted, if anyone understands his 
frustration now, it would be me. For twenty years later, I 
was driving a delivery truck, and encountered one 
particular dog, day after day. 


The “Mutt” chased that big brown UPS truck every time 
I drove down Fifth Street, Southeast. I hatched a plan that 
was much less dangerous to life and limb (or paw) than the 
dump truck driver’s agenda. One particular day I visited the 


local 7-11, before driving down Fifth Street. I bought the 
largest fountain Pepsi they sold there. 

I remember. I found myself driving down that particular 
street, actually looking forward to my encounter with 
“Spot.” Suddenly there he was, and I had the “ammunition” 
sitting there on my dashboard. 


No sooner had the dog begun his well-rehearsed chase 
than I stopped the truck in the middle of the street. Well, 
what happened next is history. I bounded off the steps of 
that truck like a flash. I was hot on the dog’s trail, Pepsi in 
my hand. By now you’ve guessed what happened next. I 
poured almost a liter of the stuff on that poor dog. 


He never chased my truck again! 


Memories last as long as our gray matter continues to 
fire those nebulous electric currents across thousands of 
synapses. God graced us with the power to remember. We 
are “triggered” to remember. We have little choice in the 
matter. 


God didn’t give us a “Forgetter Mechanism”. Unless we 
develop Amnesia or Dementia, we remember. We choose to 
dredge up the unpleasant things. 


Sometimes I wish I could drill a hole into the heads of my 
patients and install a Forgetter Mechanism. It would be 
preferable to hearing words like, “I just can’t forgive him” 
or “She deserves every vile word I’ve ever said, and I don’t 
know when I’Il be able to treat her decent again,” or “He 
just brings it on himself.” 


I’m going to ask God about Memories one day. It seems 
God has a Forgetter Mechanism. We read verses like “He 
removes our Sins as far as the East is from the West,” and 
“If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us 
our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” 


I’ve reached a conclusion about our inability to forgive. 
We are to conduct ourselves as if we had been given a 
Forgetter Mechanism. 


Memories linger long after our choice to do the right or 
wrong thing. 


Our precious Savior took on himself the mortal clothing 
of a man. I love the verse, “We have not a high priest who 
cannot be touched by the feelings of our infirmities, but was 
in all points tempted like as we are, yet without sin.” 
(Hebrews 4:15, KJV) 


Yes, Christ took on himself the nature of a man. He left 
His Forgetter Mechanism with the Father for safe keeping. 
He was like us in every way. Sinful men nailed Him to a 
cross. He might have destroyed them with lightening bolts 
and a legion of angels, but He refrained Himself. 


And He spoke the most marvelous words, “Father, 
forgive them for they know not what they do.” He chose not 
to give sway to his Unforgetter Mechanism. 


I love the movie “A River Runs Through It.” There is a 
line in that video that just rings true with me. The 
Presbyterian minister stands behind his pulpit on a beautiful 
Sunday morning. He is remembering a son; a prodigal son 
killed by gamblers many years prior. The young man had 
run up thousands of dollars in gambling debts, and his 
debtors had had just about enough. 


The pastor looks tenderly over his congregation, and 
speaks such thoroughly poignant words: 


“We are willing to help, Lord, but what if anything is 
needed? 
Either we don’t know what of ourselves to give, or what we 
have to give is not wanted... But we can still love them. We 
can love completely without complete understanding.” 


Somehow, I think that kind of attitude is the secret. We 
must make allowances for one another. We must short- 
circuit our Unforgetter Mechanism, and there is only one 
way; on purpose. We cannot help the triggers. We cannot 
help the memories. But we choose what to do with the 
memories, with the bitterness, with the pain. 


While we cannot choose to forget. Forgiveness remains a 
choice. 
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OWNING THE TRACK 


Janet Reno was our United States Attorney General 
under President Clinton. She was and is a “no nonsense” 
kind of woman, having grown up with a very independent 
mother, and having never been married. 


I saw her being interviewed on a morning show once, 
while she was still in office. It seems the moderator was 
asking her about her dealings with the President and 
Congress. 


“Well, Miss Reno, how do you feel having to answer to 
both 
the President and Congress? I know you have had a few 
difficult 
interactions with both lately. What’s going through your 
mind?” 


“Actually, John, It has been d...... if I do and d...... if I 


don’t.” 
The anchorman wouldn’t let her off that easy. 


“Well. I understand. But what are your deepest emotions 
about this 
situation?” 


Reno debated whether she should say more, and then 
shrugged her shoulders. 


“Well, I’m getting tired of being damned!” 


We all reach a similar place in life where no matter what 
we do, we seem to be getting “behinder and behinder.” 
Sometimes the world itself seems to sit on our shoulders, 
just daring us to move a inch to the left or right. 


It takes “heart” to keep going... when it would be so 
much easier to "rest on our laurels” and feel sorry for 
ourselves. It takes a deep inner discipline to smile when 
everything in you is crying “Unfair. Unfair!” 


But struggles will come, and there will be times when no 
one seems to understand our words, emotions or motives. It 
takes extreme wherewithal to “keep on keeping on.” 


I have been interested in race horses lately. I’ve always 
been interested in jet airplanes. Why, I can tell you the 
names of American and Russian aircraft. But my sudden 
interest in horses surprises even me. 


Perhaps the most famous race horse of the 20" Century 
was Secretariat. He was unmatched during his first three 
years of life, and ran with the speed and grace of an 
antelope. His win/loss record was and is one to remember. 
Either fortunately or unfortunately, he was “put out to 


pasture” as he entered his fourth year of life. His owners 
might have earned millions more, but felt he had done 
enough. Though he subsequently sired several fine stallions 
and mares, none equaled his own abilities on the track. 


Secretariat seemed to own that track. He seemed to 
absorb, and use the oxygen he consumed like no other 
animal of his species, before or after. Why during his last 
race, at the height of his third year of life, with every breath 
a strange white fog escaped from his mouth. He looked like 
the proverbial fire-breathing dragon! 


Fighteen months after his final race he took a public 
bow, on one of the race tracks he knew so well. Granted, he 
only trotted the circuit, but thousands of fans appeared to 
applaud him one last time. 


Sixteen years followed, and our hero developed a 
medical condition that led to his demise. A necropsy was 
performed, and the vet discovered that thing which made 
Secretariat unique. His heart! What an absolutely 
magnificent heart! His powerful cardiac muscle weighed 
nearly three times that of the average horse! 


Yes, we contend with difficulty, discouragement, 
disillusionment and doubt. This life is certainly not easy. 


As mentors, counselors and “come along siders,” we 
need a magnificent “heart.” It is an imperative. There’s no 
substitute for “heart.” When the rich oxygen turns rare, and 
it becomes increasingly hard to breathe, that’s the time 
“heart” kicks in. Secretariat knew this lesson so well. 

We can’t let trials, testing and turmoil deter us from our 
task. And what a task! I’ve never had or felt such a burden 
for ministry as I do today. I’ve learned the lesson 
Secretariat has to teach us. Heart, Heart, (and, yes) more 
Heart! 


No person, circumstance or thing can be allowed to 
interfere with what we know to be God. Our “heart” for 
ministry must swell like that of Secretariat. Our priorities 
are “where it’s at.” Jesus said, “Where your treasures are, 
there your heart will be also.” (Matt. 6:21, KJV) 
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NORMAN’S DAUGHTER. HENRY’S SON 


Though I’m no particular fan of Jane Fonda (considering 
I’m retired Army), but I do like one particular segment in 
the movie, “On Golden Pond.” 


I understand that Jane Fonda and her Dad, Henry, were 
alienated prior to the making of this movie. Of course, 
Henry Fonda and Katherine Hepburn had the major roles, 
with Jane Fonda assuming the role of “Norman’s daughter.” 
In the film it just so happens that she is at odds with her 
fictional father. 


We see Jane’s character speaking to her mother. She 
implies that she really wants to make things right... 
eventually. Responding, Hepburn looks at Jane with 
wonderment, and says something like... “Honey, he’s had 
two strokes and he’s pushing eighty. Just when do you plan 
to make it right?” 


Hepburn’s admonition makes all the difference. Jane’s 
character immediately speaks to her father about 
reconciliation. Though the old man suspects a plot, he 
meets her halfway, and their alienation ebbs. What appears 
to be genuine tears well up in Jane Fonda’s eyes, and flow 
spontaneously down her cheeks. I tend to think that she and 
her father actually reconciled that day. It was just too real. 


I’ve never been alienated from my father, but he’s 
definitely from “the old school.” And while I’m not being 
critical, that old school lacks warmth and the kind of 
expression referred to as “touchy-feely.” While I know my 
Dad loves me, I’m not absolutely sure I’ve ever heard him 
say those words out loud. 


Things continued pretty much the same well into my 
fifties. Obviously, my Dad was well into his seventies when 
something rather extraordinary happened in our 


relationship. Now don’t jump to conclusions, reader. He’s 
still not a touchy/feely kind of guy, but he has changed, 
nonetheless. 


My father is an amateur historian, and has traced his 
family back to the early 1700’s. My triple-great grandfather, 
Isham, grew up in Ireland, born of Scottish parents. (But if 
you've read my previous writing, you already know that). 


My dad had always wanted to visit his ancestral home; at 
least the one on this continent. After having planned for 
several months, and researching documents and maps, he 
was ready to go. Of course, he invited his eldest son to go 
with him... and as Forrest Gump might say; “And I went!” 


We were unsure that any trace of the river still existed. 
You see, Isham lived on a particular river in South Carolina. 
But rivers change course, and even dry up. Sometimes place 
names change. 


Through a series of connections, we ended up in the 
home of a ninety-year old man who recounted a hunting 
episode of forty years past. It seems he was chasing a 
raccoon, only to fall into the river of our dreams. Well, we 
didn’t waste a lot of time talking after that. We followed his 
directions, and we found the place, though it could have 
hardly been called a river anymore. 


A little culvert ran under the road, and there was just a 
foot of water in it. And it could hardly be distinguished from 
any ditch that runs under a road. But this was definitely it! 
What a remarkable experience. We never did find the exact 
plot of land Isham farmed, two centuries hence, since there 
were no remaining land records available to us. It seems 
that General Sherman’s men had destroyed most Southern 
land records during the Civil War. 


My dad and I are already planning another trip. He 
wants to visit his mother’s grave site... one more time. I'll 
be going with him. Again. 

So much like Jane and Henry and “On Golden Pond.” Odd, 
my dad’s name is Henry too. 


*Reader, we just completed the afore-mentioned trip, and it 
was another rare opportunity for my father and I to bond. 
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STUMBLING DOWN THE MOUNTAIN 


Mountaineers are so well aware. You can climb Mount 
Everest, or Mount Ranier, or the Matterhorn, and you can 
“pick it up and lay it down” a thousand times, only to take 
once false step, and lose it all. It only takes one hasty step. 
Then too, there are those brave, but foolish souls who 
“overstay their welcome.” They linger too long on the 
summit or reach that place too late in the day, and they find 
themselves stumbling down the mountain... in the darkness 
and bitter cold of the night. 


“Mistakes” are costly to those of us who claim to 
represent Christ. One faulty step is extraordinarily 
dangerous for those of us who fill the role of Mentor, 
Sponsor, Minister, Pastor or the like. 


“How the mighty are fallen.” Such a sad report, but 
we've all “heard the report” numerous times. A famous 
television evangelist succumbed to riches and infidelity, and 
spent several years in prison for fraud. Another minister, 
from the same denomination, couldn’t refrain from publicly 


berating the previously mentioned evangelist, and was 
discovered “in the arms of a prostitute”...Twice! I had the 
opportunity to speak to one of his associates recently. He 
had suggested that his minister friend enroll in counseling, 
after the first “discrepancy,” only to be rebuffed by that 
“pastor.” 


These are not isolated incidents. Pastors, ministers and 
counselors fail every day. Sadly to say, there is a notorious 
spot in this area of Central Florida. It has been the Waterloo 
of numerous ministers seeking out homosexual flirtations. 


One little step can end a lifetime of virtually perfect 
ministry. One little step will kill you on your upward 
journey. Multiplied climbers have died climbing Everest, 
usually the result of that one little step or a bad choice. 
Multiplied Christian workers have “died” on their own 
figurative Everest. 


I have a window in my office door. I’m extremely careful 
not to give anyone an excuse to accuse me of an 
indiscretion. Too many souls have been won. Too many lives 
have been impacted. One false step isn’t worth it to me. I 
refuse to stumble. I refuse to give in to the enemy’s plan for 
me. On purpose... I “stay the course”. I’ve come to far to 
turn back now. 


There are those like Paul, who having completed their 
journey, are now resting and watching in the grandstands. 
While we are prone to reflect on their deeds, admire their 
vision and cheer the lives they lived, they cheer us on, they 
depend on us, they have high expectations of our lives. 


I, for one, don’t intend to let them down. 


February 24 


IMPORTANT OR IMPERATIVE? 


I said something last night that I never thought I’d hear 
myself say. 


I’ve been striving to help a man who is almost 
completely non-verbal. He came to me chronically 
depressive, and socially withdrawn. We’re doing some good 
work together, in spite of the obvious challenge. I decided 


to make him aware of how desperately I wanted to foster 
change in his life: 


“James, I care more about you than your money. I’m 
more 

interested in your progress than green paper. As a 
matter of fact, 

if it were necessary (and possible,) I’d trade every dollar 
I’ll make in 

in my lifetime, just to see you mature and change.” 


I think he was a little surprised. 


There have been times I could not have made that 
statement. 


This ministry has been a severe financial struggle to me, 
and after ten years, I’ve been a little disappointed in the 
monetary department. My wife is a nurse, and earns half 
our income. I think of her as a fellow laborer, as she helps 
keep this ministry afloat. 


But every time of late, when I begin to feel sorry for 
myself, I think of the countless thousands who have been 
influenced by this counseling and support group ministry. 


Impact is “what it’s all about.” Nothing else is really 
important. Sometimes I almost laugh at the commercials on 
TV. There’s so much emphasis on making money, getting 
rich, the stock market, financial schemes, etc. It’s almost 
like, “You’re really never going to die. So, get with it. Riches 
are virtually falling off trees, if you know where the trees 
are growing.” Our culture is in a state of denial. We “can’t 
stay here.” Life is fleeting, and “only what’s done for Christ 
will last.” 


Nothing is more encouraging than to see troubled 
marriages heal, families grow into reconciliation and 
individuals get “unstuck.” Nothing does more for the giver 
than to see the receiver change. 


We get too busy doing the important. The imperative is 
what’s crucial. 
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WILL YOU HUG ME? 


My mind wanders back to a singular incident in a rather 
nondescript place. 


The process that brought me to that time and place 
began in a heretofore unfamiliar setting. I sat at a table with 
several representatives of the mental health profession: a 
lawyer, a judge and... my daughter. We hadn’t met to have 
tea or “shoot the breeze.” I was there to insist on my 
Mary’s commitment to the state mental facility at Arcadia. 
She is schizophrenic. 


I was a little amazed that her public defender verbally 
ignored my daughter’s needs. His entire purpose was to 
“get her off.” He failed in his task, thanks to her doctors, 
and my own testimony. When it was all said and done, my 
Mary cried hot tears, as we were led to a small, empty 
room, and were given a few moments to say our good byes. 
I’ll never forget her hopelessness, or my inner turmoil that 
day. 


I will always be thankful, for though she has experienced 
a few relapses over the years, this was her first real 
opportunity to heal, stabilize and exhibit change. 


Every second or third weekend, my wife and I drove 
south to visit Mary. It was a long trip, and the scenery 
consisted of small towns and pasture land. 

We had just driven up to her particular domicile, and as 
usual, she was there to greet us. However, this time there 
was someone else with her who I did not know. He was a 
“big old boy.” This young man must have weighed 300 


pounds, and “hovered” at about six foot. I didn’t know how 
to relate to him, but decided I’d just have to do my best. 


But just when I decided I didn’t much like Mary wasting 
my time with this guy, the incredible happened. Momentary 
Ministry. (There’s that phrase again.) 


The young fellow looked me directly in the eyes, and 
uttered a few words: 


“T don’t have anyone to visit me here. My parents never 
come, 
and I don’t have any friends. WILL YOU HUG ME?” 


Well! You guessed it. Right before God and everybody, I 
wrapped him in my arms, and held him for several 
moments. His arms also embraced me, and I felt his head as 
it drooped onto my left shoulder. If for only one moment, he 
knew someone loved him. (Tears come to my eyes even 
now.) 

You never forget moments like that. 


My sensitivity to The Vulnerable among us has 
increased. 
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LEAVING THE PAST BEHIND 


The year was 1993, and my wife, and I found ourselves in 
Lynchburg, Virginia. I was enrolled in a distance education 
degree with Liberty University, and was attending my 
second and last required residential course. 


Iam “eat up” with the Civil War. By 1945 my Great, 
Great Uncle was one of the few remaining veterans of that 
war. He served as Commander in Chief of United 
Confederate Veterans, the official fraternal organization, 
during the middle of the 20" century. 


(My wife and I have visited at least ten battlefields, and 
I’m still an inactive member of Sons of Confederate 
Veterans, which continues the lineage and tradition of the 
United Confederate Veterans). 


Wilbur McClain was a prominent citizen of Virginia 
during the mid- 1800’s. He had moved to Lynchburg from 


Manassas, the site of the first significant battle of the war. 
That battle actually took place on his property. Having 
witnessed this national shame firsthand, he was determined 
to move as far away, as possible. The completely ironic and 
unexpected occurred. The Civil War ended in his new 
hometown, on his property, in his living room! 


I could not leave that area without seeing Appomattox 
Courthouse for myself. It was just a “hop and a jump” from 
Lynchburg and my school. My wife and I had visited the site 
earlier in the week, and had toured the home of Mr. 
McClain. Generals Lee and Grant negotiated there, so long 
ago. On this very spot two signatures reconciled an divided 
country. 


However, “we took a notion” to travel there again by 
night, just prior to leaving the area for good. Though we 
couldn’t go onto the site after hours, it just seemed right to 
get a final flavor of The Historic. It was to be a memorable 
evening for me. 


As we neared the property, my wife took a small item 
out of her purse, and inserted it into the audio tape deck of 
our rental car. Unbeknown to me, she had purchased a copy 
of authentic Civil War music that very day. The strains and 
cords of the music filled our car, and the emotions I felt 
then have remained with me to this day! 


It was like traveling back in time. It was so reminiscent 
of riding in a time machine. Never in my life have I 
experienced anything quite like it. It was the next best thing 
to being there. 


But there are no time machines. There are books and 
recordings and videos... and memories, but we can never 
really go back. While it’s fascinating to theorize about 
journeying back into time, and it’s fun to watch movies like 
H.G. Wells, “The Time Machine,” we cannot go back. 


It would be wonderful to hop on one of those theoretical 
time machines, and set the dial for such and such a year, 
and journey back to correct a given mistake, prevent a 
certain failure, or talk to our younger selves about God’s 
mission for our lives. But sadly, it is not possible. 


We have to live with the past. We must find “partial 
closure” with our singular pasts. There is a beautiful 
scripture; “This one thing I do. Leaving the past behind, and 
turning to all that God has prepared for me.” (Philippians 
3:13, MPV) 


God has the power to forgive, and we are not bigger or 
better than He. Perhaps the most difficult choice in life is to 
forgive one’s self. None of us have lived to our fullest 
potential, and we have all done things that have sorely 
displeased the Creator, and took us further away from His 
best plans for us. But the Supreme Judge declares us “Not 
Guilty,” and just who are we to question His verdict? 


Forgiving self is a choice. Forgiving self may start with 
saying it aloud; “Self I forgive you. You are released from 
my retribution.” Forgiving self or others does not depend 
upon a certain feeling. 


No, we cannot jump on the nearest time machine, and 
intervene just before “everything fell apart,” but we can 
redeem the time left to us. We are on a mission, and nothing 
must be allowed to deter us. 
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SALT WATER 


My most favorite subject, outside of encouragement, is 
goal-setting. 


God has a lot to say about it. Following are a few of His 
thoughts about the subject: 


“For I know the plans I have for you, (saith the Lord;) Plans 
for good 

and not for evil, to give you a future and a hope.” (Jere. 
29:11, 

KJV) 


and 


“Faithful is He Who has called you, and He will also do it.” 
(1*' Thess. 5:24, KJV) 


and 


“The Lord will accomplish that which concerns me.” (Psalms 
138:8, 
KJV) 


and 


“Who knows if you have come to the Kingdom for such a 
time as 
this?” (Esther 4:14, KJV) 


The year was 1864, and the Union was doing its level 
best to bring the War to a close. There was one notable 
officer who is remembered, above all others, for his 
savagery, and willingness to “do whatever it takes.” General 
Sherman is still widely remembered (and disliked) by 
Southerners. 


General Grant had given him a task, and Sherman 
eagerly set to it. Georgia was his mission, and the cities of 
Atlanta and Savannah would be conquered. Just before he 
left Tennessee, one particular fellow asked the general a 
question: 


“General Sherman, just what do you hope to achieve. 
What is your 
ultimate goal?” 


Sherman replied with a sardonic grin... “Salt Water!” 


This talented, but savage officer did not stop ‘til he 
burned his way through Atlanta, and accepted the 
surrender of Savannah; a city located on the Atlantic Ocean. 
Salt Water Indeed! 


I believe that God puts His Plan into the heart of men, 
most especially men who will open themselves up to His 
Call. The Greek word for vocation denotes a Voice. God is 
concerned, not just with ministry, but our secular roles on 
this earth. 


Florence Griffith Joyner was among the greatest runners 
of all time. Many recall her exploits on the track; her long 
hair flying briskly behind her, and her sinewy arm and leg 
muscles rippling with each stride. I still smile as I 
remember her long, colored fingernails. Sometimes all ten 
nails were painted with a different pattern, or color. 


Florence won many medals in Olympic competition. So 
many times she was yards ahead of the silver medal 
winner, as she broke the tape, leaning hard into the goal. 


After winning the 200 meter dash, and the gold medal in 
the 1988 Olympics, a reporter asked her: 


“Florence, when did you realize you were going to win 
the race?” 


What an amazing, but suitable answer: 


“Before the gun went off!” 


Though Florence is no longer with us, (she died in her 
sleep a few years ago,) she left us a legacy. A legacy that 
sounds so much like the familiar scripture: 


“Now faith is the substance of things hoped for; the 
evidence of 
things not seen.” (Hebrews 11:1, KJV) 


Any soldier, athlete, or servant “worth their salt” must 
“see the goal” before the gun goes off. 
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MEDICATION AND THE BIBLE 


“A merry heart does good like a medicine.” (Proverbs 
17:22, KJV) 


While the Bible doesn’t specifically encourage the use of 
medication, there are implications that “there is a place for 
it.” Luke was a physician, yet God used him to pen two 
books; The Gospel of Luke and The Book of the Acts. 


I deal with numerous clients who “present” with 
symptoms of anxiety and depression. So like falling asleep 
with your feet in a wet, gray mixture, only to awake and find 
it’s concrete. “Stuckness” isn’t a pretty thing. It’s sad 
beyond belief. 


I’ve worked with hundreds of clients who exhibit intense 
symptoms, and I’ve encouraged them to go to their local 
physicians, undergo a regular physical exam and have a 
blood chemistries screen administered. 


While some Christians are “anti-medication,” a medicinal 
regimen has the potential to help focus, stabilize and bring 
the patient into emotional balance. 

As a church-agency counselor, I’ve seen the wonderful 
results of a light medication. 


I encourage my clients to “do whatever it takes,” and 
most do follow up on recommendations I give them. 


There is no sin in relying on medication. We will take 
medicine for every other conceivable illness; except 
psychological and emotional disorders. It is extremely 
problematic and regretful when clients would benefit from 
the administration of medicine, but some spiritual person 
cautions against it. In my time, I’ve literally heard sermons 
“poo-pooing” the wisdom of using “little pills,” (not to 
mention the inadvisability of counseling). 


I’d encourage my readers to analyze their emotions. I’d 
encourage my readers to speak to a counselor and/or 
physician about morose and/or anxious feelings. I don't and 
will never believe that it’s God’s will for his children to 
suffer unceasing emotional distress, or feel depressed on an 
unlimited and never-ending basis. 


March 1 
MONKEYS IN THE TREETOPS 


There is a monkey in South America that has discovered, 
and regularly uses a natural antiseptic to prevent infection. 


This little creature is a wonder to behold. The monkey 
scours the general area of it’s habitat ‘til he finds a 
particular weed that has medicinal properties. We see the 
little fella climb back into the tree tops, and because the 
herb is rare, many others of its kind congregate and insist 
on sharing the “stuff.” 


Frantically they rub the plant in their little hands, and 
having done so, begin to smear the juice onto their bodies. 
Faces, paws and feet are soon covered with a sappy liquid. 
Oddly enough, researchers have found that this weed 
protects monkeys from the harmful effects of mosquito 
bites. Though the animals are still bitten, the plant juice 
prevents subsequent infection. 


I’m especially sensitive to such an analogy because I 
work with addicted people. 


I’ve been simply amazed at how few of my newly 
recovering group members protect themselves from “the 
infection of relapse.” I believe they have a lesson to learn 
from the monkey. 


Though I’ve never used alcohol or substances, I’m 
empathetic to the horrendous lure of these chemicals. I 
understand that triggers and stressors have everything to 
do with temptation and relapse. However, recovering 
addicts put themselves at risk by not calling their sponsor, 
staying busy, or locating a safe person to sit with, when the 
temptation becomes overwhelming. There is a pattern 
which replicates itself over and over among thousands of 
former and current addicts. 


The client is staying clean, but isn’t free. Stress and 
temptation occur. The user ignores the admonition to 
contact their sponsor, or do something to resist the urge to 
use. At this point, the addict looks for immediate fulfillment. 


For a time, short-term satisfaction is all that exists. 
Substances are used. Guilt and shame results. A “run and 
hide” mentality follows, and the addict fails to return calls. 
And so much of the time, the cycle begins again. 


Cycles can be broken, but the short-term satisfaction 
mentality is a killer. The recovering addict must want 
freedom far and above more than they love substances. 
They must abhor their old life more than they desire to look 
back. So much like Lot’s wife. She never found the power to 
“leave the past behind,” whereas her husband turned to all 
that God had planned for him. 


If you are a recovering addict, I’d encourage you to form 
a strong bond with your sponsor. I’d encourage you to adopt 
a pattern of calling him/her when you’re being tempted to 


use. I’d encourage you to count freedom more precious than 
bondage. I’d encourage you to take a once and for all stand 
against future relapse. 


“You shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you 
free.” John 8:32, KJV) 


March 2 


EMBRACING INSIGHT; AVOIDING CATASTROPHE 


I have always loved space flight, and all the rockets and 
liftoffs and the moon suits that go with it. 


I remember the three major incidents that have 
blemished an otherwise wonderful and courageous effort to 
not only orbit the earth in near space, but to sail across the 
Unknown Void towards the Moon. 


1967, the year I graduated from high school. Early that 
year, three men sat on a launch pad. It was only a training 
mission, and the immense Saturn rocket was scheduled to 
go... nowhere. Gus Grissom, Ed White and Roger Chaffee 
were strapped in, and performed various tests of the 
equipment. Then the unspeakable happened. A flash fire 
burned quickly through the craft, trapping the men inside. 
The astronauts panicked voices screamed for assistance. 
The escape hatch had not been designed to be opened 
rapidly. The 100% oxygen environment nurtured the 
contagious spread of the fire, offering no hope of escape. 


1986 and the Moon had been long since conquered, and 
men were once again circumnavigating the earth in winged 
craft that looked more like airplanes, than spacecraft. The 
Space Shuttle was a marvel of technology. Space flight had 
become so common that a civilian teacher was strapped in, 
and prepared to “travel to the stars.” Christa Mc Cauliff was 
excited about the opportunity. Then the unspeakable 
happened, again. Seven brave astronauts died 73 seconds 
after liftoff. I was working a hundred miles from the Cape 
that day, and though I didn’t witness the explosion, I 
remember the white, wispy smoke that hung in the sky long 
afterwards. 


2003, and a veteran space shuttle had descended to four 
hundred thousand feet above the continental United States. 
Sixteen minutes from landing everything literally began to 
fall apart. The Columbia burned up in earth’s low 
atmosphere, and small pieces were scattered over several 
states. 


Gus Grissom and his fine crew died as a result of faulty 
wiring, a too rich oxygen atmosphere in the cabin, anda 
door that was not designed for quick exit. The Challenger 
was doomed as a result of a poorly designed “O-Ring” that 
allowed hot gases to escape the main rocket, made less 
durable, as a result of cold weather conditions that day. 


The Columbia was damaged in the first few seconds after 
liftoff, as a large piece of insulation bounced off its left 
wing. 


I heard a sermon once that sounds just about right. We 
learn three ways; by insight, through crisis, or finally as a 
result of catastrophe. If insight is ignored, the next 
incremental step is crisis. If crisis is somehow taken for 
granted, the subsequent and final step becomes 
catastrophe. 


We were in too big a hurry to get to the Moon. President 
Kennedy had promised we’d be there before the new 
decade began. Designs were hurried up, and too much was 
overlooked. The Saturn test vehicle ought never have 
caught fire, and the door ought never have been so difficult 
to open. An oxygen-rich environment and a poor escape 
design spelled disaster. 


The Challenger needn’t have exploded on that cold day in 
1986. Seven wonderful people needn’t have died. The sub- 
contractor had warned NASA against launching on such a 
cold day. The Columbia accident was tragic, and 
unnecessary. Insulation had fallen off the main fuel tank in 
the past. 


Potentially, a spy satellite could have been used to identify 
the wing damage, and another shuttle might have been 
“prepped” and rushed to the doomed spacecraft, and the 
unfortunate astronauts. 


Time and space would fail me to list the hundreds of 
famous “accidents” among ships, and planes and all manner 
of vehicles over the past hundred years. And in so many of 
these instances, insight was tossed aside in favor of crisis 
and catastrophe. 


And to summon up one further example. There was a 
bridge which spanned a rather small river in a rather 
insignificant town in West Virginia. The bridge was built in 
the mid-twentieth century, and had stood for over thirty 
years. On one particular day the metal structure began to 
sway and creak and buckle. Dozens of cars and multiplied 
people fell into the river that day... to their doom. 


The final accident report revealed that one small, and 
seemingly insignificant bolt had shattered. It was a “time 
bomb waiting to go off,” for you see, the flaw was there 
when the bolt was originally fabricated. 


It is imperative that we learn through insight. There’s 
just nothing like it. It has the potential to save us from so 
much harm, and abject suffering. God would spare us crisis 
and catastrophe, so much of the time, if we would but grasp 
insight and embrace it with all our might! 
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JOY IN A JAIL CELL 


“And it is only right for me to remember you with such 
rejoicing because you reside in my heart. For you 
remembered me when I walked among you and when I 
resided in the darkness of this prison” 

(Philippians 1:7, MPV) 


The Book of Philippians is one of my two favorite books 
of scripture. It is such a poignant rendering of a man’s very 
soul. I personally regard Philippians as the most personable 
of all the books in either Old or New Testaments. 


As I paraphrased the entire book of Philippians, I found 
myself weeping and identifying with the Apostle at a more 
intense level than ever before. 

I see him seated in darkness, chained to a Roman guard. 
Perhaps Timothy sits across from him, as this “thirteenth 
disciple” dictates his words. No doubt rodents scurry across 
the dirt floor, and the air is foul with sweat, and other 
unmistakable odors. 


I have always liked Paul and his wonderful epistles. 
Since he “introduced himself” I have Joved the man and his 
writings. I sadly reflect on his extreme 


Sufferings. Stoned, beaten, hungry, shipwrecked. 
His humble, but strong spirit rings across the ages: 


“I do not imply that I have arrived. I am still learning, 
changing 

and maturing. But I reflect on the day when I will finally 
reach 

the prize, the goal, the finish line.” (Philippians 3, MPV) 


If we could only catch a slight glimmer of his rich spirit. 
If we could only pause for a moment in his prison cell. If we 
could touch his weary brow, and in doing so, encourage 
him. 


My love and understanding of the Apostle Paul is 
increased. He has become my hero. 


Such a rich and selfless life was his. 
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AS GOD DEFINES GREATNESS 


Billy Conn was Irish. And How! 


Pittsburgh had entered and subsequently passed through 
most of the depression, and things were changing. But in 
spite of the growing economy, life was hard, and most men 
worked in the local steel mills. 


Billy was intent on avoiding the fate of The Thousands. 
As a young man, his mother introduced him to violin 
lessons. And Billy regularly walked out of his home with the 
violin case under his arm, only to wind up in a nearby 
boxing establishment. It wasn’t long before Mom found out 
where her money was being spent. 


Billy’s mother didn’t seem too surprised, and only asked 
him to do his best in whatever he chose to do with his life. 


His boxing exploits began “a little rough,” but his 
abilities grew in leaps and bounds, and he quickly moved up 
“through the ranks” of local fighters. Ultimately, he became 
the Light Heavyweight Champion of the World. But that 
wasn’t enough for him. 


Joe Lewis was at his peak form at the time, and was The 
Heavyweight Champion. Joe had been the first black man to 
hold the title in almost half a century, and his demeanor and 
manners were “a tribute to his race.” 


Though Joe outweighed Billy by thirty pounds, Conn was 
intent “to get a shot” at the ultimate boxing title. The battle 
was arranged, and “the day dawned.” 


Billy stumbled a bit in the first few rounds, trying to get 
his footing, and to acclimate to such a heady opportunity. 
Joe pummeled him viciously, and the fans expected it to be 
“an open and shut case.” Were they ever wrong! 


The Irishman regained his composure, and fought back 
valiantly. The tide began to change! Billy was ahead in 
points as he entered the 13" round, and only “the 
unexpected” would keep him from claiming the title. 
Unfortunately for Conn, the unexpected occurred. 


For as he entered the ring for the fateful 13" time, he 
told his trainer that he was bound to knock Joe Lewis out. 
The old man grimaced, “But you’re ahead on points, lad. 
Don’t do it. You’re on your own if you insist on killing 
yourself.” 


The Fighting Irishman couldn’t leave well enough alone. 
He came out slamming the air like a mad bull. But though 
Joe had almost succumbed to the Light Heavyweight’s fists, 
he was professional enough to seize an opportunity. 


Billy got careless, and fatigue began to set in. His arms 
began to droop a bit, and the World Champion hit Billy 
hard; again, and again. And Billy went down. And the rest, 
as they say, is history. So close to the prize, but so far away. 


Obviously, the careless Irishman was humbled by the 
experience, and he vowed to fight Lewis again another day. 
Time went by, and World War II approached. Then the 
opportunity came again. The two champions were 
scheduled to fight within weeks, when “the unexpected 
happened” ...again. 


Conn and his Father-in-Law never had much use for one 
another, and one particular day the feud reached its boiling 
point. Billy was so outraged, over a matter that has long 
since been forgotten, that he “popped” the old boy in “the 
kisser.” But when he drew his fist back in,... it was broken. 
The long awaited rematch with Joe Lewis had to be 
postponed ‘til after the War. 


The war years put weight on the brash contender, and 
his polish and strength had waned. Oh, the rematch 
occurred, but Conn went down in the eighth round. It was 
the end of his proverbial line. 


Opportunities are SO precious. Some opportunities come 
once, and they vanish away like a fog. Our hero had three 
opportunities, and for lack of a better phrase,... “blew it.” 
And not to diminish his heroism, courage and ability; these 
were royally present with him. But when the magic moment 
arrived, unfortunately he “gave away the farm.” 

We must take advantage of the opportunities that come. 
I think God puts a premium on those magic moments, and 
lays “Great Expectations” on us at “such a time as this.” 


As Pope John Paul II put it, as he spoke to an American 
crowd of young people... “I believe in you. I believe you 
were destined to be great.” 
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THE DECEMBER BELL 


I was eighteen only “yesterday.” At this writing my 54" 
birthday is approaching. Where did the years go? 


Granted, I’m bigger, but so much stronger today, than I 
was thirty years ago. I still walk four miles a day, and work 
out with weights. My arms are large and ripple with power, 
and my stomach is hard. (I admit it; I’m rather pleased with 
my physical conditioning). 


But, I’m still closer to the end than the beginning. And 
that fact gives me pause at times. It should give us all 
pause. We can’t stay here. 


All in all, I have lived a glorious life. My last few years, in 
particular, have been extraordinarily rewarding. I have had 
the honor of “touching” thousands of lives. Awesome! I can 
only shake my head in wonder! 


Some pass from this world early. The reasons escape us. 


Once a seven year old child suffered with terminal 
cancer. His Dad and Mom agonized over his fate, and just 
how to best comfort the boy. Once day the following 
conversation occurred: 


“Dad, I’m so scared. What will death be like?” 


Of course, his father struggled for words, but suddenly, 
insight came: 


“Jimmy, do you remember when you were younger, 
and you’d 

fall asleep on the couch? And then you’d wake up in 
your room, 

and not know how you got there?” 


The young lad nodded, and faintly smiled through his 
pain. 


“Of course, your old Dad picked you up and took you 
to your room. 

Son, it will be like that when Jesus comes for you. 
You'll fall 

asleep here, and you'll wake up in a room God has 
prepared for 

you. 

Jimmy’s fear subsided, and he died with the childish 

confidence that it would be just as his Daddy promised him. 


Death need not hold fear for us. It is definitely a 
transition. It is the ultimate passing of the seasons. It has 
been characterized as “the December Bell.” 


When I consider death, my first thought drifts 
immediately to “my trophies;” the individuals whose lives 
have been changed, the marriages that have been restored, 
the addicts who have cursed their habits, and the children 
who now live, but who might have remained a sweet theory. 


I want to lay my trophies down at Jesus’ Feet, and 
quickly step away. That will be my ultimate reward, and the 
only one I'll ever need. 
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THE EARNEST OF OUR INHERITANCE 


World War II and Adolf Hitler were horrendous and 
unforgiving for God’s Chosen. Millions were shipped to 
death camps, still famous for their infamous names. 


There were children there. 


Thousands of “little ones” died beneath the hands of 
Unrepentant Ones. Some became the subject of horrendous 
experiments, some were gassed, others died of starvation. A 
few survived; their little minds traumatized, almost beyond 
repair. 


The war ended, as all wars do, and the remaining Jewish 
children were taken from the camps, and shipped out to 
orphanages throughout Europe. 


These children would wake up at night screaming for 
their mothers. Nightmares were the order of “the day.” The 
little tots shook with fear, and could not be comforted. 
Many were so emaciated from hunger that you could count 
their tiny ribs. 


A nurse chanced on a idea. 


Fach child was given a slice of bread to hold before 
laying down at night. Their eyes literally smiled their 
appreciation and delight. They were encouraged to hold the 
bread, and not eat it; that there would be food, enough, in 
the morning. 


Almost without exception, the “little ones” quickly fell 
asleep, and slept the night away, knowing that food was 
available, that there were those who loved them, and that a 
new day would dawn. That slice of bread was their foretaste 
and comfort. It was the earnest of their inheritance. 


Difficulties and trauma have also been ours, in various 
measures, but we are given the Holy Spirit from heaven. He 
is our comfort and foretaste of things to come. We can “hold 
on” to that Holy Spirit like those Jewish children held on to 
that little slice of bread. As they were comforted, so are we 
comforted. We too, are given an Earnest of our Inheritance. 


We need not fear as “those who have no hope.” Hope 
Incarnate, lives within us. Our Comforter deigns to live 
within our mortal bodies. As my first pastor often said, 
“Think of that!” 
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THE DISCIPLINE OF DETERMINATION 


Though you are probably reading this devotion during 
the first quarter of the year, the entire volume was finished 
prior to this page being written. You see, I find I cannot just 
break down and leave it alone. I find myself fine-tuning it. 
Initially I returned to subtract a few devotions I didn’t 
particularly like, in favor of a few related to The Majestic 
Hymns of The Church. Now I find myself coming back to my 
original manuscript and adding a few devotions related to 
The Disciplines of Life. 


Dr. V. Raymond Edman produced a wonderful volume by 
that very title, and which was published by no less than The 
Billy Graham Evangelistic Association. I understand it’s out 
of print now, but I am privileged to have an old copy. This 
wonderful little volume was published a year before my 


birth (1948) when Dr. Graham was no older than my son is 
now. 


“After nine months of being laid up with critical heart 
trouble, Dr. Edman stood in the chapel of Wheaton 
College...” He began his message with some curious words, 
“T want you to consider with me an invitation to visit a 
King.” Halfway through his message “he succumbed to a 
heart attack and entered into the presence of the King of 
kings and Lord of lords.” 


One of Dr. Edman’s discipline devotions was entitled, 
“The Discipline of Determination.” I think that there is 
hardly a more important quality for Christians to possess, 
save perhaps that of Empathy. 


My associate has a motto that sounds something like, “If 
every time I fall down, I get right back up, I only get a little 
bit stronger.” I love it. So practical, so true. 


I have a very similar motto. “When the man of God 
makes an irrevocable decision to Excel... no man, no devil, 
no nothing has the ultimate power to deter him from his 
task.” 


Henry Ford often admonished young people, “If you start 
a thing, finish it!” He seemed to know what he was talking 
about. Someone else, (I don’t know who) said, “If it weren’t 
difficult, everyone would be doing it.” 

Our Lord knew the Discipline of Determination. Since I 
think from the time, He was old enough to reason, His daily 
thoughts were on the cross and Calvary loomed large in His 
night seasons. If we would grasp the intensity of His focus 
and ride it to its conclusion, a// our efforts would be blessed. 
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MINISTRY VERSUS BALANCE 


Once upon a time a novice evangelist contacted a pastor 
friend to request the opportunity to speak at his church. Of 
course, the minister allowed his friend, of so many years to 
come. 


The day arrived, and the young evangelist pulled into the 
parking lot of the Beulah Baptist Church. He quickly got out 
of his car, and walked inside. Reverend Stephens greeted 
him warmly, and introduced him to his son. 


Little Johnny watched Brother Smith’s every move. He 
had always been the observant type. 


The service began and Pastor Stephens introduced the 
evangelist to the crowd. Brother Smith stepped to the 
podium and began to “wax eloquent.” As the sermon 
progressed, he was rather proud of himself, and perhaps he 
showed it. Little Johnny continued to watch the evangelist’s 
every move. 


The sermon concluded and Brother Smith moved to the 
second pew and sat down. The pastor replaced him in the 
pulpit, and encouraged the crowd to give a nice monetary 
gift to the speaker. 


The ushers passed the offering plates down each row, 
and the evangelist saw one coming his way. Though the 
offering was designated for him, he felt a little insecure not 
contributing, and so he put forty-seven cents in the plate. 
All the while Little Johnny watched with fascination. 


After the service Pastor Stephens walked up to his old 
friend, and placed that night’s offering in his hand. With 
that, the evangelist peeked into his palm to find a grand 
total of $2.47! Shock registered on his face. And then he felt 
a tug on his pants leg. Little Johnny looked up at the young 
preacher with mournful eyes, and smile on his face, and 
said,... “Reverend, if you had put more in, you might have 
got more out!” 


This little story holds such import for the children of God. 
I’m convinced that ten percent of church members do 
ninety percent of the work. I’ve seen it too many times. The 


minority among us hold down three and four positions. It’s 
not only not fair, but to be blunt; it’s stupid. Yet it’s totally 
understandable that pastors have come to depend on the 

minority of people that are willing to work, and work hard. 


Perhaps it will always be this way. Perhaps an 
admonition like this won’t make a difference. Perhaps my 
agenda is to inspire Guilt. I’m convinced that if every 
Christian performed one ministry very well, whether in or 
out of the church, it could and would make all the 
difference. 


We are at our best when we focus on one major ministry 
at any given time. I’ve seen too many Christians worn out, 
and not doing any of their several tasks very well, because 
they’re just too spread out. 


Someone needs to remind “the ninety percent,” “If you’d 
put more in, you might get more out.” 
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AN OCCASIONAL ATTABOY 


In the movie, “Always” starring Richard Dreyfus and 
Holly Hunter, the ghostly male character comes back from 
the dead, and says something like: 


“The only pain we know here is the love we failed to give 
there.” 


Life rolls on at a furious pace, and too many of us fail to 
love through words and actions. Good thoughts are nice, but 
most people haven’t yet learned to read minds. 


There is a wonderful verse that characterizes “what I’m 
all about,” and what I’d love to see replicated in your lives. 


“But day by day, and as long as today shall last, continue to 
encourage 
one another” (Hebrews 3:13, KJV) 


Of course, the word “encouragement” can imply 
confrontation, challenge and the traditional meaning of the 
word, as well. I’m thinking of that third meaning here. 


There are those around us who need just a little hug, or 
compliment or prayer. Most of us have recognized such a 
need in “a fellow traveler” but have excused themselves 
from acting. Maybe it was “Oh, they’ll think I’m nuts” or 
“It’s just not my personality to express myself that way” or 
“T’ll stow that compliment away for tomorrow. I’m in a hurry 
today.” 


Encouragement literally means to impart courage. I have 
seen looks of delight that proceed from those I’ve 
complimented. I have felt the relief among people who have 
realized that I honestly cared, and could give a little 
guidance. I have seen people almost revel in an earnest 
prayer prayed over them. 


In my ministry, I attempt to compliment anyone at 
anytime it seems feasible to do so. Granted, my “Love 
Language” is Words. I appreciate compliments beyond any 
other thing in life. But generically, most people love to be 
complimented. I refuse to move through this life without an 
extreme effort to touch others with my words. Words are 
magical. Words are spirit and they are life. Words can also 
be spirit and death. 


Scripture is our standard. Our Lord encourages us. 
Again, and Again. Should we do less? 
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BE THERE 


“Be There!” 


Dr. Dobson reminds his children and his grandchildren 
often. This subject seems to weigh on his mind. He admits 
verbalizing these two little words every time he has the 
opportunity. 


A hypothetical conversation with his generic loved one 
goes about like this: 


“Honey, I’ve got to talk to you about the most important 
subject 
in life. Could you give me a couple of minutes?” 


“Sure, Granddad.” 


“Well, there’s a wonderful place that God has prepared 
for us, and He 

sent His Son to tell us more about that place. Jesus lived 
on earth 


awhile and then died for our sins on the cross. He’s 
waiting for us in 

His Father’s home. And Honey, I'll be going there to 
meet Him, 

probably before you get there. I’ll be waiting just inside 
those 

pearly gates.” 


His two closing words are both simple, and compelling... 


“Be There!” 
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RISE, MARTIN 


We see him moving slowly up the steps of the Sistine 
Chapel, laboring with each step. For he is not erect, but 
down on all fours, and he crawls across rocks and broken 
glass! 


The Catholic Church of the Middle Ages was consumed 
with ideas of penance, buying one’s way out of purgatory, 
and retribution towards those who would question their 
dogma. 


Martin Luther served as a monk in that religious 
bureaucracy of the day. He was well-versed in Catholic 


theory, and embraced it as necessary, though perhaps a bit 
cruel, and tending towards the theology of a distant God. 


He crawls deliberately, resting with every step, before 
suffering himself to ease his weight down on the next rock 
or piece of glass beneath his bloody limbs. Thick red fluid 
streams from wounded knees and shins, and he emits an 
occasional groan. 


Suddenly, in the midst of it all, Luther pauses one more 
time. He seems to hear something, unintelligible to the 
human ear. He seems confused, but the voice comes again... 
“Martin Luther, The Just Shall Live By Faith. Rise To Your 
Feet!” 


And he who is later known as “The Father of The 
Protestant Reformation” stands to his feet, and 
enlightenment shines on his countenance, and almost floods 
the air around him. 


Most particularly in Spanish countries, Catholic 
adherents still flog themselves, blood streaming down their 
backs, and puddling beneath their feet. Some have 
themselves nailed to crosses. One ardent fellow has had 
himself nailed to a cross every Easter, for years. 


But... “For by grace are you saved, by faith, and that not of 
yourselves. It is the gift of God. Not of works, lest any man 
should boast.” (Ephesians 2:8,9, KJV) 


and 
“For I am not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ, for it is the 
power of God unto Salvation to everyone that believes, to 


the Jew first, and also to the Greek. 


For herein is the power of God revealed from faith to faith. 
Behold, the just shall live by faith.” (Romans 1:16,17, KJV) 


Many live as if they have to do penance, though 
intellectually they would deny any such motive. “No, Christ 
died for me. Yes, I have confessed my sins to God, and He 
has forgiven me.” But... 


By their actions they call God a liar. By their failure to 
honestly forgive themselves, they make themselves bigger 
than God. By their constant reflection and self-talk, they 
voluntarily sink their feet into wet cement, and linger there 
awhile. 


Jesus has called us His friends. God assures us that “I 
have loved you with an everlasting love.” (Jere. 31:3, KJV) 


He still whispers to us, and his words grace each new 


generation; “The Just Shall Live By Faith. Rise To Your 
Feet!” 
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A $52.00 TOILET SEAT 


We live in an age of irony and idiocy. 


Congress has foolishly overspent untold millions (or 
billions) on products that can be bought for much less on 
the open market. We hear of the $129.00 wrench that can 
be bought at a hardware store for $8.00. There are the 
sorry tales of a government toilet seat being bid at $52.00, 
when it might have been purchased elsewhere for $11.00. 


Beyond this, bureaucracies of all kinds have been guilty 
of all manner of “flub-ups” and idiocy. 


A state mental health department recently advertised 
for fifty employees who spoke fifty various and sundry 
languages. One of the advertised languages was Klingon! 
Yes, Klingon; that very hypothetical language of aliens; (not 
the kind from Mexico). Apparently, someone had been 
watching too much Star Trek. The advertisement was 
quickly amended. 


Confusion reigns on this earth. Mistakes are made. 
People let us down. Promises are broken. Appointments are 
forgotten. Some are chronically late. Friends “stab us in the 
back.” Greed reigns supreme. Irony and idiocy are the order 
of the day. Life isn’t fair. 


But... “Every good gift and every perfect gift comes down 
from above; from the Father of Lights with Whom is no 
variableness, nor shadow of turning.” james 1:17, KJV) 


and 


“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever Thou has 
formed the earth and the worlds, from everlasting to 
everlasting, Thou art God.” (Psalms 90:1,2, KJV) 


So, if you’re lamenting life, change and decay on this 
earth. STOP! Cast your eyes on the God who changes not, 
with Whom is not the slightest shadow of turning. 
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LINCOLN’S “LITTLE TALK” 


I have visited the historic Gettysburg Battlefield in 
Pennsylvania. It is my favorite of all I’ve ever visited. You 
cannot walk this battlefield. It is too large. One must drive 
it. 


While my wife and I were there we had the honor of 
viewing an original copy of Abraham Lincoln’s Gettysburg 
Address. Lincoln actually wrote several copies of the 
speech, with minor differences among them. 


The President had been asked to speak at the dedication 
of the National Cemetery in Gettysburg. Thousands had 
died in that great battle by the same name, and these 
unfortunate soldiers had been hastily buried. Now these 
thousands of young men were disinterred and reburied in 
specially marked graves. Lincoln was consulted about the 
most likely arrangement of the graves. Some felt that each 
state should have a separate area. Others disliked the idea. 
Our 16" President recommended that soldiers from the 
various states be mixed across the cemetery, so as to stress 
the unity of those who fought together. 


One very forgettable man, a notable speaker of the time, 
got up to speak, just prior to Lincoln’s address. The old 
geezer rambled on for two hours! (and we can’t sit still for a 
half-hour sermon). 


Lincoln followed the man at the podium, and began to 
“wax eloquent.” The speech was so short that only one 
photograph was made, (and not a very good one) though it 
remains with us today. The great man finished quickly and 
sat down. The crowd must have registered a little shock, as 
they mentally compared the two speeches. 


In that day and time there were various opinions of The 
Gettysburg Address. Some newspapers lauded Lincoln for 
his “Little Talk.” Others did everything but call our 
President a fool. But we know the rest of the story. Hardly 
any document known to man is better known and loved than 
The Gettysburg Address. Students throughout the nation 
memorize it. I myself could once quote the entire speech. 
Granted, it is so very short, but so very memorable. 

Some of us dominate conversations. There are those of 
us who put a high priority on words, so much so that we 
barely hear the other guy talking. Some think that if ten 
words will do, then a hundred would suffice better. 


And I think that the root, or dynamic is nothing more 
than selfishness. We love to hear ourselves talk. With too 
many, “it’s my way or the highway.” 


A real conversation, real communication, has two people 
taking their turn to speak, while the other listens 
attentively, and without comment... ‘til his turn comes 
again. 


We tend to be too impressed with ourselves. 
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BE STILL, MY SOUL 


Our Lord has commanded, (not suggested) that we be 
still, and reflect on His Omnipresence, Omniscience and 
Omnipotence. (Psalm 46:10) 


As human beings, we are so prone to anxiety, fear and 
depression. We too easily cast aside Our Lord’s 
reassurances and promises. I think we, as Christians, too 
often live as if we were orphans on the earth... without 
anyone to notice or care for us, without hope in a world so 
devoid of hope. 


A little remembered 18" century German woman, 
Katharina von Schlegel, wrote one of the most beautiful old 
hymns ever written. While she is long since passed from this 
mortal sphere, her music and resulting message remains. 


“Be still my soul, the Lord is on thy side! Bear patiently 
the cross of grief and pain. Leave to thy God to order and 
provide. In every change He faithful will remain. Be still, my 
soul, thy best, thy heav’nly Friend thru thorny ways leads to 
a joyful end.” 


As I drove to the post office today, I found myself singing 
this precious hymn. Amazing that three centuries have 
come and gone, yet such eternal words continue to inspire 
and ring true. 


Thank you, Katharina. 
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A PREACHER IN THE WILDERNESS 


A minister found himself walking in his old 
neighborhood. His skin was black, and he had a prison 
record. 


Here he was in the ghetto of his youth. So much water 
had “flowed under the bridge” since he walked these 
streets. He had once been a member of a gang, and had 
participated in muggings and beatings of hapless victims, as 
well as members of other street gangs. 


Ultimately, the young man served time in prison. Years 
spiraled down the proverbial tube called life, and he gave 
his life to God. Subsequently, he became a minister of the 
Gospel. 


Here he was again, walking down the same lonely alleys. 
Here he was again, garbage cans, beer bottles and a few 
hungry rats “gracing” the streets he knew so well. And then 
the feeling overwhelmed him... 


He found himself afraid! But why? 


And then it came to him, like a flash bulb popping in the 
darkness. He hearkened back a good thirty years. He 
realized that he didn’t love himself then, and because of 
that void, his very view of everyone else was stilted. He had 
been willing to do anything then. Nothing was disallowed. 
Yes, the preacher was afraid in his old neighborhood. For 
there were adolescents nearby not so unlike the “original”; 
that boy of so long ago. 


But there is that admonition: 


“Therefore, if any man be in Christ, he is a new creation. 
Old things are passed away; behold all things are become 
new.” (1% Corinthians 5:17, KJV) 


God declares us worthy of love. It is He who sets the 
standard. Our esteem must be based on the vertical, not the 
horizontal. Not based on what any other person thinks or 
says about us, but on that magnificent act of love that was 
the cross; the heinous, (and at the same time) beautiful 
cross of Christ. 
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WE’RE NOT HOME YET 


An old missionary couple were coming back from Africa 
for the last time. 


They had spent the majority of their lives on the dark 
continent, and had given sacrificially to see souls won and 
hungry stomachs fed. Of course, they had mixed emotions 
as the ocean liner entered New York Harbor. 


It just so happened that President Teddy Roosevelt was 
traveling on that same ship, in the first class section. He 
had just finished an African safari, and had “bagged” 
several types of game. Thousands lined the docks to greet 
the hero of San Juan. 


Henry and Harriet, our missionary heroes, were 
astounded to see so many ardent admirers of the President, 
and were reflecting on their many years of missionary 
service. 


Henry began to feel a little sorry for himself, and said: 


“Harriet, here we spent almost fifty years in Africa, and 
when we come 
home, there’s no one to greet us. President Roosevelt 
spends two weeks 
there, and thousands line the docks. I would think someone 
would welcome 
us home.” 


Harriet gazed over the cheering crowd, and wisely 
replied: 


“Oh, but Henry... we’re not HOME yet!” 


I think that God puts a priority on our willingness to 
fulfill our singular missions on earth, and the commitment 
and effort we give to His plans for us. There are The 
Notables. Who can detract from the wonderful works of 
Billy Graham and Mother Teresa? 


But I’m convinced that our rewards will be based on our 
whole-hearted desire, and subsequent efforts to fulfill his 
plans. God does not judge as a man judges. We will all stand 
on an equal footing beneath The Throne of God. 


We may even be surprised when God hands out rewards. 
There may be obscure individuals, who hardly had a name 
in their own community, that will hear God’s “Well Done” 
and reap vast rewards. 


We needn’t be too concerned about men’s praise or 
attention on this side of heaven. We needn’t compare 
ourselves to those who have Names here. God is faithful to 
record every tear, every good work, every glass of water 
given in His name. 


No children, we’re not home yet. 
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THE DISCIPLINE OF DISILLUSIONMENT 


In his devotion by the same title as the one above, (from 
the book The Disciplines of Life) Dr. V. Raymond Edman 
writes, “How deeply does disillusionment dash to pieces our 
equilibrium of spirit and our expectation of heart!” 


This wonderful Christian scholar continues, “...we built 
our life’s expectations in the sunshine of Galilee, where 
crowds had applauded and multitudes had been fed; but 
(then) came Gethsemane’s shadows, Golgotha’s sorrow, and 
the Garden’s silent tomb.” 


Yet Our Lord has assured us that “weeping may endure 
for a night, but joy comes in the morning.” (Psalms 30:5, 
KJV) I think that we could not appreciate the sunshine were 
it not for the shadows. And I think that “the rose (really) is 
most fragrant when it’s crushed.” 


It has become a trite phrase, but it is still a good one... 
“Sometimes God says ‘Yes,’ sometimes He says, ‘No,’ and 
sometimes He says ‘Wait.’” The “wait word” is so often 
cause for disillusionment. 


The Discipline of Disillusionment may be as mundane as 
experiencing a fender bender on the way to your Senior 
Prom, or as traumatic as the unexpected death of an 
adolescent child. 


But, as Dr. Edman reminds us, The Discipline of 
Disillusionment was designed by Our Lord for our good. 
While it may lead us through the shadow of the cross, 
beyond that horrid environment lies “everlasting gain, good 
and... eternity.” 


The Book of Hebrews reminds us that while no discipline 
is pleasant, that it yields rich rewards. 


King David sometimes characterized Peace and Life and 
Certainty in the guise of “a large room.” I’m convinced that 
we must sometimes walk through the narrow hallways of 
Disillusionment to find rest in that most pleasant of 
chambers. 
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CARL 


In Greek and Roman times, athletes ran for an earthly 
crown. These fine men were content to wear a laurel of 
leaves around their foreheads, and felt proud to do so. 


Carl Brashear is among the most extraordinary men of 
our generation, though not one in a thousand has heard his 
name, or knows anything about him. 


Carl’s father was a black dirt farmer, in the first half of 
the 20" century, and struggled throughout his life to just 
“make ends meet” and feed his children. He was 
determined that his son would not follow in his footsteps. 


“The Old Man” urged Carl to “push the envelope” in 
terms of doing whatever it took to work the system, (though 
segregation stymied so many heroic efforts to break out of 
the same old way of doing things). We see the old man with 
tears in his eyes, as he says: “Carl, don’t end up like me, 
and don’t you ever look back.” As a result, young Brashear 
decided to make a career in the U.S. Navy, though he knew 
the challenges would be extreme. 


At that time, though President Truman had generally 
outlawed military segregation, most blacks served as cooks, 
valets and in other menial positions within the uniformed 


services. True to form, young Carl was assigned as a cook 
on a particular naval ship. 


If we are to believe the movie version of his life, he 
decided to go swimming with the white sailors one sunny 
day. It seems that whites and blacks were given liberty to 
swim in the waters surrounding their ship, but on different 
days of the week. While Carl served time in the brig for that 
“high jinx,” he didn’t escape the notice of his Captain. 
Ultimately, “Cookie,” as some called him, was assigned as a 
Navy rescue swimmer. He was on his way! 


It was in that role that he was first exposed to 
underwater diving, and all that the profession could offer 
him. Most of us have seen films of sponge divers wearing 
those bulky diving suits, topped off with the heavy copper 
helmet. This was exactly the type of diving paraphernalia 
that so appealed to Carl. 


Underwater repair was a dangerous profession and was 
heretofore limited to white applicants. That was about to 
change. Carl was still pressing the envelope. 


Needless to say, he was extremely unpopular, and many 
white divers refused to “bunk” with him. His senior enlisted 
trainer was bigoted and did whatever he could to “send him 
down the proverbial road.” Training was extraordinarily 
difficult in any case, and many men “washed out” before 
finishing the course. 


Brashear failed a few written exams, having only 
completed seventh grade. Many trips to a local black library 
allowed him access to resources and study time, and he 
managed to just keep up. But keep up he did. 


The crucial day dawned, and every candidate was 
required to assemble a valve combination in murky 
underwater conditions. The “powers that be” were 
determined to deny Carl his just reward, and our hero was 


aware of that decision going into that last test. But Brashear 
was more determined than they to thwart their plans 
against him. 


Several divers were lowered into the cold muddy waters, 
as air pumps labored to supply their lungs with life-giving 
oxygen. As each man reached the sea bottom, tool bags 
were also lowered; bags containing every essential nut, bolt, 
valve and tool required to complete the final training task. 


Carl waited several minutes for his bag, and when it 
came, it came in pieces. His senior trainer had slit 
Brashear’s bag, which allowed the dozens of parts and tools 
to drop like rain around him. Obviously, Carl was horrified, 
and prone to “chuck it all.” But he remembered his father’s 
admonition, and began work. 


Most of the diver trainees finished in two or three hours, 
and signaled to be pulled up. One by one they came to the 
surface, their work preceding them on separate ropes. One 
by one the valve assemblies were inspected and approved, 
and the divers were congratulated for their efforts. Carl was 
still deep beneath the surface tightening bolts, and 
searching the muddy bottom for his next piece. 

Fight, Nine, Ten Hours ticked by, and Carl continued. 
The numbing cold of the ocean strained his ability to stay 
there. His hands shook almost uncontrollably. His words 
were slurred, as he communicated with those on the barge 
above. The senior trainer urged him to come up. “You know 
you’re doomed to fail, Carl. Give it up!” But our hero 
wouldn’t give it up. 


After an interminable amount of time, the trainee 
signaled to be pulled up. His work proceeded him. Complete 
and perfect; not a part missing. Carl had pulled off an 
almost impossible task. The Navy Diver Trainee was 
promoted to Navy Diver! Somehow, some way, he had 
conquered and won! His racist Commander almost “blew a 
gasket!” 


Carl Brashear would go on to win many medals, and 
much acclaim among his peers and superiors. However, on 
one particular mission, his foot was mangled, and had to be 
amputated. At this point, things looked very doubtful for 
The Navy Diver. Though he was determined to advance to 
the title and rank of Master Diver, and eventually earn a 
navy retirement, fate seemed to have finally conspired 
against him. 


But not if Carl had anything to do with it! He applied for 
a wavier to automatic dismissal and medical retirement. 
While the odds were stacked against him, the still young 
and strong man pushed the envelope one more time. He was 
fitted with an artificial leg, and began to jog and do various 
strength exercises. 


The crucial day dawned, and a military court was 
assembled to decide Brashear’s fate. Testimony was taken, 
and reporters strained to capture every word. Our Young 
Black Patriarch, the first of his kind, was still pressing the 
system. 


Suddenly the court doors were flung open, and a “new 
and improved” diving suit was wheeled into the large 
chamber. Three hundred pounds of canvass, and brass hung 
suspended from a diving stand. 


The military judge made himself clear. “Chief Brashear, 
you will outfit yourself and will demonstrate your capability 
to walk twelve steps in this diving suit.” While nothing was 
promised, it was generally understood that this was Carl’s 
Test of All Tests. Everything depended on this crucial 
moment in his life. 

The veteran diver outfitted himself, complete with the 
heavy metal helmet, and stood up. The weight of the suit 
beckoned him to sit back down. But he would not yield to 
the temptation. The slick linoleum tiles made his task the 
more difficult. He pressed on. 


One step, two steps, and three and four. Sweat dripped 
profusely down his face. His back and upper body began to 
sag. He found himself bending forward with the massive 
weight of the diving outfit. One more step, and another. The 
judge, jury and spectators found themselves silently 
cheering 
him on. Carl paused a few times, and felt he could not go 
on, only to remember again, his father’s admonition. 


The artificial limb hindered him, and Carl began to 
question the sanity of this almost futile attempt to remain in 
the service. But just like Sir Edmund Hillary, the conqueror 
of Mount Everest... “When he had gone as far as he could 
possibly go, he took one more step!” 


The movie depicted that same racist non-commissioned 
officer in a new role. For here, in court, he urged Carl 
forward. Standing at the front of the room, he ordered him 
to take those last few steps. 


Step Eleven and Step Twelve, and Chief Brashear “toed 
the line,” and the courtroom cheered its encouragement 
and relief. 


Carl Brashear was retained in the United States Navy, 
and served his country for several more years, before 
receiving a full and honorable retirement from his beloved 
service. He was the pace setter; the first of his kind. Master 
Diver Brashear was the first black to earn the title of Navy 
Diver. He was the first of his race to achieve Master Diver 
status. He was the first amputee approved to remain in the 
U.S. Navy. Carl was perfectly content to SWIM against the 
tide. 


We settle for far too little. “Can’t” is too easy to verbalize 
and achieve. There aren’t enough Carl Brashear’s in our 
culture. We don’t press the envelope enough. We are 
content with the mediocre. 


Master Diver Brashear’s exploits remind me of Paul’s 
poignant words: 


“I beat my body into submission... that I might win Christ. I 
PRESS 

towards the prize. And while I have not yet attained, and 
though I’m 

not all that I will be, I push forward, not content to just wile 
away my 

time or just get by.” (Phil. 3:8, MPV) 
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FOLLOWING MY DREAM 


One of our most notable civil rights leaders presented his 
most famous speech several decades ago, just prior to his 
death. In that wonderful speech, he shared his vision with 
the world. His famous lead in... “I HAVE A DREAM.” 


Proverbs 29:18 states, “Without a vision, the people 
perish.” Dreams are the spice of life. They are the salt of 
our existence. Dreams give life taste. 


I’m convinced that far too few Christians ever dream 
dreams, or at least, move through a process to achieve their 
dreams. Oh sure, dreams are theory, and theory is the 
easiest part of the mix. Even scripture is theory, just ink on 
wood pulp, ‘til we do something with it. 


I too, have a dream. It will probably be the last goal I 
accomplish on this earth. At least I perceive it that way, 
based on circumstances and the current environment. 
Granted this dream could remain a dream. There are a 
score of factors that must come together perfectly, in order 
for the dream to “put on flesh.” But all dreams remain 
dreams unless planning, effort and commitment are 
combined with theory. 


No, I won’t share my dream with you. It’s My Dream, 
and I’ll leave it unnamed and uncharacterized for now. The 
dream came to me, not by night, but by day, on July 15, 
2001. It came on a date, certain. It resides with me, and 
gains spiritual and tangible momentum with each passing 
day. So like the Siren Call, it never diminishes, and it never 
fades. It hovers before me... present, but just out of reach. 


And I follow after it. I “See” it well. There it is... just 
ahead of me. Though this dream is decades from fruition, I 
follow after. Nothing will deter me from My Goal. 


March 20 


THE CHIMP AND “DOWN TIME” 


I love to watch chimpanzees “in person” (or would that 
be “in monkey”)? and on television documentaries. They are 
so “human.” At least they give us insight into humanity. 


I was watching one of those documentaries the other 
day, and a family of chimpanzees was featured. I could 
hardly take my eyes off those black, hairy creatures. They 
played, they “talked,” they fought, they scavenged for food, 
and babies suckled on their mother’s breasts. 


And then there was The Patriarch. The local 
anthropologist had given him the name “Freud.” Now we 
see old Freud and the other chimps congregated together; 
in single file, all facing the same direction. And we notice 
the monkeys’ hands. For each one is picking fleas and other 
vermin off the back of the chimp immediately ahead of 
themselves. 


This unusual sight brings a scripture to mind. “As we 
therefore have opportunity, let us do good to all men, 
especially to the household of faith.” (Galatians 6:10, KJV) 
Even monkeys instinctively follow after this commandment. 


I think the apes put us to shame. For there are those 
among us who, though professing to be righteous, find a 
way to ignore the plea of the poor and helpless. We’re just 
too busy. We have our own agendas. There’s just no time. 


We ought to help where we can, “for to him that knows to 
do good, but does it not, to him it is sin.” ames 4:17, KJV) 


But there is also room for “down time.” I find myself 
watching Freud again. The old Patriarch Chimp feels 
compelled to get away. And get away he does. It is unusual 
for the Alpha Male to leave his charges, but Freud begins to 
walk, and his walk takes him deeper and higher into the 
jungle. Finally, the Old Chimp stops, and lies down on a bed 
of leaves. Ahh. Rest is so sweet. Freud’s eyes register 
absolute peace, and I find myself smiling. 


Our Lord found a way to minister, and He also found a 
way to rest. Both were fundamental to His life. How much 
more to ours? 
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GOOD... FOR NOTHING 


My wife pulled a chicken out of the freezer recently, and 
unceremoniously dropped it into a pot. 


It was a Sunday morning, and Jean prepared to go to 
work. My wife is a nurse, and she works various days and 
various shifts. Just before leaving, she admonished me: “Bill, 
I’m leaving. The chicken’s done, but it’s still hot. Put it in 
the fridge in 45 minutes, and after you get back from 
church, you'll have food for lunch.” 


Well, that was a really good theory. But... I forgot the 
“bird” was on the stovetop. As I remember now, I had lunch 
at Taco Bell, and the little chicken continued to sit on the 
stovetop, alone and ignored, all day and into the night. 


Jean came home at midnight, and immediately saw the 
pot and bird on the stove, just where she left it. “Honey, 
what’s this? Didn’t I tell you to put the chicken in the 
fridge? You didn’t eat any of it!” My reply was totally 
expected: “I forgot.” 


Call me crazy. Call me weird, but I began to think about 
that chicken. I began to consider the futility of her life. She 
lived her whole life through, waiting to be consumed by 
some hungry human being, only to be neglected in her 
death; her MISSION having never been fulfilled. Call me 
crazy. Call me weird, but I genuinely feel sorry for that old 
bird. It just seems sad to me that she lived and died, and 
failed to be all that she was designed to be. 


That Dear, Unfulfilled Fowl will be buried today. No, let’s 
not get totally “carried away” here. No bands will play. She 
won't be buried with full military honors. There will be no 
mourners, (except, perhaps myself). 

Still, you get my drift. 


But if the loss and waste of one old chicken “brings a 
tear,” how much more so the waste of a single human being. 
One human being, unfulfilled. A whole lifetime dedicated 
to... NOTHING! There are those among us who live for 
NOTHING, who amount to NOTHING, and who seem 
content to amount to NOTHING. 


There are Christians and Sinners alike, who wile their 
lives away... doing NOTHING, or worse than NOTHING. 


And then there are secular people achieving so much 
more for mankind than the peers they call... Christians. 


Oh, brother. Oh, sister, act now, before it’s too late. No, 
I’m not talking about your Salvation. And no, I’m not talking 
about works having the ability to save us. 


But, it’s just sad to consider how little we impact people, 
unless we plan to impact people. No one ever pulled a U- 
haul behind a hearse. You can’t take “stuff” with you. The 
pharaohs tried, and failed. Their gold, jewels and “stuff” 
were plundered years ago, or just sits in the silent halls of 
museums across the world. None of that “stuff” ultimately 
matters. 


The only thing we take to heaven is the way we Impact 
people. I marvel at the good, at the impact, at the power of 
people who plan to do good. I marvel at the impact of my 
own ministry; the thousands who have been affected, the 
hundreds who have been changed. I marvel at the impact of 
those volunteer leaders who work under me in this 
wonderful ministry. I think of the initial three who said, 
“Send Me.” As this ministry initially impacted them, so they 
go on to impact people. The baton has been passed! 


Our little bird may not have died in vain, after all. She 
has departed, but her lesson lingers. 
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COMPELLED TO EXCEL 


“War is Hell”. I can’t remember who said that, but it is so 
true. 


My ancestors left me a legacy of sorts. It is a verbal 
legacy. They wrote nothing down; which I regret. No visage 
of meaning remains in their sightless eyes, as they stare 
back at me in rapidly fading photographs. What were they 
thinking? What struggles did they know? Those dearly 
departed relatives, Those I never knew are silent now, and 
buried almost two centuries hence. 


But oral tradition, and a few government documents 
recite their deeds for me. Old Isham fought under Colonel 
Francis Marion, “The Swamp Fox,” during the American 
Revolution. He fought the British, (and later, bands of 
Indians). That old Scotsman, no doubt, gave “lead 
poisoning” to some of his enemy kinsmen, as Isham had 
migrated to this country from Great Britain. 


Another of my forebears was determined to elude 
Confederate service in the Civil War. His mother thought he 
was too young, and sent him to hide in the barn. This poor 
16 year old boy never left the barn alive. He was murdered 
on the spot, as no traitor could be allowed to “long endure.” 


And then there was my double great uncle, Ellis Ring; a 
direct descendant of Phoebe Ellis, a Mayflower passenger. A 
Yankee by birth, he came to Georgia as a result of a doctor’s 
recommendation. The former Yankee found himself drafted 
into the Confederate Army! Unfortunately (for him) he was 
captured by Union forces within the year, and sent to a 
Yankee prison in Elmira, New York. I can only imagine how 
his fellow New Englanders must have greeted and treated 
him in that prison. He would not have been popular with his 
guards. 


And I remember being told the story of a near kinswoman 
who was forced to forage for food; the Civil War raging 


around her. The Confederate government had been reduced 
to using wall paper as printing material for their worthless 
paper money. Rebel wives and children were close to 
starvation. People were “industrious” to say the least. 


For my ancient kinswoman slipped into a pasture, 
perhaps at night, and slit the throat of a cow; that by now 
may have closely resembled the skinny bovine of Pharaoh’s 
dream. 


Not having any ability to carry the entire carcass away 
with her, she cut off the most “savory portions” and left the 
rest to the buzzards. She tacked a poignant note to a nearby 
tree. “Sorry for your loss. I will pay you at the end of this 
Godforsaken War.” 


I am blessed to have a few scraps of the lives they lived, 
left to me. Some of their names are fast being forgotten, but 
their exploits live on. Beyond just “the interesting,” they 
leave us with a valuable moral. 


We also fight a WAR. 


There are those among us who tremble in fear, and so 
like the “boy in the barn” hide from the battle. There are 
those of us who are forced to “scavenge for food,” so like 
my hapless relative. And there are those who fight 
exceeding hard, not content to be squashed beneath 
tyrants’ feet. We must not flee in fear. At times we are 
compelled to embrace the standard... “having done all to 
stand.” But so much of the time we are COMPELLED to 
take the offensive. 


We also fight a War. Our victory is certain. Our Captain 
leads the way. 
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WHO WILL WELD THE SWORD? 


What hand held the sword? 


I purchased an 1840’s version of the famous “Wrist 
Breaker.” This heavy horse sword was manufactured in 
Europe, and exported to the young nation we call the United 
States. Some of these swords were carried by warrior 
horsemen on both sides of our American Civil War. 


This magnificent sword hangs on my living room wall. I 
rarely take it down now. But occasionally I take it from its 
cradle, and I look at it closely. The leather hand grip is still 
supple and only slightly faded, while the hand that gripped 
the sword has long since turned to dust. The heavy steel 
blade still shines, small nicks and “pings” detracting from 
it’s otherwise beautiful finish. 


I silently wonder about those small nicks and pings. What 
hand held the sword, and what head, shoulder or arm felt 
it’s terrible blow? Did some magnificent soldier die beneath 
its vengeance? 


We find a curious statement in the Book of Romans. “For 
the magistrate bears not the sword in vain.” (Romans 13:4, 
KJV) 


There are any number of opinions about capital 
punishment. There are any number of views about pacifism 
versus warfare. The verse in Romans may be the most 
conclusive evidence we have that God “encourages” 
vengeance, as a Last Resort to the Evil That Walks Among 
Us. 


As I write this article today, it is Memorial Day. 
Thousands lay silent now, beneath white stone crosses, 
some in distant lands; Lands Unconquered as a result of 
their final, heroic efforts. 


They knew the Weight of The Sword. They realized the 
terrible responsibility of The Battle. They did what they had 
to do. They gave up their tomorrows for our today. “They 
had to go out. They didn’t have to come back.” The Baton 
has been passed. 


What hand HOLDS the Sword? 
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FAMILY TRADITIONS 


The Bible is, among other things, a psychology book. The 
more I read it, the more convinced I become. 


I have people ask me why Scripture doesn’t explain this, 
or enlighten them about that, or help them come to terms 
with thus and such. And these are good questions. But for 
that matter Holy Scripture doesn’t give us the recipe for 
Cherry Cheese Cake either. I don’t mean to be flip, but no 
book can be absolutely exhaustive. Nevertheless, I’m 
convinced that God inspired men to write just what was 


necessary, just what was ultimately most helpful, just what 
He most wanted mankind to know about Himself. 


And that brings me back to the earlier conclusion. The 
Bible is indeed a psychology book; perhaps the first of a 
kind. 


There is a particular scripture in First Peter, Chapter 
One that jumps out at me every time I read it, or hear it 
quoted. Paraphrased it says something like: “Not being any 
longer influenced by the Traditions of Our Fathers...” (MJV) 


That’s good stuff. We’re talking about a modern concept 
that wasn’t in vogue when Peter set down to write with his 
ink quill. We’re thinking about Role-Modeling. 1 think that 
Peter is also alluding to what the Old Testament refers to as 
The Sins of the Fathers. The first Capital Phrase 
characterizes a term we hear in Traditional Psychology. 
Perhaps the second Capital Phrase characterizes a term we 
know from Christian Psychology. But God was alluding to 
both these psychological theories two thousand years ago. 


There’s a word I use that I never thought a lot about ‘til 
today. And suddenly “it hit me.” The “word” is “Huh.” I 
realize now, that my mother used the same word “before I 
was a twinkle.” It comes after a listener makes a particular 
statement of interest, or apparent interest. It’s an 
expression. It’s a gap-filler. I realize too that I, and my son, 
Steve use that one word gap- 
filler,... “Huh.” 


My family are just “Huh” kind of people. As I sit here, I 
have to wonder how many “Huh Generations” proceeded my 
own. That slang expression might have come down from a 
great, great grandfather. Who’s to know? (I may ask God 
about that one day). 


“Lord, who in my extended family first used the term, 
Huh?” The same concept could be true of a favorite minister 


in my childhood. After he heard something of apparent 
interest, he’d say, “Think of that!” How many “Think of 
That” generations preceded him? 


Role-modeling. Traditions of the Fathers. Of course, the 
foregoing illustrations are rather humorous, and 
commonplace, but you get my point. Traditions are with us, 
even when we don’t recognize them in operation. It took me 
04 years to realize I used a particular verbal expression, 
and that I had passed it down to the next generation! 


I could go on to speak of the flatness of my speech. I 
have the most monotone, uninteresting voice of anyone I 
know; (And I’m a counselor)! However, my subordinates tell 
me not to take myself so seriously, and that at least they can 
easily identify my voice on the phone. I have a Native 
American heritage, and I realize most tribal peoples seem to 
have flat voices. But again, I wonder how many of my 
mothers’ forebears spoke with that familiar flat inflection. 


Of course, these examples are virtually meaningless, and 
unimportant in the total scheme of things. But Role 
Modeling and The Fathers’ Traditions can be so much more 
serious, chronic, negative and fruitless than the responses a 
person may use, or the tone of their voice. 


It behooves us to examine “Our Ways.” I often move my 
clients through the Generational Curses, Role Modeling and 
Traditions of the Fathers concepts during their counseling 
process. People need to recognize, renounce and rid 
themselves of all those “hangers on;” those thoughts, 
actions and behaviors that challenge function and demean 
family and friends. 


The Pharisees of Jesus’ Day were “eat up” with 
Traditions, and the “Well, it’s always been this way” kinds of 
mindset. Traditions caused them to “strain at gnats and 
swallow camels.” (Matt 23:24, MPV) Traditions caused them 
to stone a woman, while embracing their own sins like they 


might embrace a lover. Traditions gave these religious 
leaders an excuse to dress in “wedding garments,” while 
dressing their own spirit man in rotting funeral raiment. 


Peter also spoke of “The God Who judges Men by their 
Actions.” 


Tradition is not sufficient just because “it’s always been 
this way.” Momentum and Freedom are possible when we 
are ready to Act, instead of Acting Out. We must consciously 
renounce and reform Traditional behavior patterns. Or... we 
stagnate. 
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GET BUSY LIVING 


Nothing remains the same. “To everything there is a 
season.” (Eccl. 3:1, KJV) 


Perhaps I think too much about death. But death is only 
a threshold, not a destination. Death is a doorway, not a 
termination. For a Christian, it is something... not to be 
feared, or shunned, but to be greeted with an 
understanding nod, and perhaps a whimsical smile. 


My wife worked in hospice care for a year, and closely 
associated herself with those dear souls who were actively 
“crossing the Jordan.” She excelled in her work, and 
surprised me with her ability to watch these precious souls 
deteriorate, and ultimately cross their final river. She was 
the last face many saw as they took “that long step over.” 
What an awesome role she played. 


I’ve never been comfortable around the dying. I have 
found myself almost shunning those relatives and friends 
who were in the process of dying. I’m ashamed now, but 
that season has passed for them and for me, and I can’t fix 
it. 


But as much as I have shunned the dying, I have 
“associated” with the dead. I know that is an irony of the 
greatest proportions. I love graveyards; the various stones, 
the embedded portraits of those dearly departed ones, the 
written narratives. 


“To everything there is a season.” 


It seems like yesterday. 1963 had me sitting in Mrs. 
Belflower’s English class. She once informed us that she 
was “Runner up Miss Georgia, 1949;” the year of my birth. I 
doubt another former student remembers that statement. 


I remember 1965. That year found me sitting in Mrs. 
Lanier’s English 
class. I remember her as a true professional. A true scholar. 
She went on to teach another ten or twelve classes after 
mine. 


Mrs. Belflower developed cancer, and died in 1980 at the 
young age of 51. Mrs. Lanier lived a good, full life and 
passed away this year. I regret never visiting them, never 
calling them in the Last Season of their Lives. I actually saw 
the former teacher at a concert, just prior to her passing. 


I was out at the local cemetery today attending to 
Tracey’s grave (see an earlier devotional). I go there from 
time to time, especially on holidays. 

Mrs. Belflower and Mrs. Lanier “reside” in the same 
cemetery. I knew the former was there. I happened on the 
latter today. 


“To everything there is a season.” Indeed! 


Where once / sat mute beneath these teachers’ voices, 
their precious articulations are now dissolved, and I rather 
speak to them. Whereas my future once rested in their 
hands, my hands now pull weeds from around their stones. 
They might have laughed aloud, (or maybe not) to realize 
that such a season would overtake us; whether by prophecy 
or dream, to understand that J would ultimately pay tribute 
to them, by bending the knee, to brush away time’s 
accumulation of dirt and weeds. 


Fate deals its hand to all of us. Spring, Summer, Autumn 
and Winter approach, in turn. Some experience shorter 
seasons, and Winter is quick upon them. Others linger 


through each successive season, as though life would last 
forever. 


I’m thankful for LIFE, and God willing, this journey will 
be long and productive. I relish the seasons; marriage, 
children, grandchildren, spiritual growth, impacting some 
for good, good and bad events, relationships, ministry, and 
all the rest. 


The seasons are made for LIVING. I think my beloved 
teachers would agree. 
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FEED YOUR HORSE 


What we feed grows. What we neglect dies. 


My son was about six years of age, and we were living in 
North Alabama. One day he was trotting around the house 
on a broomstick, pretending it was a horse. I looked down at 
him, and made a whimsical remark: “Steve, that sure is a 
skinny horse you’ve got there.” Without a pause, he replied, 
“Well, Dad, he don’t eat much!” 


I never cease to marvel at the apparent neglect of 
Christians to fill their minds with nourishing information, 
resources, words, thoughts, etc. They, (I can’t say “we”) 
neglect scripture in favor of soap operas. All of us have 
been guilty of groveling in self-pity, and speaking negatives, 


rather than immersing ourselves in words that are 
reminiscent of Faith. 


Scripture says: “As a man thinks in his heart so his he.” 
(Proverbs 23:7, KJV) 


Beth Moore wrote a book called, Praying God’s Word. 
Jesus Himself, spoke God’s Word aloud, as he encountered 
Satan in the wilderness. Even He found it necessary to 
reaffirm Himself with the Inspired Word. 


Too many Christians live beneath their spiritual means; 
(I didn’t say material means. That is a matter of God’s grace 
and design for our lives). 


We drift through life, content to wake, eat, work, and then 
sleep again, with hardly anything in between. 


To reflect on the original illustration, we neglect our 
“Spiritual Horses.” We don’t feed them. And when tests 
come, we find ourselves lacking. 


Feed that Horse! 
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THE BODY BEAUTIFUL? 


“The good that I would do, I do not, but the evil that I 
should shun is what I find myself doing.” (Romans 7:19, 
MPV) 


Years ago, when my daughter Kimberly was a child, we 
were visiting with my parents in their home. We were all 
talking, as families do, and my mother happened to look 


over to the other end of the living room. There, in all her 
glory, Kimberly sat against the wall. She had put her 
coloring book aside, and was busy coloring on the walls. 
Her artwork might have been considered beautiful, had she 
confined her artistry to the coloring book. 


Well, my mother immediately walked over to her, and 
staring down angrily said, “Kim, that’s my walls you’re 
marking on. What do you think you’re doing!” 


Kimberly looked up, with those big sad eyes, and replied: 
“Grandma, I just a little girl.” 


This bemused “The Fam” and we all had a good laugh 
over it. I still tease her about that day. 


But there is a lesson here. We make excuses for our 
behaviors, even as Adult Children. As Children of the Most 
High God, we do things we ought to be ashamed of, and the 
more we allow for Things, the more easily our spirits accept 
our deeds. 


A college professor of mine shared a dream with the 
class one day. Though she is long since departed from this 
life, I’ll never forget her dream. One night she went to bed, 
as people tend to do, and she dreamed a dream. 


In her dream, Jesus stood at the gates of Heaven. 
Looking at His head, the teacher was impressed with His 
features. His long hair was immaculate and groomed; the 
same with his beard. His eyes shone with light. There were 
no blemishes on his smooth skin. His cheeks were rosy with 
color. 


However... as the professor allowed her gaze to drift 
downward, there was an entirely different picture. Below 
the neck, His arms and shoulders were twisted and thin. His 
chest and stomach were emaciated. His legs were bent at 


opposing angles. His feet were tiny, and hardly supported 
His frame. 


The interpretation of the dream struck her like a 
hammer! 


Christ reigns supreme in Heaven, and is beautiful to 
behold. In Him is no fault at all. 


His Body, The Church, is an entirely different matter. 
(She immediately remembered the characterization of 
Christ’ Body in scripture; fingers, arms, toes, etc.) We are 
that Body. Our lives, and the manner in which we live those 
lives represent Christ, and characterize the health of His 
Body. 


I’ve never forgotten The Dream. It has had a large 
impact on my life. 
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VACUUMING UP YOUR DREAMS 


I saw a sign in front of a church the other day. The 
implication was poignant and right on. “When your dreams 
turn to dust...Vacuum.” 


I’ve heard numerous counseling clients say: “It just 
seems like my dreams have been squashed,” or “The 
biggest, ‘bestest’ dream I ever had has just gone up in 
smoke.” 


Dreams fade and wither due to any number of 
circumstances. Sometimes circumstances beyond our 
control interfere, sometimes we don’t cooperate with God at 
a high enough level to see our dreams fulfilled, sometimes 
known sin interjects itself, and sometimes God answers 
“No” or “Wait.” 


I often talk to my clients about “Dreaming New Dreams.” 
There are dreams that can never be recaptured. There are 
dreams that, the season now having passed, can never be 
rescheduled. There are those dreams that were “ill-drempt” 
and were never meant to occur in the first place. 


There are wonderful people who are so hurt and so 
stymied, that when their dreams vanish, they blame 
themselves, or others or God, or all of the above. Their 
concept of God is diminished, and their vision fades to 
black. 

There is only one answer in such a case; (here it comes 
again)... Dream New Dreams. God is more determined than 
you are to work out His Will in you. 


What dreams are you dreaming? 
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AMAZING GRACE! 


I was substituting in my Sister-in-Law’s high school 
history class. She had asked that I show a particular film 
entitled, “Amazing Grace.” 


Sure enough, the documentary followed the journey of 
this wonderful old hymn from its conception. It seemed odd, 
(but good) that such a film was allowed to be shown ina 
public school, (though paradoxically, my wife and daughter 
and their missions team were invited to minister in a couple 
of public schools in Russia). 


It was interesting to understand the variety of 
environments in which “Amazing Grace” has been sung or 
played, and the style and manner in which it had been 
conducted. In one scene Jesse Norman sings John Newton’s 
memorable hymn, in another a classical orchestra plays the 
same tune and in still another, a black choir virtually dances 
the melody into our consciousness. 


John Newton lived what he might have described as a 
perfectly despicable adolescence and young adult life, as he 
embraced the life of a seaman. Since, as many of you 


already understand, he engaged himself in capturing and 
transporting slaves to countries across the globe. 


It almost goes without saying that conditions were 
beyond awful for these precious souls. Stuffed in stacked 
rows below decks, many died of disease brought on by a 
sore lack of hygiene; their dead bodies tossed to the sharks. 
Husbands and wives, mothers and children were often 
separated, never to meet again. 


But so like Jonah, on one particularly dreadful day, John 
endured a fierce storm at sea, and began to read “The 
Imitation of Christ,” by Thomas ‘a Kempis. This wonderful 
volume served as a catalyst to woo the infidel to God. 


Ultimately, John Newton gave his life to his Creator, 
gave up the slave trade and embraced Mission. He was 
ordained as a minister in the Anglican Church, and 
tirelessly preached against the culture of slavery. 

“Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound that saved a 
wretch like me!” 


March 30 


GINGER 


Counselors must know their limitations. 


Proverbs 11:14 tells us “But in the multitude of 
counselors, there is safety.” (KJV) 


One of the earliest references to counselors, in scripture, 
has Moses appointing elders over the multitude. Each elder 
was assigned to “divide” and judge between certain family 
groups. Obviously, this allowed Moses to spend his time 
more wisely. 


I have to wonder whether one, or more of these leaders 
ever “referred” to another leader, due to his ineptitude in a 
particular matter. I have to wonder whether a tribal 


member ever sought out the counsel of a different leader, 
due to lack of faith in the one he’d been assigned. I have to 
think so. 


I’ve had group members who, for whatever reason, 
asked to be reassigned another sponsor; (our group leaders 
also currently fill the role of sponsors). 


Apparently, they have a certain rapport with a leader 
other than the one to whom they were originally assigned, 
and I suppose that’s okay. 


It’s imperative that a counselor learn to refer, when he 
reaches the fringe of his abilities in a given area. Church 
agencies especially, cannot attend to every issue “under the 
sun.” 


When a particular client seems to be too attached 
emotionally, or when the counselor falls into that same 
condition, it’s high time to refer. When a client “presents” 
with suicidal ideations, it’s time to reconsider your role 
(unless you’re especially trained in this area of work). When 
psychosis replaces stability, referral should become a 
powerful possibility. 


There are the “marginal” cases. I currently have a leader 
working under me who “presented” with Bipolar Disorder. 
She would regularly beat her head against her living room 
wall, as a result of stressors “beyond her control.” I wasn’t 
much afraid for her wall, but her head was a very large 
concern. 


My co-counselor and I almost referred this lady to a 
clinical agency. Under normal conditions, she would have 
been “out of here.” However, something compelled us to 
“stay the course” with her, and I believe that something was 
God. We must listen to those “inner voices.” 


This beautiful woman was miraculously healed during 
the course of counseling. And granted, that is very rare. 
Ginger has gone on to assist me with clients and support 
groups, and I am blessed to have her assisting me. 


Referral is always in order however, when we’ve 
reached the end of our understanding and ability to assist a 


client. We mustn’t stand in the way of their potential to 
function and regain emotional balance. 


March 31 


BUILDING A BERLIN WALL 


Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder denotes two things; an 
obsession with a particular thought pattern, and the 
compulsion to take corresponding actions, as a result of 
those thought patterns. 


While “O.C.” is a formal diagnosis, I think we have all 
operated on this premise, at one time or another. 


I teach my clients that they do not have to follow every 
train of thought or do everything their feelings “require” 
them to do. To some this is a wonderful new theology, since 
they’ve always operated off their emotions. 


There is a verse that I use most in my counseling 
practice: “Commit your works unto the Lord, and your 
thoughts will be established.” (Proverbs 16:3, LB) 


This scripture turns the tables on O.C. behavior, since 
works are mentioned FIRST, and then thoughts. Proverbs 
16:3 is the absolute remedy to O/C behavior patterns, as it 
requires people to “act out” positively, regardless of their 
mindset. This verse implies that the thoughts just “have to 
catch up later.” Works are synonymous with a locomotive 
and thoughts are the train cars... in that order. 


Sometimes we just have to build “a Berlin Wall” between 
our thoughts and our actions. Granted, some have a more 
difficult time, than others, and some will benefit from 
medication, just to bring them down to the “base line” so 
that they can function successfully. 


This wonderful verse, however, tells us that we are 
required to “Do the right thing... because it happens to be 
the right thing.” 


April 1 


PEOPLE OF MEDIOCRITY 


The role of support group administrator for a local 
addictions group can be extremely frustrating, and at times 
unfulfilling and disappointing. 


I’m involved with seven other extraordinarily dedicated 
and talented leaders. Each of them “have a history,” though 
I myself, have never been acquainted experientially, with 
that lifestyle. I’ve never, in my entire life had friends like 
these, and if nothing else, I’ve taken That Blessing away 
from this ministry. I expect these wonderful people “will be 
with me” my entire life. 


But, to revisit the initial paragraph. My leaders have tried 
to encourage me of late, because this role can be more 
disappointing, than fulfilling. 


We started off well; very well. We saw extraordinary 
results and percentages. We noticed wonderful changes in 
our members. Sobriety seemed to be the order of the day. 
New members racked up multiple “clean days.” The 
teaching was terrific. Motivation was meteoric. 


But all that progress, and all those percentages began to 
wane, and like petals on an old rose began to take ona 
slightly wilted and less than healthy look. 


Though I’m never discouraged, my disappointment has 
been great; not for myself, but for the precious souls who 
could adopt better ways of living, but somehow refuse to do 
so. But One Special Sister, a fellow leader, intervened 
today, and reminded me of a certain scripture. It seemed so 
relevant. 


“But my work for them seems all in vain. I have spent my 
strength for them without response. Yet I will leave it all 
with God for my reward.” (Isaiah 49:4, KJV) 


Someone once prophesied that I would administer an 
addictions program. That word of knowledge came over 
thirty years ago, and perhaps that makes seeming failure 
more difficult, and unacceptable to me. 

And then again, since I’ve seen such wonderful success 
with the counseling ministry, it’s too easy to compare with 
the addictions ministry, as I naturally expect similar results. 


But I REFUSE to be discouraged, and J PRESS ON. I am 
glad that I can be extraordinarily candid with my leaders, 
and that they allow me to verbalize my disappointments. 
And sometimes their optimism puts me to shame. 


There is another verse in Isaiah Chapter Four: “You are 
my servant, a prince of power with God, and you shall bring 
Me glory.” (KJV) I think every servant of the Most High can 
claim that verse as their own. 


We cannot know the end from the beginning. We cannot 
know the eventual impact of our words. Our futile 
interpretation of passing moments, days, months and years 
is finite. We cannot follow people throughout their lives, and 
know the eventual reward of this present work. I’m 
convinced that there will be many wonderful revelations in 
heaven. 


And we do what we can. We do the best we can. God will 
not judge me for having shared truth because that is MY 
TASK; my only task. Having done that, the hearer must 
incorporate or reject, believe or disbelieve, ignore or 
embrace. 


Somehow, I feel better when my friend points me back to 
scripture, and a promise like this one... “and you shall bring 


Me glory.” I am not responsible for another’s choices, no 
more than someone as great as Moses was responsible for 
Pharaoh’s choices. 


We are simply messengers, and that must be enough. 


April 2 


BIRTHDAY SUITS AND BULLETS 


The American Civil War, (or “War Between the States” as 
Southerners like to call it) was both a tragic, and ironic 
period in this nation’s history. 


Sons and fathers found themselves fighting on opposite 
sides of the conflict; sometimes quite literally. For there are 
stories of sons killing their own fathers, and fathers killing 
their own sons! One famous story involved a Union father 
firing on a lone Confederate picket. When “Yankee” forces 
overran the area, this father realized he has murdered his 
own son! 


There were inconsistencies in that war; things that 
should not have happened, but which seems to happen in 
most wars. For enemy combatants found ways to 
communicate, and even mingle with one another. 


Union and Confederate officers had trained together at 
West Point, prior to the War; before the advent of the Two 


Americas. Relatives and friends chose opposing sides. 
Various ethnic and religious groups found themselves on 
opposite sides of the war. Irishmen fought Irishmen. 
Catholics fought Catholics. The combatants had a common 
language; a common history. 


But Union and Confederate units occasionally called 
truces, so that they could fraternize and share news. They 
would verbally banter across hills and rivers with phrases 
like, “See you in hell, Johnny Reb,” with the response 
echoing back, “See you in hell, Billy Yank.” 


One particular custom was both curious and beneficial. 
Newspapers, Salt, candy, and coffee were floated across 
rivers on tiny, “home-made” rafts, as Rebel and Union men 
bartered “dry goods.” 


And there are early photographs of Yankees and Rebels 
swimming in the Potomac River together, in their “birthday 
suits,” minus their familiar Blue and Gray uniforms. 
Curious, but I have reflected that had all that multitude of 
troops converted to nudism, the war would have, no doubt, 
ended prematurely! 


At the battle of Fredericksburg, one kindly soldier moved 
among the wounded of both sides, giving the dying sips of 
water; a dozen canteens slung over his shoulders. 
Likenesses of that soldier, and a wounded enemy “comrade” 
still grace that battlefield, and commemorate his noble 
efforts. 


Ironic. Peculiar. Unusual. 
For these “Enemy-Brothers in Arms” were cruel in their 
collective wrath. There was the double-mindedness that 


included fraternization and retribution. 


Cannons were fired point-blank into swarms of 
stampeding troops, reducing them to red mist. Swords were 


brought down on the hapless heads of blue and gray, alike. 
Bayonets sliced easily through rib cages and bullets fell like 
leaden rain. 


They were both friends and foes. The mentality of helping 
and hurting was mixed, and for their European brothers, 
hard to understand. 


I think that we, as Christians, emulate those dearly 
departed souls of the Civil War. Our behavior patterns can 
be double-minded and self-serving. The Convenient is, oft 
times, the order of the day. 


Jesus’ Brother asked a poignant question: “Can both 
sweet and bitter water flow out of the same well?” (James 
3:11-12, MPV) His implication was that such a thing ought 
not to be. 


A well-loved scripture puts it this way: “A friend loves at 
all times, and a brother is born for adversity.” (Proverbs 
17:17, KJV) The inconsistencies of the past must be 
relegated to the past. The irony of “having it both ways” 
must flee away. The ebb and flow of our emotional oceans 
must be stilled. 


April 3 


EAGLE IN A BAG 


When I think of our national symbols, I think of The Star 
Spangled Banner, The Statue of Liberty, The American Flag, 
and The Bald Eagle. These are those things that remain, 
that encourage us through multiplied generations, that we 
all reflected on, on fateful days like December 7, 1941, and 
September 11, 2001. 


Perhaps the most tangible of symbols to me, because it is 
the only living creature in the quartet, is the American Bald 
Eagle. There’s not a more beautiful bird on earth. (Benjamin 
Franklin actually nominated the Wild Turkey as our national 
symbol)! 


I love to watch these lovely birds, as they soar overhead. 
And indeed, I occasionally see one or two, near my home in 
Central Florida. I remember seeing one of these majestic 
eagles on my last day of reserve duty in Miami, after 
Hurricane Andrew. Oh, the thrill of the moment! 


One particular man rescues wounded eagles, and assists 
them in a long rehabilitation process. I admire people who 
have such a heart for wounded animals. I can identify with 
them, since my work also involves the wounded, though 
they be human beings. 


This fellow is especially fond of his prize pupil. Joe’s 
brown and white bird is missing a wing, and is forever 
relegated to the earth, (or so it might seem). “The Rehab 
Man” travels to area schools, and he uses “Old Stumpy” as 
his “show and tell.” 


Joe often reflected on that eagle, and his predicament, 
though it seemed that he had done about all he could for the 
creature. He had cared for him from the time the hapless 
creature was discovered next to a busy highway; his wing 
irrevocably damaged. Joe had fed the eagle, and given ita 
home. 


One day a magical idea occurred to him. Joe had been a 
hang-gliding enthusiast, so it was no large feat to construct 
a sturdy “flying bag” for Old Stumpy. And that noble eagle 
rode in the contraption, with his head open to the air. It was 
a perfect fit. Needless to say, our feathered hero became an 
instant copilot. Our “feathered-friend” still enjoys these 
flights of fancy. Stumpy can fly after all, the hang-glider 
substituting for his missing wing. 


There are those unfortunate people who have suffered at 
the hands of others. I’ve met thousands of them in my work 
as a counselor. They have been emotionally, physically, and 
sexually abused... by those they trusted. They’ve been left 
behind, lied about and rejected. 


And some have been “content” to languish in their pain. 


There is a scriptural gift referred to as HELPS. The Gift of 
Helps is a wonderful talent and blessing. Counselors, 
Doctors, Nurses, and even friends fill that noble role. 


Sometimes we must be innovative in our approach. I 
struggle to come up with methods, interventions, teachings, 
and other mechanisms in my role as a church counselor. 
There is nothing more encouraging than to see a “one- 
winged creature” heal, mature, and “fly” again. Granted, 
some never recover the goals that have been so rudely 
dashed to the ground, and sometimes dreams die an instant 
death. 


But they can dream new dreams. I think of The Retarded. 
It is wondrous to watch them prepare themselves for gainful 
work. They enroll at places like Goodwill Industries, are 
taught, work on the premises, and go on to procure 
apartments and develop new friends. They are just a few of 
those “One-Winged Creatures” among us. And they are 
precious. 


It’s my privilege to work with The Abused, The Poor, The 
Neglected, The Impacted. It’s my privilege to tuck them into 
a proverbial “Flying Bag,” and to give them the vehicle, the 
potential, to soar again. 


April 4 


IGNORING OUR DEMONS 


Scripture instructs us to “not be anxious for anything, 
but by prayer and supplication let your petitions be known 
to God.” (Phil. 4:6, MPV) 


Anxiety is not an emotion I can fully identify with, as it’s 
never been a large part of my life, but I am empathetic 
towards those who suffer this malady. There are those who 
know this emotion intimately, and like an unwelcome lover, 
it knocks on their door again and again. 


While fear is not always irrational, most fears are 
inconsequential, and intangible because... they never come 
to pass. Our fears become consequential, and tangible only 
in terms of the way they impact us. One man reminded me 
that ...” Fictionalized Events Aren’t Real,” and someone else 
reflected that fear is... “False Evidence Appearing Real.” 
But so like our dreams, we have the unique ability to add 
substance to that ‘spirit of Fear.” That which we nourish 
grows. That which we diminish weakens, and dies. 


And there can be little doubt that “The greatest burden 
we Carry are the fears that never comes to pass.” 


I’ve done some recent work with Anxiety. One particular 
woman, we’ll call her Debbie, came to me with severe 
symptoms of panic disorder and generalized anxiety. And 
with so many, I discovered her symptoms included two 
major patterns, or phases of behavior. 


There is the initial trigger mechanism that represents an 
irrational fear factor. There is usually a specific stimulus 
common to the particular client. The second factor, or stage 
is the tendency to devote copious thought to the initial 
stimulus, and its perceived effects. 


Anxiety becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. The scripture 
reminds us that “As a man thinks in his heart, so is he.” 
(Proverbs 23:7, KJV) That which we dwell upon, we become 
(or act out or exhibit, or are influenced by). Anxiety 
becomes cyclic, feeding upon itself. 


I was watching an episode of “Little House on the 
Prairie” today. Charles, the male Patriarch, had been 
accidentally shot, and was close to death. Laura, his young 
daughter, managed to locate an old blind man, living in a 
skinner’s cabin nearby. This ancient fellow (played by Burl 
Ives) was reluctant to help, and Laura pleaded with him to 
get involved. She looks at him, with those beautiful brown 
eyes, and says, “I know you’re afraid, but we can be afraid 
together.” 


Nothing big, nothing worth doing, nothing extraordinary 
was ever done, or will ever be done without a bit of fear. 
You already know I’m “keen” on the military. I marvel at the 
countless Congressional Medal of Honor winners who 
sacrificed limb, and sometimes life for this great nation. I 
think if you could ask any of them the question, “Were you 
afraid,” every one of these heroes would answer, “Yes, of 
course I was afraid, but I refused to let fear immobilize me.” 


Fear can immobilize a person. Anxiety can keep one 
stuck. We have been sensitized by various triggers and 
stimuli, but we do ourselves a disservice when we Allow 
these influences to dominate us. 


John Nash said, “I’ve gotten used to ignoring my 
‘demons’, and I think they’ve given up on me.” There is a 
certain beauty in this reflection. It is poignant and to the 
point. The longer we dwell on a Particular Negative the 
more we’re prone to dwell on it, and the more we allow it to 
immobilize us. 


I think we have Choices. We can Choose what we do with 
our thoughts, and what we will do with the trigger 
mechanisms of the Past. We can give ourselves over to 
these destructive, unworthy things, or we can lend our 
minds to that which encourages, enhances and positively 
impacts. We have a Choice. 


“The exercise of our faith is not dependent on the 


absence of our fear.” 
(WRM) 


April 5 
FOR SUCH A TIME AS THIS 
“T don’t know whether Mama was right, or Lieutenant 


Dan. I don’t know if we have all have a destiny; whether 
we’re a feather floating on the wind, or if something’s 


meant to be. But I think it’s both; it’s both I think.” (“Forrest 
Gump”) 


I saw a movie the other night that had quite an impact 
on me. “Almighty Bruce” is the story of a second-rate TV 
reporter who was offered the opportunity of a lifetime, or 
better put, a billion billion lifetimes. You see, he was tapped 
by the Almighty to assume HIS powers for a season. 


At first Bruce played MR. SELFISH, for everything was 
about HIM. It was all about meeting HIS own needs, to the 
absolute exclusion of others. But this wasn’t fulfilling and it 
wasn’t worthwhile. As the story progresses, Bruce discovers 
one of the priority morals of all time. We are responsible to 
make, or at least cooperate in OUR OWN miracles. For God 
usually appears “with flesh on,” and deigns to act out His 
Will using Helpless Creatures of the Dust. 


Sylvester Stallone wrote and starred in the Rocky series 
of movies. The original Rocky was handwritten in a 
notebook. Stallone had less than $150.00 in the bank, and a 
pregnant wife, when he approached a particular movie 
production company with the script. They knew A Script 
when they saw one, and offered $300,000 for rights to it. 
“Sly” agreed, but on condition that he ALSO star in the 
movie. The production company balked. Stallone was a total 
unknown, and James Conn, or Burt Reynolds were 
preferred. 


After much “wheeling and dealing” the Italian Nobody 
got the part. Stallone had the foresight to consider his 
future, and one thought had echoed over and overt... “If I 
GIVE UP this Opportunity, it may never come again.” Here 
he was a NO-NAME with a script, but he was determined to 
make his own miracles. He realized he had settled for too 
little for too long. He realized how slim his chances were to 
“make the big time.” So... HE TOOK A CHANCE, and things 
began to fall together. 


Sometimes God endows individuals with an unction that 
cannot be mistaken or ignored, and that may not come 
again. Sometimes, like Queen Esther, we find ourselves in 
the right place at the right time, and like her, we might be 
heard to say, “Who knows but if (I) have come to the 
kingdom for just such a time as this.” (Esther 4:14, KJV) 


I don’t think it’s sacrilegious to talk about making our 
own miracles. I don’t think it’s unhealthy, or unholy to 
follow after our dreams. David encourages us with these 
words: “Delight thyself also in the Lord, and He will give 
you the desires of your heart.” (Psalms 37:4, KJV) He is 
faithful to inspire us to great things, but I’m convinced that 
Inspiration remains Theory... without PLAIN OLD HARD 
WORK. 


April 6 


ENCOURAGING MY BUDDY 


There’s a wonderful movie, “Awakenings”, with Robin 
Williams, that portrays a physician who ministers to 
chronically-ill patients. Each patient displays Parkinsonian- 
like symptoms, and appears both immobile and vegetative. 


Of course, our hero seeks out a cure to these dire 
symptoms, and works mightily to conjure up the right 
medication and dosage to bring the patients back to near 
normality. 


Prior to discovering the correct remedy, however, we see 
Dr. Sayers interacting with one vegetative lady. He drops 
her glasses from eye-level, and she reaches out to catch 
them. He throws another patient a ball, and the fellow 
reaches up to catch it. On consultation with another 
physician we hear our clinician talking about “the will of the 
ball,” as if something or someone had the power to impact 
another’s thoughts and actions. Ultimately, all of Dr. Sayer’s 
patients make full, but sadly, temporary recoveries. 


I think my favorite subject must be Encouragement. I 
think encouragement must be one of God’s Priorities 
because Jesus Christ was (and is) Encouragement 
Incarnate. 


My Little Buddy is a runt of a dog weighing all of twenty 
pounds. Buddy is pushing sixty in dog years, and she’s seen 
better days. She sleeps most of the time, but that’s always 
been true of her. I love my Little Buddy. 


But as inactive as she is, she’s intelligent, and 
occasionally emotional. She’s been known to turn her 
backside to me when I won’t allow her to go to town. But, 
then again, all you have to say is “Buddy, ya wanna go?” 
and she’s out the door ahead of me. 


Buddy is very food-conscious, and begs us to give her 
bits of our “people-food.” My wife will be eating, and Buddy 
turns to me, as if to say, “I don’t talk human-being, so how 
about telling her to share with me?” Of course, I do. She 
depends on me to be her spokesman. And it’s my pleasure 
to assist my Buddy. 

I watch my little dog as she navigates the living room 
furniture. That’s a kick, all by itself. Buddy will attempt a 
high-jump into my easy chair, and will fail as often as not. 


Then, suddenly, she will turn her head my way, as if to 
say, “I need a little Encouragement here. My little legs 
aren’t what they used to be.” 


I know it’s crazy, but I will encourage her at this point. 
“Jump Buddy. 
You can do it. Jump! And jump she does, and the “sixty-year 
old puppy” just manages to clear the two foot obstacle, to 
finally rest contentedly in my easy chair. 


We may be the Only Encouragement some hapless, 
helpless, hopeless person may ever know. I want to be up 
for the task. And I want to find myself passing that baton to 
my leaders and to those who look to me for emotional and 
verbal assistance. There is such power in words. There is 
such power in action. We have a fleeting opportunity to SET 
THE STANDARD. 


April 7 


FUN OR GAMES 


It’s hard to be boss. 


I have rarely felt threatened in terms of my counseling 
vocation... ‘til recently. I was counseling a drug abuser and 
his wife. Though “Paul” claimed to be “clean” for nigh on a 
month, I didn’t believe him. His wife is a classic 
codependent, and allows him to come and go at a whim, 
though he is currently living in the family truck. 


It was my second session with the couple, and they’d 
been given an “in-class” assignment to verbalize their 
expectations of one another. Of course, I began with a 
disclaimer that sounded something like “Paul and Jessica, I 
want you to open up the mind-gate to your spouse, and stay 
silent until they finish speaking.” It was a good theory, 
anyway. 


Before Jessica progressed too far, Paul butted in, and 
continued to rant, yell, and generally make an Ass (well, he 
did) of himself. It was pure “blame-game,” and Jessica 
wavered between believing, and discounting what she was 
hearing. 


Well, I couldn’t just sit there, and I began to “encourage” 
Paul about his own shortcomings, his failure to take 
responsibility, his chronic use of “stuff,” and his outrageous 
behavior patterns. 


That may have been the hardest session I’ve ever 
handled. The height of the battle came when I suggested 
the couple remain apart for awhile; (“til you are able to 
learn and use new and better communication, and relational 
skills”). Well, it’s an understatement to say that my 
guidance “went over like a lead balloon.” Paul was a big 
man, and a seasoned ex-convict. His arms rippled with 
muscles and veins that had to have come right out of the 
prison weight-lifting yard. He began to rail about me “being 
on her side,” and “giving her the ammunition she needs.” 
And I began to feel very threatened, if not for life, then for 
limb. 


Well, the session was over, as far as I was concerned. I 
could not deal with this man, and he wasn’t ready to be 
dealt with. I asked him to leave. And thankfully for me, he 
did. 


No, it’s not easy to be Boss. There’s just so much to 
handle, confront and address. I had to ask one man to leave 
our substance group recently. He lived in the past, and 
verbalized the past and recounted the past to every one who 
would listen. He constantly interjected himself during group 
meetings, and generally “drove me to distraction”...There 
was no Choice but to ask him to minus himself permanently 
from the group. 


My leaders and I have had to deal with suicide threats, 
and we’ve handled 2AM phone calls from “relapsers.” We’ve 
struggled with codependent family members who having 
made good progress, suddenly slipped into the same old 
negative patterns of behavior. I’ve “gone to bat” for a client 
or group member, only to discover I’ve been lied to. FUN 
AND GAMES. 

It’s not always fun to be Boss, but somebody’s got to do 
it. I’m glad it has its rewards, for I have to admit it’s usually 
more games than fun. 


But Iam hopeful enough to believe that the fun will start 
again soon. 


April 8 


DO YOUR TIRES NEED BALANCEING? (SIC) 


I used to live in North Alabama. It is a singular place. 


I certainly don’t want to denigrate the people there. They 
are wonderful and friendly; (though it takes time to win 
their trust, and move past their tendency to be reclusive, or 
maybe it’s exclusive). 


It wasn’t unusual to see advertisements, and street signs 
with misspelled words. I was driving through Gadsden one 
day, and looked up at a large billboard. I believe the 
billboard advertised men’s cologne. But it was the first time 
I saw a misspelled word on such a large, and visible sign. 
Literacy wasn’t this area’s greatest strength. 


I always thought Florida was a bit more refined. I guess I 
was wrong in that assumption. 


You guessed it. I was driving through “an enterprise 
zone” the other day, and looked to my right. There, in all it’s 
glory, was a service station, and across the top of the 
building was this one-word ad: “BALANCEING.” Not 
“Balancing” mind you, but “Balanceing.” 


The misspelled word caused me to laugh. Here we have a 
business devoted to balancing tires, and they couldn’t even 
spell the word correctly. 

That’s sad. 


But a second, and not so humorous thought came to me. 
As a counselor and group administrator, I am in the 
business of Balancing Lives and Souls. God has set me in a 
place to challenge, confront, guide and encourage. He 
constantly reminds me that if My Life isn’t in balance, how 
can I possibly hope to assist others, whose lives are out of 
balance? 


My new car has been aligned several times, but the front 
tires continue to wear on the outer edges. The blamed thing 
is out of balance, and I don’t know how to fix it. (And no, I 


haven’t been using the repair shop with the misspelled word 
on it’s sign). 


I think we, as leaders, need to check our alignment and 
the “balance of our tires.” I regularly meet with my 
subordinates, since accountability must begin with US. We 
can’t hope to influence men and women properly or “Bring 
them into Balance” ‘til our own lives reflect the same. 


Do your tires need “BALANCEING?” 


April 9 
SAYING “ADIOS” TO YOUR CASPERS 


“This one thing I do; leaving the past behind, and turning 
to all that God has for me.” (Philippians 3:13, MPV) 


The memories and cares of the past inflict many a man 
and woman. 


In my work in a local counseling agency, I see this fact 
replicated hundred of times on a yearly basis. I suppose the 
most heinous circumstance that inflicts mankind is guilt 
over past mistakes and events. Past People, Places and 
Things engulf our lives. 


In the movie, “A Beautiful Mind” John Nash arrives ata 
crucial place in life. Dr. Nash was, (and is) a wonderfully 
gifted professor of Mathematics at Princeton University. 
Unfortunately, he was also Schizophrenic. His fame 
proceeded him, as he slowly sank into delusional, paranoid, 
and psychotic behavior. 


Through a combination of self-actualization, medical 
treatments, prescription medication and intense effort, John 
achieved some relief from his confusion, doubt and pain. 


We see him bending down to talk to a little girl; a little 
girl who is not there. He gently strokes her long, black, silky 
hair, and he smiles a whimsical smile. His words portray a 
wonderful picture; “Baby girl, I’m sorry, but I can’t talk to 
you anymore.” And even as the precious, little wisp begins 
to cry silent tears, John walks away from her. Now Dr. Nash 
steps up to his roommate; a roommate who never was, but 


who has befriended him over many years. And he utters 
similar words, as before. “Charles, you’ve been a good 
friend to me, but I won’t speak to you anymore.” 


I think John Nash has a lot to teach us. Too many of us 
entertain our delusions and demons. Oh, I’m not talking 
literal demon infestation here, but I’m talking about those 
habits, memories and behavior patterns that inflict us. We 
play with them like we play with marbles. We entertain 
them like we entertain our best friends. 


We are given “free will” and we find ourselves living out 
Romans Chapter 7; “What I would do, I do not, and that 
which I loathe, that I do.” (7:19, MPV) 


The truth? We are familiar with our “demons”; so 
familiar that we can’t easily give them up. Our defense 
mechanisms, habits and memories have weighed us down so 
long that we feel naked without them. They have been 
friends “that stick closer than a brother.” 


I think that true religion and ultimate friendship with 
God requires us to bid adieu to our “demons.” Like John 
Nash, we must bid farewell to these “little Caspers,” and 
turn to all that God has prepared for us. The ghosts of our 
pasts have haunted us long enough. 


April 10 


DEAD IN THE COURTYARDS 


A particular photographer in The American Civil War 
began to photograph the gruesome aftermath of major 
battles of the war. 


The American public had not been sensitized to such 
voyeurism, as photography was a new medium, and 
previous illustrations were the result of wood cuts and 
tedious sketches. Suddenly, newspapers portrayed morbid 
scenes of carnage and human devastation. One reporter 
mused, “If he has not laid out the dead in our court yards, 
he has done something very much like it.” 


War has always been with us. It is the saddest of human 
relationships, or the lack thereof. 


Scripture tells us that we also fight spiritual wars with 
entities that cannot be seen with human eyes. Satan has 
been called “the prince and the power of the air.” 


No Christian “worth his salt” can deny the presence of 
The Enemy, since we have come up against him at many 
turns in life. That is why we have been told “to put on the 
whole armor of God.” 


We would be so easily crushed by our common enemy 
had we not been equipped for battle by Christ, Himself. 


But we need not fear anything our enemy can do. 
Granted, there are those among us who fall away from the 
faith, and figuratively “lie dead on the battlefield.” But I am 
assured that He empowers us to resist every attempt of 
Satan to bring us down, if we will but whisper His name, 
and plead for His help; if we will but cooperate with Him. 


For He is ever mindful of our cry, and His heart is 
touched by our needs. 


“For I am persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor 
angels, nor principalities, nor things present, nor things to 
come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature shall be 
able to separate us from the love of God which is in Christ 
Jesus, Our Lord.” (Romans 8:38-39, KJV) 


April 11 


TOO MANY PIGS FOR THE TIT 


Though I’m a Southerner, I think of President Abraham 
Lincoln with admiration and compassion; (but just don’t tell 
my Confederate ancestors)! 


Lincoln’s party boss had promised jobs to hundreds of 
people who helped get the great man elected to the 
presidency. During the first few months of 1861, these 
cronies flocked to the White House hoping to be appointed 
to various public offices. 


Lincoln was troubled. He had enough to handle; what 
with the terrible war that raged around him. Now these 
“little men” barraged him with pleas for public 
appointment. One particular “little man” asked him why he 
wore such a long face. His reply was so characteristic of his 
wit... “Well, there’s too many pigs for the tit.” 


Paul speaks of “feeding you milk because you can’t 
handle meat.” I have to think that Paul was discouraged 
with The Church; a church full of squabbles, immature 
converts, “and drinkers of milk.” 


In our own time I see such patterns replicated, over and 
over. Perhaps the most obvious way this plays out in 
virtually every local church, is the tendency of most to sit 
back, and absorb sermon after sermon, without doing all 
that much about it. We are too used to “drinking milk;” 
nourishing ourselves while the world goes hungry. 


Perhaps “I’m preaching to the choir;” perhaps not. I’d 
encourage you; no, urge you to consider the great task to 
which we are called. There is so much to be done, and so 
little time to do it. 


April 12 


TAKING THE BATTLE TO THE ENEMY 


There is a scene from the movie, “Dances With Wolves” 
that depicts a Union Lieutenant riding a horse down a long 
line of Confederate soldiers. We see him mount the steed 
and rush headlong down their lines, only to turn around and 


do it again; while rebels fire multiple rounds of leaden 
bullets in his direction. 


While Hollywood invented this exciting scene, it’s not 
that far from reality. 


For in the American Civil War, General Nathan Bedford 
Forrest found himself riding headlong into Union forces. 
Suddenly he was surrounded. It was just he “and the deep 
blue sea” of Yankee troops. Without doubt, a strange turn of 
events. 


General Forrest wasn’t a man to be trifled with, and 
though we remember him as the father of the Ku Klux Klan, 
(a group which I deplore) he was so much more, and so 
much a better man in his youth. 


A bullet rang out, as masses of Union soldiers attempted 
to grab the reigns of his horse. The general was struck, but 
refused to fall. Nathan slashed with his sword, and turned 
his horse towards his own lines. 


Suddenly he was in full flight, and what a flight it was. As 
his horse galloped through hundreds of Yankees, the 
general grabbed an enemy soldier, and threw him up on the 
saddle behind him. He’d secured a human shield for 
himself. And just as he moved out of musket range, he 
shoved the hapless man off the back of his horse. I’m not 
sure we know the fate of this very unwilling partner, but we 
know that Forrest lived to fight again. 


Me thinks we lack courage. Me thinks we enjoy peace 
and security too much. Me thinks Christians are too happy 
twiddling their thumbs, and whiling their time away. 


Ah, we have so much to learn from those who have gone 
before us. I cannot but read of the exploits of Paul and the 
resulting physical and psychological abuse he suffered; the 
hunger, the stonings, the darkness of a Roman cell. 


There is a phrase someone once used in battle; (I think it 
was “Teddy” Roosevelt). “What are you waiting for. You 
can’t live forever. Charge!” 


Courage isn’t the absence of fear, but the willingness to 
navigate it. And when you consider it, short of defeat and 
surrender, courage is the only thing that will take us to the 
other side of the battle. 


Every generation, and every individual is given “once in 
a lifetime” opportunities to excel, succeed and overcome. 
I’m convinced that faith is nothing more than acting on 
what we know to be true, sure and best. The execution of 
faith has nothing to do with the absence of fear. 


We MUST go on the offense. A defensive battle will 
never do. So like General Forrest, we must take the battle 
into the very teeth of the enemy. Satan must be beat down, 
and trodden underfoot. And we will do so, if God go with us. 


“For He has said, ‘I will never, never, never, never, never, 
(five never’s in the Greek) leave you, nor forsake you.’” 
(Hebrews 13:5, KJV) 


April 13 


THE GIFT WE GIVE OURSELVES 


I was watching a particular segment on the news today, 
and I felt myself getting emotional. 


The captain of the U.S.S. Mercy Ship was talking about 
their recent mission to Indonesia. Only six months have 
elapsed since the earthquake, and the subsequent tsunami 
that killed a quarter million people. 


Captain told of limbs set, and lives saved, and 
he grew teary-eyed, as he characterized the mission of this 
government hospital ship. And his story reminded me of my 
own. 


For thirteen years, I was “called out” by the same “Uncle 
Sam” that required of that empathetic captain. My national 
guard unit, and in fact half the guardsmen in Florida, and 
for that matter another 30,000 active duty troops from all 
the military services served in what seemed a war zone. 


For every house and every business for twenty miles in 
all directions were either damaged or demolished. Never, in 
American History, have so many military personnel been 
called for a peacetime mission, or has so much monetary 
damage been done in one place, at one time. 


Oh, it wasn’t fun. The whole lot of us in my unit went 
eight days without a shower. We lived in hot, military-issue 
tents. Mosquitoes galore. Rainwater flowing across the dirt 
floor. Sleeping on canvass cots. Long days, and short nights. 
Sunlight burning our skin to a “nice” bronze color. 


But I’ll never forget one ad-lib moment in time. Three of 
us were coming out of a Mc Donald’s restaurant, our M-16 
rifles slung over our shoulders; perhaps a sack of fast-food 
in our hands. As we sauntered towards our jeep, a woman 
walked out, and embraced me! I’ll never forget her words. 


“You guys have no idea how much we appreciate you 
here.” 


Her words, and her tangible display of affection made 
every ache, every pain, every tear, every small effort... 
worthwhile. 

I think of her still. 


April 14 


THE DISCIPLINE OF DECLINING DAYS 


Dr. V. Raymond Edman tells us in his volume, The 
Disciplines of Life that there are those various disciplines 
that surround our lives throughout our lives. 


“There are those disciplines of childhood: diligence to 
obey parents and a decision to accept the gospel invitation; 
of adolescence: dependability, delight, determination, and 
discipleship; of mature years; duty, darkness, delay, 
diversion, distinction; there is also that of old age.” 


My wife works as a charge nurse in a local nursing 
home. She has previously ministered in a nearby hospice. 
She has witnessed that Discipline of Declining Days. Some 
obviously navigate that discipline better than others. 


And yet, Solomon reminds us, “The hoary head is a crown 
of glory, if it be found in the way of righteousness” and “The 
glory of young men is their strength: and the beauty of old 
men is the gray head.” (Prov. 16:31, Prov. 20:29, KJV) 


Some seem to approach the Winter of their lives full of 
optimism and energy, yet realistic enough to recognize that 
sunset is fast upon them. Others seem to go out screaming, 
“unfair, unfair;” their physical health rapidly deteriorating, 
while bitterness accumulates like sand in an hour glass. 


As an aging counselor, I consider the discipline of 
declining days... 
personally and experientially. I was a little surprised 
recently when my wife said to me, “Bill, (well, she actually 
calls me Ross) I’d like you to step out of the counseling 
ministry in the next five years.” A little math tells me that 
I’ll be just old enough then to take an early Social Security 
retirement. And when I reflect on this fact, I can hardly take 
it in. 


Our culture tends to celebrate Youth and to discount The 
Aged. As a man passing through the Autumn of his life, I am 
beginning to learn the discipline of declining days. I find 
myself consciously, and on purpose valuing the input of 
elderly people. They have so much to teach us. 

Granted, roles change. It is not as it has always been. But 
rest assured that the inestimable worth that God bestows 
upon you remains intact. Revel in The Discipline of 
Declining Days. Dear Soul, the best is yet to come. 


April 15 


PEEING ON THE FLOOR 


The year was 1975 and I worked as a manager fora 
nationally known shoe corporation. The State was Alabama 
and I managed a lease unit in a large department store. 


My shoe department happened to be in the back of the 
store, and I usually found myself either waiting on 
customers or putting out stock. One day a middle-aged man, 
and his almost grown son walked up as I was walking 
towards the front of the store. And the father asked where 
he could find a bathroom. 


I motioned towards the back wall, and said something 
innocuous, and went about my business. 


If I had conjured up a thousand possibilities, I would 
have never dreamed up what happened next. 


I finished my chore, whatever it was, and headed back to 
my department. I remembered something I had to do in the 
stockroom, and entered through an open doorway. 


Suddenly before me, in all his glory, was that same 
retarded young man...urinating on the floor of my 
stockroom. Well, it didn’t take me long to scream at him... 
“Stop, what are you doing? This isn’t the bathroom!” 


Apparently, the boy’s father had directed his son towards 
the back of the store, and the young fella headed towards a 
door he thought was the bathroom. 


I scared the young lad badly. Of that I’m quite sure. He 
lost no time “zipping up,” and getting out of there. And I 
was left to clean up the yellow, liquid mess. 


I’ve thought of that incident many times since then. I’m 
afraid I wasn’t very charitable to the boy. And I’m a little 
ashamed of my words, and actions that day. 

That young man is bound to be pushing fifty now, and I 
think of him sometimes. If I could speak to him again, I’d 
apologize for my sharp admonition. He was just “doing what 
comes naturally,” and, considering his mental challenges, 
he had made an honest mistake. 


There are those among us who don’t function, who don’t 
operate as we do. It pays to be charitable. We have so much 
of which to be thankful. 


April 16 


DALE AND THE COLONEL 


I think we Jimit ourselves. 


I sat down with a client recently who seemed fit this 
profile. His wife began to challenge him about having a 
baby, and needled him unmercifully about his reservations. 


“Joe” listened uncomfortably, and seemed to squirm 
more than I’d ever noticed him doing in previous sessions. 
Something about this subject disconcerted him greatly. 
Finally, he responded to his wife’s emotional pleas. “Sally, I 
don’t think I’d be a good father. And this world isn’t a good 
environment to raise a child. And our financial outlook 
stinks. There are just too many LIMITATIONS. We need to 
listen to God on this one.” 


His words were making me angry, and I don’t get angry. 
And I jumped into the fray, without any prior plan to 
interrupt. 


“Joe! Let’s look at what you just said; ‘there are just too 
many limitations!’ Is it possible that you’re The Limiter? Is it 
possible that you will be found to hinder God’s will, and 
work in your life?” He admitted it might be possible. 


I think we miss too many opportunities in this life. I think 
WE limit our potential to fulfill God’s plans. 


We all have regrets. And there are no time machines. 


I sat ten feet away from Dale Evans (Rogers). My wife 
and I were attending a special service at a nearby holiness 
church, and this wonderful lady was the guest speaker. Of 
course, I was enthralled with her ministry that day. But for 
some reason, unbeknownst to me, I let the opportunity slip. 
And I’m an “autograph hound.” I walked out of that 
building, having never spoken to her, and neglecting to get 
her autograph. She’s gone now. That golden opportunity 
has passed me by; forever. 

Years before that event, something very similar 
happened. This time the guest speaker was none other the 
famous Colonel Sanders of “chicken fame.” 


He was a Stately old man, and once again, I sat very 
close to the front of the auditorium. He’s gone now, and 
again, I had walked away without a precious autograph. 


We allow our fears, our presuppositions, our staid old 
ways to limit us. Golden opportunities present themselves, 
and what we have to do, we have to do quickly. 


I think that too often we become our own LIMITERS. 


April 17 


BUDDY’S INTERPRETER 


“We had an advocate with the Father; the Lord Jesus 
Christ.” (1* John 2:1, 
KJV) 


I have a little dog named Buddy. “He’s a she.” She has a 
male name, but somehow it just seemed to be the right 
name for this sleepy little ball of fur. 


Buddy has developed a curious and beneficial little 
habit, or skill. My wife will be eating a sandwich or piece of 
cake or chicken, and my dog will raise up on her hind legs, 
and beg for a handout. If the begging fails, Buddy will begin 
to whimper. If the whimpering fails, she’ll look over at me, 
as if to say, “Listen, I never learned to talk human. Will you 
help her understand my needs?” Buddy begins to turn her 
gaze, back and forth, back and forth between us. 


And then I speak... “Honey, give her some food. Don’t 
you see her begging?” 


I have been an advocate for my precious little dog. I 
have spoken for her. 


And then suddenly I was reminded of Christ’ advocacy 
for us. A woman came to Jesus once, who was a Samaritan. 
Jesus tended to ignore her ‘til she pressed in, and wouldn’t 
let him go. “Even the dogs receive scraps from the Master’s 
table,” she responded. And His compassion was affirmed to 
her. 


We have an Advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ. He 
speaks for us. It is only through His finished work that we 
can approach The Throne of Grace. He pleads to the Father 
for us. He speaks God Language for us. It is only He that 
can adequately touch the Empathy of the Father. 


I’ll never think of my dog, and my willingness to 
intercede for her, the same way again. 


April 18 


ECHO’S 


“There is therefore no condemnation to those who are in 
Christ Jesus, to those who walk after the Spirit and not after 
the flesh.” (Romans 8:1, KJV) 


I consistently go to bed at 100AM and wake up again at 
SO00AM. I don’t know just when this pattern developed, the 
only difference is I’ve begun waking up earlier. I’ve always 
been a “Night Owl” since my youth. 


Nowadays I take a long walk when I wake up so early. 
The rest of the day has me taking at least one nap to 
supplement the lost sleep. 


I awoke this morning to hear my cell phone beeping; 
signaling me that I had a message. 


Of course, my curiosity was peeked, and I listened to the 
message. From the depths of cyberspace came a curious 
visit to the past. My own voice was speaking to me from the 
depths of the still night around me. 


“Honey, I got a room at Quality Inn. I’m in room 253. It 
was only $54.00. Call me.” 


You see, my wife and I had traveled to South Florida to 
be with our daughter in the hospital. Her baby was 
imminent. After having been at the hospital awhile, my wife 
suggested I go register us at a nearby hotel. I had left my 
cell phone with her. 


It has been several weeks since the birth of the baby. 
Somehow, in a manner inexplicable to me that message 
popped up on my cell phone today. 


This little story has a valuable lesson to teach us. I have 
written a earlier devotion about “God’s Forgetter 
Mechanism” and our “Unforgetter Mechanism.” 


We don’t usually need Satan’s help. We condemn 
ourselves. Some languish away with the memories of the 
past. We remind ourselves how bad we really are, and how 
we probably won’t amount to all that much. 

We remember memories and almost nurture them. We 
pet and nourish them like little animals. The messages from 
the past keep coming, and drive us to distraction. 


We must settle it once for all. Christ has forgiven us the 
sins of the past. 


I receive a retired Army magazine called “Army Echo’s.” 
It’s important to understand that our memories, and even 
Satan’s reminder of our pasts are only echo’s. They have 
power only as long as we submit to their power. But a 
natural echo fades out. With every passing Repeat the 
sound grows dimmer. 


Only Christ has the power to “dim our echo’s.” Ask Him 
to intervene in your life today. Ask Him to dim and 
extinguish those echo’s; those messages from your past. 


April 19 


THE FIRST AND SECOND ADAM 


The Pharisees of Jesus’ day kept hundreds of traditions; 
traditions that often had little to do with scripture or God’s 
ultimate plan. The Apostle Peter speaks of “The Traditions 
of the Fathers,” and the lessons and negativity passed down 
to us, through them. And of course, these traditions and 
patterns, and outright sin have been passed down to us 
from our first father, Adam. 


As I took my morning walk, I was listening to public 
radio, and heard the curious story of a woman in Boston, 
who is referred to as a “Chimera.” 


You see “Mrs. Doe” is actually the product of twin girls 
who somehow fused into one being! No, she doesn’t look 
strange, or different, and you’d never know anything was 
amiss. But sixty years ago, two fertilized eggs combined in 
her mother’s womb, and Jane was the result. 


This anomaly might have never been discovered had not 
some required medical testing been done on Jane, and her 
three sons. 


One day Jane received a call. The doctor was telling her 
the unthinkable. “Mrs. Doe, I have some very strange news 
for you, but our tests show us that your three sons are not 
your sons at all!” 


Subsequent testing proved otherwise. You see, while it 
was discovered that her sons’ genetic chemistry did not 
agree with her blood chemistry, her cellular DNA proved 
her children to be her own. Now I know this is complicated, 
but suffice it to say that Mrs. Doe’s blood and cellular DNA 
indicated two distinct genetic factors. 


Jane is actually her sons’ mother and aunt! 


In our own bodies we carry both life and death. We also, 
carry the traits of two separate entities. As Christians, we 
are products of Two Adams. The First Adam was the 
progenitor of life. The Second Adam is the Lord from 
Heaven. 

To hearken back to my previous story, random choice 
cooperated to pass the characteristics of one twin on to 
Mrs. Doe’s children. 


However, we are given a specific and purposeful choice 
to pass on desirable characteristics to our own children. 
What was good enough for them need not be good enough 
for us. 


I teach my clients something called “Breaking Cycles.” 
God gives us power to both identify and change those things 
that are unhealthy. 


In so many ways we write the results of our own lives, 
and the lives of our children. What traditions are we passing 


on to them? Are we emulating the patterns, and traditions 
of The First Adam or The Second? 


April 20 


FOOTPRINTS 


It seems Americans have two particular fears; one the 
fear of public speaking, and the other... the fear of death. 
There’s an adage that says the one in the casket has no wish 
to trade places with their eulogizer in the pulpit! 


But death is the last unknown. I’ve often thought about 
this subject. Call me morbid, call me weird, but death is a 
fascinating subject to me. 


It’s kind of a paradox. I have found myself shying away 
from nursing homes, hospitals and funerals over the years, 
as family and friends approached their demise. It wasn’t 
right. It’s just a fact. 


Maybe I’m more interested in the theory than the 
reality. 


A particular American soldier wrote a prophetic poem 
during World War I... “I have a rendezvous with death at 
some disputed barricade, when Spring comes back with 
rustling shade, and apple blossoms fill the air. I shall not fail 
that rendezvous.” 


Job’s wife asked, “If a man die, shall he live again?” (Job 
14:14, KJV) Well, we find the answer in the Book of 
Hebrews, “It is appointed unto man once to die.” (Heb. 
9:27, KJV) 


Chuck Swindoll tells of walking into his home church one 
day, ready to assume his duties for the day, when he 
became aware of solemn music drifting out of the 
sanctuary. Looking in, he was taken aback. For there before 
him were numerous bouquets of flowers, a closed casket, 
and... a large photograph of none other than he, himself on 
the stage! 


He momentarily wondered if someone had forgotten to 
notify him that he had joined the ranks of “The Dearly 
Departed,” and he looked at his watch to see if it was still 
running. 


It seems someone on his staff had decided to play the 
ultimate joke on him. 


In his sermon he draws a somber conclusion, “Though I 
had some conflicting emotions about ‘this little ha ha,’ it 
reminded me that one day someone else would fill my 
pulpit, and someone else would use my office.” 


How will we be remembered? How long will the echo’s 
of our lives reverberate? How many will be able to say, 
we. influenced my life like no one ever did,” or “If it 
weren’t for __, [don’t know what I'd be doing today.” 


Not long after my Uncle’s death my Grandmother awoke 
to hear footsteps in the house. Of course, she thought 
someone had broken in on her. But suddenly she felt 
comforted. For she recognized a familiar gait, the particular 
shuffle of her (deceased) brother. Now, I don’t know what I 
believe about ghosts, and that’s not the issue here, but shall 
we leave an sweet afterglow? Will we leave footprints 
behind? 


Colonel Gould Shaw of the 54" Massachusetts Colored 
Regiment once wrote home to his mother... “I fear that 
when it’s all said and done, my life won’t be of much 
account.” But his fear was for naught. Colonel Shaw died 
attacking a Confederate fort, along with half his men. 


The majority of us are given about 25,000 days; some 
less, some more. Think of it! Life seems so much shorter 
when measured in days. But you figure it up. That’s about 
the sum of our lives. 


I want my life to count. More than fame, more than 
riches. More than anything else I want my life to impact the 
less fortunate, the unlearned, the languishing soul. 


April 21 
WHAT KIND OF PROBLEMS DOES SHE HAVE? 


“Counsel in the heart of a man is like deep waters, but 
the man of understanding will draw it out.” (Proverbs 20:5, 
KJV) 


A dear counselor friend of mine was ministering to a 
woman in our church. They had worked on a variety of 
issues, and eventually the client asked if she could bring her 
six year old daughter in for a couple of sessions. 


The Christian therapist assented to her request, and 
encouraged her to bring the child in. 


The lady sat her daughter down, prior to bringing her for 
an initial session with the counselor, and said, “Honey, I’m 
seeing a woman at the church, and we’ve been working on a 
few problems together. I wonder, would you mind coming 
with me to talk with her?” 


The little girl responded with a quizzical look, and after a 
pause responded, “I don’t know, Mom. What kind of 
problems does she have?” 


This cute scenario made me think of the verse in 
Proverbs (above). The rendering of this verse seems to 
imply the wisdom of sharing; sharing that goes both 
directions. That is, the verse could be interpreted either 
way. The client can gain from counselor. The counselor can 
gain from client. 


In my own practice I have shared things with a client, as 
a matter of “self-report.” Though my agenda was to give the 
customer “something to chew on,” by way of an example 
from my own life, the sharing of the matter actually 
provided needed insight for me. There have even been 
occasions when a client has acted as a “momentary 
counselor” to me. 


I have to laugh when I reflect on that little girl’s innocent 
response, “I don’t know, Mom. What kind of problems does 
she have?” But there’s a world of wisdom in those childish 
words. Even counselors need counseling. We all need 
somebody. We all need encouragement. We all need 
direction. 


This is a cruel and confused old world. We need not go it 
alone. 
April 22 


THE SAVIOR SWIMS IN CIRCLES 


I heard a curious thing in today’s sermon. I love it when 
I learn something new in a sermon. Messages come to life 
when they are full of new insight. 


Our pastor was “waxing eloquent” as he gave a 
particular illustration. 


“You know, when lifeguards go through training, they 
are taught a very fundamental thing. They learn that a 
drowning person is not in a position to be saved ‘til they 
quit struggling. Until they stop their thrashing around, it is 
unsafe for both them, and the lifeguard, for a rescue to be 
attempted. 


Isn’t it so like this in our own lives? God “swims in 
circles” around us, and just waits for us to quit our foolish 
thrashing around in the water. 


In my own ministry, I see this pattern recreated over and 
over. I’ve had multiplied clients who come in making 
excuses, or “pointing fingers” at everyone else but 
themselves. Oh, so busy thrashing around in the water, but 
all the while drowning in their own self-righteousness and 
accuSations. 


In our local recovery group there have been dozens of 
addicted people more committed to addiction than to 
rescue; more committed to drugs than a group process. And 
I can only shake my head in wonderment, and my first 
thoughts turn to, “Well, I guess they’re not disgusted 
enough with their behavior yet.” For the one particular, 
familiar, common trait among those who are “ready to be 
saved” is a willingness to do “whatever it takes.” 


Without the “Lord Save Me” attitude “the drowning man” 
will continue to struggle and thrash around, all to no avail. 


Until we are abjectly disgusted with our behavior 
patterns, nothing changes, and rescue is impossible. But 
when we reach that invisible, but very obvious line in the 
sand, safety and security are at hand. 


The forlorn man screams, “Lord, Save Me”, and Our 
Precious Saviour responds, “Give Me Your Hand. I Am 
Here.” 

April 23 


OH YES, I WAS THE GUARD 


(The following poem was written in memory of Tracey 
Darlene Brogden. 
See January 27th Devotion) 


HE TROD THE SNOW WITH WASHINGTON 
HIS FEET WERE NUMB WITH PAIN 
HE FIRED THE SHOT HEARD ROUND THE WORLD 


THE PRIZE HE SOUGHT, HE GAINED 


MY BROTHER WORE THE UNION BLUE 
AS HE CLIMBED HENRY HILL 

MY COMRADE WORE THE REBEL GRAY 
AS HIS HEART LAY COLD AND STILL 


THE GUARDSMAN PACKED HIS DUFFLE BAG 
AT UNCLE SAM’S REQUEST 

THROUGH YEARS AHEAD THE FUEHER’S MEN 
WOULD GIVE HIM LITTLE REST 


IN THE SKIES OF VIETNAM 

HIS WINGS WERE SWEPT WITH FOG 
A MISSLE ARCKED, A PILOT DIED 
AND TOUCHED THE FACE OF GOD 


SOMEONE TAPPED HER SHOULDER 
AND SAID, “TT IS YOUR TURN,” 

IN HIS HAND, A WORN BATON 
“THE RACE IS NOT QUITE WON” 


AND THOUGH SHE WOULD LOSE FAMILY 
AND THOUGH SHE WOULD LOSE FRIENDS 
AND SHE WOULD LOSE LIFE ITSELF, 

HER HAND SHE DID EXTEND 


HER TEAMMATE WAS STILL STRUGGLING 
TO MATCH HER FASTER GAIT 

AND AS HE PASSED BATON TO HER 

HE FELL TO SEAL HIS FATE 


AND AS SHE CLUTCHED THAT HALLOWED PRIZE 
THE WOOD WAS RED AND SCARRED 

HE WHISPERS AS HE ENDS HIS WATCH 

“OH YES, I WAS THE GUARD” 


IT WAS HER TURN TO RUN THE RACE 
BENEATH A FOREIGN SUN 

HER SHIP HAD WEATHERED EVERY RACK 
THE PRIZE SHE SOUGHT, SHE WON 


IT WAS HER TURN TO SET THE PACE 
ACROSS THE BURNING SAND 


WHAT GUARD WILL DARE TO TAKE HER PLACE 
WHICH ONE EXTENDS HIS HAND? 


April 24 
DANCING WITH DAD 
I’ve been hearing a particular song lately, and I just love 
it! 


Luther Vandros sings it, and it’s just beautiful. 


The song is called “Dance with my father again.” The 
male voice reflects on poignant moments when his mother 
danced with his dad, and the exquisite joy that he 
experienced as he looked on as a young child. And I believe 
the implication was that occasionally he joined The Dance. 


The sweet male voice intones God to send his father back 
just one more time... so that Mom can dance with his Dad 
again. 


I am always reflecting on the Shortness of the Moment 
and the Passing of Time. 


Jesus once told Judas, “What you have to do, do now.” 
And that’s a sermon all by itself. 


Our children are our heritage. Our spouses and children 
are given over to our care. Some of us take this heritage for 
granted, and too many other things take up our time and 
priority. 


But verses like, “Train up a child in the way he should go” 
(Proverbs 22:6, KJV) and “Husbands, ought to love their 
wives as Christ loved the Church” (Ephesians 5:25, KJV) 
woo us back to what God regards as normalcy and function. 


I’ve been especially impressed with the Value that one of 
my good friends places on Home and Family. This Little 
Lady has been given The Gift of Impacting People, with an 
Empathy and at a Level that I’ve personally never witnessed 
in my entire life. 


And she struggles to keep All Her Ducks in a Row, and 
she is constantly reflecting on Priorities. And, somehow, she 
manages to invest her time and energies in her family first. 
She home schools an adolescent daughter and is currently 
“training up” a four year old son. 


She left “a job some people would kill for” several years 
ago, having reached the conclusion that life is just too short, 
and there’s too many necessary things, (versus too many 
good or nominal things) to be done. And she is remarkable 
in her efforts to impact her children, and her generation for 
God and for Good. 


And as Providence would have it, her husband and she 
were given The Gift of an Unexpected and Unplanned 
Pregnancy in their forties, immediately upon leaving her 
job. 


Too many now-grown children never had the opportunity 
to “Dance with Their Father.” Dad and Mom were just too 
busy “making a living” to give them a little time, a few kind 
words, a pat on the head or a warm hug. 


What we do we must do now. We leave a legacy behind. 
How will our children remember us? How will they emulate 
us? What traditions are we passing on to the next 
generation? 


April 25 


DROPPING OFF THE DECK OF AN AIRCRAFT 
CARRIER 


The Apostle Paul admonished the early church, “Let me 
be your example. Use me as your role-model. Copy me.” 


This is so reminiscent of something I saw on The History 
Channel recently. 


Our country had come under attack from the Japanese 
islands, and Pearl Harbor lay in ruins. By now “our oriental 
friends” had awakened “a sleeping giant,” and vengeance 
and retribution were “as sure as rain.” 


Jimmy Doolittle, a well-known aviation officer, was 
selected to fly the first retaliatory mission against those far 
flung islands in the Pacific. The Japanese, meanwhile, were 
certain that no foreign power could touch their homeland. 
For over the course of thousands of years, they had never 
been threatened. 


But history was about to change, and America was intent 
to “do a new thing.” 


The American convoy was on a Course towards a selected 
spot in the vast Pacific. However, prior to reaching the 
appointed site, “an enemy fishing vessel” was seen on the 
horizon, and it was feared that these sailors may have 
gotten off a radio message to the Japanese military. 
Therefore, the mission was advanced, and eight B-25 
aircraft prepared to take off on a one-way, virtually suicidal 
trip, for there was no coming back. 


Well readers, the B-25 was large, and was never designed 
to take off from an aircraft carrier. But the engines were 
powered up to full thrust, and the blocks were kicked away 
from the wheels, and an immense roar rumbled across the 
deck of the ship. 


And Colonel Doolittle’s lead aircraft began a ponderous 
roll towards the far end of the carrier. And the sailors 
watched in awe and held their collective breath, as Jimmy’s 
B-25 was seen to drop off the end of the deck, and dipped 
towards the ocean below. 

The now-aged copilot spoke of the moment, (and does the 
adjective “Aged” give the outcome away)? Yes, the young 
bright-eyed lad survived the takeoff, and is alive today. 


But he offered a curious comment in this interview... 
“What would the dozens of men in the aircraft behind us 
have thought, if our lead plane had dropped off the deck 
into the ocean?” 


Every aircraft managed the feat. Every plane 
successfully took off. But theirs’ was a one-way mission, and 
they knew it, and every man among them must have 
thought, “Where will I sleep tonight,” or “Am I living out the 
last day of my life?” 


Our heroes reached their targets and dropped their 
bombs, and granted, their mission was just a pin prick, 
when all future missions are taken into account. But that 
single mission encouraged our nation, and wrought great 
fear in the bosoms of our Japanese enemy. Their nation was 
not invincible. 


Every B-25 among them crashed, was shot down, or 
crash-landed before the day ended. Some airmen died in 
mangled wreckage. Others were captured, and eventually 
executed by their enemies. A few of the planes managed to 
land in China. 


But my mind is called back to the lead copilot’s words, 
“What would my friends have thought, if our lead plane had 
dropped off that deck into the ocean below?” 


As leaders, we set the standard. Ours is a perilous 
mission. Our character, our abilities, and our sense of 
mission set a standard for those who we disciple; those who 
come behind us. We are granted awesome opportunities, 
and awesome responsibilities. Will we “crash and burn” on 
takeoff, or will we lift gracefully “off the deck?” 


There are those who watch, who look on, who depend on 
us, who we disciple. 


I wonder if those other seven aircraft would have 
attempted that desperate mission, had the lead aircraft 
“gone into the drink.” 


The Blue Angels and The Thunderbirds, (the Navy and 
Air Force aircraft acrobatic teams, respectively) have 
experienced many accidents over the years. In more than 
one case a lead pilot has miscalculated his distance from the 
earth, and has plowed headlong into the ground at the 
speed of sound; along with all his compatriots. 


For you see, the lead pilot sets the pace and standard, 
and his comrades place their full confidence in that lead 
officer. And the proximity and speed of these aircraft 
prevent them from escaping the same fate at their leader. 


We have an awesome responsibility and ministry to 
perform and there are those who come behind us. How are 
we influencing them? How are we disillusioning them? Will 
our fate, positive or negative, be their subsequent fate as 
well? 


We must not fail the task that God has entrusted to us. 


April 26 


OPRAH IS IMPORTANT (BUT I DON’T KNOW WHAT 
SHE DOES) 


Oprah Winfrey received a collection of captioned 
paintings from a particular elementary school. One of these 
little treasures read, “Oprah is important, but I don’t know 
what she does.” 


Those childish words contrast wildly with a few opposing 
words that our Lord spoke during his last night on earth; “If 
you would follow me, you must become a servant,” and we 
see him moving from one disciple to another with that towel 
and wash basin. 


I retired from the Army National Guard. Our unit had a 
motto that I’ve never forgotten; “We set the standard.” 


In this life it’s not all that relevant to be “important.” 
Granted, the secular and amoral among us count 
importance, fame and finances as “the stuff of life.” 


And I wonder if “The Important” among us, at least some 
of them, have a grasp of “what they do,” or what they’re 
after, or “Whose they are.” 


If we would follow after Jesus, we must take up His cross 
and follow after Him. 


We may never be famous and we may never be rich, but 
He will notice, and when “it’s all said and done” his words 
may sound a lot like, “You were never important, or well 
known in all your life, but nothing you ever did on My behalf 
escaped my notice; and yes, I am well pleased.” 


When you consider all that, being important pales into 
insignificance. 


April 27 
NEVER A “ONCE” 
I was watching a movie that had it’s setting in the 
Middle Ages. 


We see a priest and an ale woman conversing about 
some secret subject. And the young woman looks pleadingly 


in the eyes of the bishop and says, “Just this once let us give 
ourselves to love,” and the priest is heard to say, ina 
whimsical voice, “There is never a once. There is only a 
beginning.” And the woman responds, “Then let us begin.” 


I have been increasingly shocked and concerned with 
each new revelation of sexual indiscretion among the 
clergy. I have counseled ministers who have “fallen into 
sin.” I have witnessed the horrible results of the “Just Once” 
mentality. 


Christian ministers are being assaulted, and insulted as 
never before. Temptation seems to be rampant, and if one 
gives in to the onslaught, it is one too many. 


Ministers and Counselors are warned in seminary and 
graduate school that temptations will come, and choices will 
be made, and that “if you fail to plan, you plan to fail.” And 
it is impossible that pastors, and therapists won’t be 
tempted, and won’t feel an emotional attachment towards 
some occasional church member or client. 


But temptation is very different from sin, and temptation 
must be expected and must be resisted with every fiber. 


Those dear, vulnerable souls that God invests in our care 
must be protected, and the freedom to sin must be 
sacrificed on the altars of Holiness and Purity, and God’s 
Righteous Expectation. 


Far too many ministers, counselors and lay-helpers, in 
our Culture, live beneath their means. How can God bless us 
when we are content to wile away our days with casual lust 
and flirtation? How can He lavish His Best on us when we 
involve ourselves with baser pleasures and useless 
occupations? 

April 28 


INVESTING AGAIN 


“A friend loves at all times, and a brother is born for 
adversity.” (Proverbs 17:17, KJV) 


I’ve never been one to have friends. Granted, I’ve had 
acquaintances, and an occasional friend, but very few “best 
friends.” 


A few times I’ve invested my friendship in those who 
were too busy to return it in kind. Twice I’ve invested in 
people who were too immature to respond the way I might 
expect, desire or deserve. Once I invested in a party who 
died before his time. We moved away from another dear and 
deserving couple, and have since lost contact. 


After a while you begin to put on a thick cocoon, and 
become a bit invulnerable to friendships. You try to pretend 
you don’t need them; that you can take them or leave them. 


But that’s not the way God means for us to live. It’s a sad 
man or woman who floats through life without friends; 
without close and dear friends. 


And I think someone like me has to make himself 
purposefully vulnerable, in spite of the trials and miscues of 
the past. One has to lower that shield, again and again, ‘til 
that “friend who sticks closer than a brother” is found. 


You'll be hurt, you'll be confounded, you’ll be confused 
with some of your so-called friends, but not having friends is 
less acceptable than all the trouble it may take to find and 
foster them. It’s worth your investment. 


I have four best and outrageously devoted friends now, 
and, somehow, I believe they will remain true and real and 
devoted to me forever, as long as “forever” is. I’m thankful 
for my friends. I’m thankful that I’ve “invested” again. 


April 29 


LANDS SAKE, LOOK AT BILL! 


“We have not a High Priest who cannot be touched with 
the feelings of our infirmities, but was in all points tempted 
like we are, yet without sin.” (Hebrews 4:15, KJV) 


It’s nice to know that. 


It’s nice to know that Jesus doesn’t take our temptations 
for granted. It’s nice to know that He doesn’t look down 
from Heaven, and say something like, “Lands Sake. Will you 
look at Bill! What is he thinking? He’s sinning that same old 
sin again, and I’ll never understand what’s going through 
his mind.” 


While I can’t sign on to the Koran, there is a particular 
verse that rings true. It says something like, “That which we 
hate is what we love. That which we love is what we hate.” 
Romans Chapter Seven explains it better... “The good that I 
should do, I do not, but the evil that I should shun is what I 
find myself doing.” (Romans 7:19, MPV) 


Our only Hope lies with the Man who had countless 
opportunities to sin, but Who counted those opportunities as 
darts, arrows and spears thrust into the Heart of a 
Magnificent Creator. And in counting the cost, counted 
Himself dead to Sin and alive to God. 


And though we have an Advocate with the Father, and 
though He forgives our daily sins that we sin, He has a 
better plan for us. 


“I am crucified with Christ. Nevertheless, I live. Yet not I, 
but Christ lives in me. The life that I now live in the flesh, I 
live by the faith of the Son of God, Who loved me and gave 
Himself for me.” (Gal. 2:20, KJV) 


He has set the standard. He has gone before. He bids us 
come to Him, “just outside the camp;” to that place where 
he hangs suspended between heaven and earth. 


His voice rings through the ages, “Take up your cross 
and follow after Me.” 


April 30 


DAY BY DAY 


So much like the events surrounding the hymn “It is well 
with my soul” is the story of Lina Berg, a Swedish woman 
who lived during the nineteenth century. 


For at the age of 26, Lina experienced what must have 
been the greatest calamity of her life. 


She and her father, a Lutheran minister, were crossing a 
large lake on a ship in order to visit another Swedish city. 
Suddenly the ship seemed to lurch, and the elderly pastor 
fell overboard, and drowned. 


In the midst of her grief and out of the recesses of an 
expectant soul flowed some of the most poignant words ever 
penned by mortal man. 


“Day by day... 


and with each passing moment, strength I find to meet 
my trials here; trusting in my Father’s wise bestowment, 
I’ve no cause for worry or for fear. He whose heart is kind 
beyond all measure gives unto each day what He deems 
best... lovingly, its part of pain and pleasure, mingling toil 
with peace and rest.” 


Who can doubt that Lina suffered greatly? Who can 
diminish the loss she had incurred? And yet... 


It’s obvious the hymn writer practiced looking past the 
momentary and into the eternal. An event which might have 
broken her only contributed to a sweetness that flowed from 
the deep and enduring wellsprings of her soul. 


May 1 


IN THE GARDEN 


Austin Mile’s life spanned a particularly interesting era 
of time. For he was born immediately after the American 
Civil War and died the year World War II ended. 


Though April 1912 was a cataclysmic time for the world, 
it was a personally momentous time for the hymn writer. In 
the month and year that the great ship Titanic sank, Miles 
found himself meditating in a dark room. He picked up his 
Bible and it happened to fall open to his favorite chapter of 
scripture; John Chapter 20. 


“As I read it that day, I seemed to be a part of the scene. 
I became a silent witness to the dramatic moment in Mary’s 
life, when she knelt before the Lord, and cried ‘Rabboni!’” 


The composer goes on to inform us of what, to him, was 
a seeming journey back into time. The walls in his home 
seemed to fade, and a garden scene enveloped him. Miles 
realized that he was experiencing the most singular 
experience of his entire life. 


He tarried in an unfamiliar, yet somehow all too familiar, 
garden as a young woman moves towards a tomb hewn into 
a mountain side. Suddenly a man appears, but not so 
suddenly Mary recognizes the stranger. It is her Lord! 

And that one word exclamation virtually lights up the 
place... 


“Rabboni!” 


He Who hung suspended between heaven and earth, He 
Who suffered unendurable pain, He Who bore the sins of 
many and was dead... is alive! 

I think her joy knew no bounds. I think her pain evaporated 
in an instant. 
I think in that instant her grief gave way to ecstatic joy! 


Austin Miles had been granted a singular vision, and the 
world was the ultimate recipient of his “day dream.” 


“I come to the garden alone, while the dew is still on the 
roses; and the voice I hear, falling on my ear, the Son of 
God discloses. 


And He walks with me, and He talks with me, and He 
tells me J am His own, and the joy we share as we tarry 
there, none other has ever known.” 


While this world seems so far removed from that garden, 
I think Our Lord bids us meet Him there from time to time. 


May 2 


LET NOT YOUR HAND TREMBLE 


There are many movies about Time Travel. I love “The 
Time Machine” and “Somewhere in Time.” I guess we've all 
dreamed about traveling to another time and place. 


But there aren’t any time machines, as much as I wish 
there were. I, for one, would love to visit Robert E. Lee in 
April 1865, just before he signed the document that ended 
the Civil War. I’d stand amazed as the Jesus of John Chapter 
11 raised Lazarus from the dead. It would be an 
excruciating honor to watch Paul willingly lay his head on 
Caesar’s chopping block. 


No, there aren’t any time machines, though Einstein 
promoted the theory. And I seriously doubt one will be 
invented in my lifetime, or in the lifetimes of my children or 
their children’s children. 


But in a sense, we live and breathe in the ongoing 
confines of life’s time machine. For we are ever moving 
forward into an unwritten, unknown future. 


And I’m convinced that God gives us the inestimable 
privilege of cooperating with Him, and of writing our own 
future. For in a very tangible way, we are the authors of our 
future, as we sense God’s Will and go about to do it. 


There are numerous scriptures that refer to fulfilling 
God’s plans, to being clay in the Hands of a goal-oriented 
God. 


I for one would hate to reach the zenith of my life and 
realize that I had “written poorly.” I would hate to reach the 
ripe old age of 83 to realize that my hand had trembled in 
the writing, and that page after page contained little more 
than “hen scratches,” ink blotches, and illegible words. 


God gives us a new and unblemished page with each new 
day. Let us consider the shortness of our days, and the 
words we write in those eternal journals. 


May 3 


OUR CIRCLE OF INFLUENCE 


I am so deeply indebted to God that He has chosen to 
use me in the work of counseling His people. One cannot 
attend graduate school without the wisened old professor’s 
admonition that “Sometimes you'll feel like a Fraud.” 


And we cannot do the work of ministry without making 
mistakes, but I’m convinced that God is in a position to 
bless a man who makes mistakes. 


What is my implication? The man who makes mistakes while 
ministering is at least ministering; that is, to make mistakes 
one has to be doing something. And I’ve sometimes felt like 
that Proverbial Fraud, but that’s okay, and it’s probably 
healthy to reflect on one’s abilities (or the lack thereof). 


Last month was my 10” year of ministry in my church, 
and I’ve been so fortunate to minister here for so long, and 
to have had an impact on more than a few. 


I look over the congregation on Sunday morning and 
marvel. For on virtually every pew sit people I’ve ministered 
to. And the blessing whereof I’ve blessed them with returns 
to me, and I am utterly overwhelmed with gratefulness. 


And I think of people with names like Sherri N., and 
Scott B., and others who once sat under this counseling 
ministry, and who have grasped The Baton, and who are 
now “running with it,” and who now minister to the next 
generation of clients and support group members. 


And “I must decrease and He must increase” for God 
may not use us if we minister for base or unworthy 
purposes. Whether counselor, or minister or lay worker, or 
coworker in a cement factory, we are all given a task to 
perform, a mission to embrace, a circle of influence, and 
what may eventually be referred to as Our Legacy. 


Let us be about the business of impacting and 
influencing people. A dear friend reminded me of this 
principle recently. We must care for those who God has 
placed within our Circle of Influence. For our influence on 
people is a// that we will ultimately take to heaven. 


May 4 


TIES THAT BIND 


We are all a combination of a hundred hundred 
generations that proceeded us, and yet we have become 
unigue, one of a kind individuals. There has been no one 
like us before, nor will there ever be anyone like us in the 
future. 


I often pause to consider my forebears; their lives, their 
loves, their traits, their personalities, their motives and 
their weaknesses. I come from a varied stock, as do most 
Americans. Perhaps my most notable ancestor is Phoebe 
Ellis, one of the Mayflower passengers. My paternal Great, 
Great, Great Grandfather Isham, came from Ireland in the 
late 1740’s, but he was not Irish. He was a Scotsman, or 
more commonly referred to as a Scotch man. He fought in 
the American Revolution against his own “cousins,” the 
British. 


My triple Great Grandmother, the wife of Isham, was 
Irish, and her name has been lost to posterity. While my 
maternal Great Grandfather’s lineage and heritage was 
Creek or Cherokee Indian, and perhaps some of my 
forebears greeted the Mayflower, feathers adorning their 
hair. Though they are gone now, my Great Aunts’ mirrored 
their father’s complexion; the darkness of their skin, the 
blackness of their hair were very Native American. 


And I think that there are “Soul Ties” inherent in each of 
us; emotional, and genetic connections with those cultures 
and peoples from which we descend. 


I, myself, feel an extraordinary (and a bit unsettling) 
kinship with the two major peoples and cultures that gave 
me life. I can watch the River Dance performers on 
television, and I am enthralled, and can imagine myself 
joining in with them, (though as I recall now, I’ve never 
danced a step in my entire life)! But it goes way beyond 
this. For whether it be Irish dancers, or film footage of The 


Green Isle, there is a certain longing, there is a certain 
identification, there is a definite and certain kinship. 

And another conflicting and competing people group that 
draws me in, and “will not let me go” is evident and present 
when I gaze into a mirror. Granted, the features are a bit 
diluted, but they still exist. 


Though many generations removed, the hair (what little I 
have) is dark, the nose is strong, chiseled and a bit aquiline, 
and the cheek bones and forehead are large and prominent. 
My voice betrays my heritage, as it is monotone and dull in 
nature. My facial hair is sparse, so like my “red relatives.” I 
find myself reading about the exploits of The Noble Savage, 
and the locust-like migration of the White Man across the 
western plain; stifling and killing much of what remained of 
Native-American civilization. 


And it makes me angry. I wonder if a few of my 
ancestors walked that “Trail of Tears,” as thousands were 
forced from their homelands, and made to walk deeper and 
further into untamed and unknown territory. 


Why, this seeming contradiction in heritage has actually 
divided my loyalties! It is literally possible that some of my 
European relatives led some of my Native American 
relatives down that trail of tears. That two of my European 
Grandfathers fought Creek and other Indian tribes has been 
validated. 


Perhaps playfully, perhaps for some more eccentric 
reason, I once gave myself the Indian nickname, “Strong 
Branch.” And what struck me later was that my “Christian 
name,” William Royce Mc Donald may be interpreted as 
Royal Protector, Son of The Gainer of Victory. As my Indian 
pseudonym implies strength and being an off-spring of the 
“main tree,” so my European name does the same. 


So, what is the implication of all that is written here? 
Just as we, in our own individual bodies, are combinations 


and conflictions of those hundreds of generations who once 
lived, and loved, and existed on this planet, we as Christian 
brothers and sisters, from all backgrounds, races and 
persuasions, must find a way to coexist and cooperate in 
One Body; The Body of Christ. 


One of my Bible college professors once had a dream. 
She found herself at the Throne of God, gazing into the 
superlative and beautiful face of Christ, Himself. His 
features were strong and vibrant, every hair was combed, 
His eyes were shining, His mouth was set. 

But then my teacher began to turn her gaze downward, 
and what she saw repulsed her. For her vision revealed a 
paralyzed and ravished body. Christ’ arms were withered, 
His chest was sunken, His legs were useless. 


And when my professor awoke, an immediate 
interpretation came to her. The withered, useless, paralyzed 
body represented Christ’ Church; The Body of Christ. 
Though His Head was perfect and unblemished, His Body 
was unhealthy, weak and virtually powerless. 


“These things ought not to be.” Though we spring from 
many races, and cultures, and persuasions, and mind-sets, it 
is high time that we work together for the common good. 
“We ought to love one another as Christ has loved us.” To 
do less is unacceptable. To do less contributes to division. 
To do less removes us from His Best, and threatens to 
diminish, and dilute The Cause for which He has saved us. 
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PERFUME ON NIGHT BREEZES 


I’ve been walking a lot lately. Every night finds me 
changing into my jogging clothes, and putting on my tennis 
shoes. When the evening grows cool, and the blackness 
steals its all-embracing arms around my world, I sense God 
and His comfort more than at all other times. 


One tends to learn lessons, and develop new 
understanding in the darkness and cool of this proverbial 
night; lessons that can’t and won’t be learned otherwise. 


I’ve noticed something a bit peculiar, something I never 
would have realized, had I not begun to tread the streets of 
my own neighborhood; after night has taken me to it’s warm 
and manifest bosom. 


My sense of smell is heightened in the darkness. I first 
noticed this as cars passed me by, the occupants giggling or 
conversing, or sometimes just staring out the window. Odd. 
I could identify the scent of perfumes and colognes, the 
smell of cigarette or cigar smoke, and sometimes the 


unwashed odor of bodies themselves. I’ve never noticed 
such things in the daylight. But when the night reigns black 
around me, and the thick air hangs soft like a blanket, the 
essence of mankind is almost Material. 


My wife and I are experiencing something right now that 
strains credulity; granted nothing that a million million 
haven’t experienced in the past. But this is our experience, 
and that makes all the difference in the world. And the 
darkness of this night is far from pleasant, and not nearly as 
sure as the literal night. 


I use a term in counseling; “Embracing the Darkness.” 
There are Moments of the Soul when the only way is 
Through; (not around, or under, or over.) And I think it’s 
healthy to embrace that Darkness, to hold it firmly in our 
grasp, to look it intensely in it’s face, and learn whatever 
lessons that Darkness chooses to teach us. 


And to hearken back to our original premise. Only 
Darkness adequately uncovers the Essence of a man ora 
woman; the very smell, if you will. For our meddle is most 
surely tested and revealed in Darkness. 


Our present dilemma will pass, and the uncertainty will 
give way to understanding, or more confusion. I hope I can 
pass this and a hundred more tests. I hope the Essence of 
my life remains sweet, like perfume that wafts in the night 
breezes. 


Colossians Chapter One speaks of “filling up in my own 
body the unfinished sufferings of Christ.” (1:24, MPV) I’m 
not sure I know what that means, but I think it must refer to 
our being on exhibit for saint and sinner alike. For there are 
those around us who witness our struggles, our suffering; 
the very darkness of our souls. And it behooves us to seta 
standard and model the very Essence of Christ, Himself, 
even in all of this. Christ has made room for us to 
participate in His sufferings. 


Sometimes I fear that when it’s all said and done, I'll 
make little difference, and won’t account for very much. But 
I desperately want the Essence of my life to permeate the 
Darkness of this old world, and I’m determined to make it 
SO. 


I long to be a man like David, one who though full of 
human weakness “is a man after God’s own Heart;” a man 
who exudes the very perfume of his Creator. 


We won’t escape this life without problems. Peter said, 
“My brothers, don’t be surprised at the fiery trials you’re 
suffering, as though something strange were happening to 
you.” (1° Peter 4:12, KJV) 


God uses our trials, our confusion, our dilemma’s; our 
very suffering. And we are given the very Essence of the 
Holy Spirit to comfort and keep us during such times. 


Geology is the science of Time and Pressure. Carbon is 
literally squeezed into diamond in such an environment. I 
think we should consider Our Present Darkness an 
Opportunity, an opportunity to be squeezed and pressured; 
an opportunity to exude the Very Sweetness of our Saviour. 
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BOWING HIS HEAD TO HIS FATE 


My wife told me a true story today. Actually, she made 
me aware of a recent event. And as I write this, my eyes 
well up with tears. Call me sensitive, but in the past few 
years I’ve been especially sensitized to the pain to which 
animals are exposed. 


I can’t watch a National Geographic presentation if it 
includes whales being harpooned, or walruses, (for lack of 
space on rocky hills) falling headlong off cliffs, or lions 
ripping apart baby elephants. 


But I couldn’t escape my wife’s little story, and granted, 
she never would have told me had she known how it would 
impact me. And I am just as sensitive to tell it to you, but 
I’ve made a calculated decision to do so. Maybe the 
retelling of it will make it more familiar, and less 
threatening to my sensibilities. 


My Step-son and his Dad just got back from a hunting 
trip. I know now that between them, they managed to killa 
deer. And the fact that it wasn’t a clean and quick death, 
and that it took two shots to do the deed is the hard part. 
But the clincher in it all... well, I’m getting ahead of my 
story. 


It seems that John had a clear target. A big buck deer 
stood 15 or 20 yards away, almost daring to be shot. John 
raised his rifle, took aim and fired... 


Down went the magnificent creature. But to John’s 
dismay, the animal was only wounded, and dropped to his 
knees and stomach. 


It seems that the bullet that felled the deer was John’s 
last, and so it was left to Gary to “finish off” the noble 
creature. John yelled for his son to “Come Quick,” and put 
the beautiful animal “out of it’s misery.” 


Now I expect my Step-son was genuinely excited and 
happy to participate in that day’s trophy. What happened 
next will not be easily forgotten. 

Gary leveled his own rifle on the stag’s head and took less 
than careful aim, since the animal was laying virtually 
beneath him. The wounded creature looked my step-son 
directly in the eye, and seemed to sense his “dark agenda.” 


Suddenly, the condemned animal dropped his weary 
head in submission, as if to say, “What you have to do, do 
quickly,” or “I’m in no position to argue with you, or put up 
a defense, so do what you’re determined to do to me.” 


And the final shot rang out, and the aim was true. 


I don’t know about you, reader, but hunting, especially of 
this nature isn’t for me. Why, the biggest animal I’ve ever 
felled was a rabbit, and it’s been forty years. 


My wife’s story is still impacting me hours after hearing 
it. My eyes are still misty. I wouldn’t have expected such an 
emotional response. 


But I’m not just talking about an unfortunate deer here. 


The story reminds us of our precious Lord, The Suffering 
Saviour. He, Who had done nothing deserving of death, put 
it on like one puts on a cloak. That Dear, Innocent Lamb of 
God stared death squarely in the face, and bid it “take it’s 
best shot.” And then He willingly, and without regret bowed 
His head to the executioner. So like the precious creature in 
the foregoing story. 


But there is a difference. Jesus had a choice. He declared 
His power to call legions of angels, and yet He realized, and 
assumed The Import of his Mission. Then He gave Himself 
to it completely. 


“For He was wounded for our transgressions. He was 
bruised for our iniquities. The chastisement of our sins was 
upon Him. And by His stripes we are healed.” (Isaiah 53:5, 
KJV) 


I’m thankful for Christ’ willingness to stare death in the 
face. I’m grateful for his willingness to bow down his head 
for me. 
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WITHOUT A VISION 


“Without a vision the people perish.” (Proverbs 29:18, KJV) 


I’m taken up with dreams lately. The longer I live the 
more I believe that dreams are among the best of things. 


And dreams come true. They can and do. And with each 
dream I dream that comes true, the greater the blessing, 
the richer the experience, the more precious the life I’ve 
been granted. 


My associate counselor stirred my spirit recently with 
these words; “You’re the one... You’re the one who gave me 
power to fulfill my dream.” And with that, words escaped 
me, and sweet emotions enveloped me like a cloak. 


Nothing in life seems more important to me than to stir 
up my spiritual siblings, and energize those innate dreams 
that lie dormant in their breasts. For I’m convinced that 
there’s too little dreaming going on, or at least too many 
dreams are relegated to the “back burner,” and never find 
their way to the front. 


I’m reading a book right now; an excellent and thought- 
provoking book called Dream Releasers by Wayne Cordeiro. 
In one chapter he speaks of the wealthiest portion of ground 
in the world. And where would that be? Was he speaking of 
the diamond mines of South Africa, or the timber-rich 
expanse of South America? Or was he characterizing the 
gold-laden mountains of Alaska? No, my friend. None of the 
above. 


Cordeiro tells us that the richest portion of ground in the 
world is the local cemetery! His implication is that in those 
manicured fields, six foot under, lie thousands of unfulfilled 
dreams; dreams that might have literally changed the 
world. Dormant for all time. 


I saw an old “Mr. Ed” segment the other day. The talking 
horse is heard to say, “I found out that I can either hitch my 
wagon to a star, or someone will hitch me to a wagon.” 


I like the former more than the latter. 
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LOOKING FOR “THAT ONE” 


I was watching a movie today about a military doctor 
who was assigned a patient with severe dental and lip 
deformities, as a result of an automobile accident. 


This surgeon took extraordinary measures to assist his 
patient, and spent multiplied hours planning the initial, and 
subsequent operations. Never in his surgical career had he 
felt such empathy for a patient. Never in his life had he 
devoted such caring effort, or taken his responsibility so 
much to heart. 


And though the young woman was gruesome to behold, 
and though her injuries were the worst he’d ever witnessed, 
he painstakingly went about his task. And for those several 
months and years he assumed a duel role; that of physician 
and prophet. For he could virtually see the finished work 
before him. He could see the invisible, as though it were 
visible. And that energized him during periods of his own 
disappointment, and his patient’s disbelief. 


The young woman often lashed out at him, wavering 
between despondency, anxiety, discouragement and 
outright rage. Sometimes his patient’s immaturity surprised 
the doctor, and he could only shake his head. But nothing 


deterred him from his task, and over many months, and 
years he performed surgery after surgery, and with each 
operation his dream took shape. And with each operation 
his young client seemed more confident about the ultimate 
result. 


The surgeon was doing the kind of breakthrough, 
innovative work that had never been attempted, and his 
associates and friends were often skeptical of the final 
outcome. More than once someone accused the doctor of 
playing God. And though their remarks were critical in tone, 
the physician chose to regard them as compliments. 


And what of the young lady, the recipient of all his skill 
and labor. Her facial deformities became less obvious, less 
hideous to those who beheld her. And with time the results 
of her unfortunate accident were almost imperceptible, until 
all that was left was a slight scar on one edge of her 
recreated lips. 

And her joy and the corresponding joy of her surgeon 
overflowed, and seemed to fill up the world around them. 
She was whole again. Her shame was vanquished. She no 
longer hid her face from approaching strangers, and her 
new-found smile seemed to light up the whole world. 


And our young patient determined to give back 
something of what she had received, and she began to 
impact one here, and bless one there. And I think I forgot to 
tell you. Before her injury, our little heroine had been a 
nurse. And she returned to her duties with more vigor and 
more enthusiasm than she had ever felt before. For having 
once been a patient, she could empathize far beyond 
theoretical. Dream had taken on reality. Fog had taken on 
flesh. 


I’ve been thinking a lot about that “playing God” 
analogy, and at first glance it’s a repugnant 
characterization, since there’s One God and we’re not Him. 
But that old adage, “Some people have to have a God with 


flesh on” rings true. Why, just today, I received a call from 
an anxious client, a client who has left her childhood faith 
behind, and who disavows any further use for God. But I 
ministered to her, nevertheless. And I like to think that she 
was comforted, and sensed a bit of God in me. 


We have been given a rare opportunity; an opportunity 
to play both prophet and God, and I say that with all due 
respect, and submission to the only One and True God. 


There are those in our midst who will never excel, nor 
attempt to do so. There are those in our company who will 
be content to squander their God-given hopes and dreams. 
There are those who will make the cemetery richer; for the 
local cemetery is among the richest pieces of ground on 
earth. It is filled with all the unexplored and unfulfilled 
dreams of thousands of God’s creations; lying dormant, 
never to find fruition. 


My message to you tonight is to look for that one; that 
one person among many who displays the kind of 
unexplored, just under the surface potential to be singular, 
to be great, to be used of Our Lord. Look for that man or 
woman who can be shaped, molded, impacted; for that one 
who, though sick, or sad, or even selfish has a pliable and 
contrite spirit, and who is marginally, and increasingly 
ready to assume their God-given place on the earth. 


Inscribed on the Statue of Liberty is a verse: 


“Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses 
yearning to breathe free, the wretched refuse of your 
teaming shore. Send these, the homeless tempest tossed to 
me. I lift my lamp beside the golden door.” (Emma Lazarus) 


Our mission is to people like that. The tired, the poor, 
the huddled masses, the wretched refuse, the homeless. 
And we have a lamp to light their pathway. And we offer 
them a golden door; a door that leads to freedom. 


But many will refuse our comfort, and many will drift 
away. But if we can touch just one at a time. If we can make 
a difference in one life at a time. 

We may not be able to change the world, but we may be 
able to change the world of one person. 


Pour your efforts into all; everyone who seeks ministry, 
who seeks help, who pleads for deliverance. Do this. Do 
this. 


But look for that one; that one who seems to provoke you 
to do a little more. That one who not only needs a little more 
attention, but who, by words or action, places themselves in 
your hands, and bids you mold them into something lovely. 
Look for that one. Give your best efforts to that one. 


For you are both a physician and a prophet. So 
reminiscent of that doctor who bestowed his best labor on 
the little patient, earlier in this story. God bids you pour 
healing suave in their wounds. He gives you dreams in the 
night on their behalf, and provokes you to see the invisible 
and impossible. You are a both a physician and a prophet. 


Someone, a Very Dear Someone, once looked intently at 
me and said, “You must have seen something in me”. And I 
responded, “Indeed I did,” Another Precious Someone once 
mused, “You almost sent me away,” and I replied, “I’m so 
glad I didn’t.” 


Who can know how God may choose to multiply our 
efforts through these precious souls who wait for us to 
touch, impact, impress and mentor them? 


Look for that One, that One who seems to provoke you to 
do a little more. That One who not only needs a little more 
attention, but who, by words or action, places themselves in 
your hands and bids you mold them into Something lovely. 
Look for that One. 
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PASSING THE BATON 


I’ve thought a great deal about the concept, “Passing the 
Baton.” It’s a rich principle. 


I came to know Christ as my personal Savior in 1967. A 
friend had invited me to attend an evangelistic service at 
the college I later attended. A denominational Sunday 
School Director was the featured speaker; a man with the 
last name of Kirshke. At the end of the service he invited 
“the unsaved” in the audience to come forward, and I, 
feeling “my spirit strangely warmed” complied. A very old 
man named Jerry Treimstra, an emigrant from Holland, 
prayed with me, and I received an old fashioned dose of 
Salvation. 


I never saw either of these two men again. And, based on 
their age at the time, I’m sure they’ve gone on to their well- 
deserved reward. 


I’ve been reflecting on these men the past couple of 
days, and how thankful I am that they were there when I 
most needed them. But I’ve also been thinking of the men or 
women who influenced my “momentary mentors,” and who 
influenced them, and so forth. 


For there has been a constant “Passing of the Baton” 
throughout the ages, over the course of two thousand years, 
beginning with Christ, Himself. And if a family flow-chart 
could be developed to indicate the spiritual lineage of each 
and every Christian, lines would be drawn backwards 
through the ages, starting with Christ, and flowing through 
one of His 12 apostolic tributaries. 


I read something once that characterized the direct 
succession of famous evangelists over the past several 
hundred years. It indicated how people like John Wesley 


influenced Dwight L. Moody who influenced Billy Sunday 
who influenced Billy Graham who influenced Franklin 
Graham, and so on. Granted, these influences were not all 
personal interactions, but sometimes consisted of written 
work. But marvelously, there seems to be a direct line of 
evangelistic succession among them. The Passing of the 
Baton. 


My own personal Baton Passers were, no doubt, good 
and Godly men. I owe them much. And more than anything 
else I owe them the satisfaction of seeing their worn, old 
baton being passed to the next generation of Baton 
Receivers. 


And I have not let them down. 


We are like runners on a track. I love to watch the 4x4 
sprint. Each runner runs a complete circuit of the track, 
passing his baton to the next. They start off with extreme 
enthusiasm and speed, and though fatigue and pain virtually 
exude from their body, they continue their relentless pace. 
And then it happens. The baton is handed off with a quick, 
but graceful flick of the arm and wrist. And the Winded 
Warrior hands off to the Waiting Warrior. 


I’ve been blessed to “circle the field” several times, and 
I’ve handed my baton to many people. 


In the movie, “The Man Without A Face”, the major child 
character reflects, “I always scan the crowd... looking for 
that one; that lone face in the crowd.” 


And it’s like that with me. 


I’m looking for the next Baton Receiver. They’re out 
there... somewhere. And I never have to guess at their 
identity. It’s always been obvious, with a little time. I look 
for that one face that stands out in the crowd. And I run 


towards them, and I see their backwards-extended hand, 
and the exchange is made, and they sprint forward. 


I admit it; I’m growing a bit tired now. I’ve circled that 
old track many times. And like Paul, “I’ve run the race and 
(I’m finishing) the course.” And with every pass of the baton 
I sense God’s favor, and I am blessed with the blessing with 
which I bless.” 


And like a famous athlete once said, “When I run, I sense 
His favor.” (Eric Liddell) 


And one day I will run that track for the last time, and I 
pray that my last pass of the old baton is successful. For I’m 
convinced that I’ll expend my last, and my best effort as I 
come into home. 

And I’m sure that the last handoff will be the most 
flawless of them all. And I am persuaded that I’ll see my 
successor take the first turn, the old baton gripped tightly in 
their hand. 


And the smile on my face will mirror the inestimable 
smile of my soul. 
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A LITTLE BOY AND A BIG ROLLER COASTER 


The young couple visited this well-known chain store 
occasionally, and today they brought their four year old son 
with them. They entered through large glass doors, and 
took the escalator to the top floor. 


The family had been here before. They enjoyed shopping 
for clothes, silverware, toys and all the other conveniences 
of life here. Hundreds of energetic shoppers thronged the 
department store on a daily basis. 


But today was different, and the store was much more 
crowded than normal. For today was the grand opening of 
an Advertisement to end all Advertisements. For on top of 
the building an Attraction to end all Attractions had been 
built. A new roller coaster had been constructed here! 


The little family climbed up a winding staircase to the 
rooftop, for they were determined to be charter members of 
“Department Store Roller Coaster Riders of Miami.” Or at 
least they were determined to give that “opportunity” to 
their son. 


The little tike was strapped in, and if you asked him these 
04 years later, he’d tell you he was alone in the car. Though 
he admits that his memory has faded, and perhaps Mom or 
Dad sat with him. Suddenly the coaster began to move, and 
pick up speed. The little boy thought it would be fun, but 
moments into the ride, fright replaced fun. 


The little fella began to scream. Oh, we’re not talking a 
little whimper. We’re talking a full-blown, blood-curdling, 
125-decibel kind of scream! “Daddy, Mama, I want off. Let 
me out. Get me off!” And his parents complied with his 
“request.” They quickly urged the attendant to stop the 
ride, and of course, he complied. 


And did I forget to tell you?... J was that little fella. And 
I’ve never forgotten that experience. It is the first of all my 
memories. It is also the most traumatic of my childhood 
memories. Now you may Say, “Well, if that’s the most 
difficult childhood memory you ever had, you’re fortunate.” 
And perhaps you’re right, but you weren’t the one on that 
rooftop roller coaster. 


I’ve never forgotten that event, and I still don’t ride 
roller coasters. Roller Coasters are among my very few 
personal phobias. I suppose I should purposely overcome 
that fear by riding a few, but I think lack of interest has 
replaced fear in the roller coaster category. 


But we are all effected by our personal pasts. Everyone 
of us have memories and trauma’s that are locked away in 
little mental compartments. Recently I’ve found an 
opportunity to verbalize some of my memories and 


skeletons, and it’s done me good. Sometimes just 
verbalizing such things “frees up the soul.” 


I’d encourage you to find a trusted person you can 
confide in; someone to talk to. You’d be surprised how 
cathartic, how freeing this can be. 


“This one thing I do. Leaving the past behind and turning 
to all that God has for me.” (Philippians 3:13, MPV.) 
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THE HAND ON MY SHOULDER 


I found myself standing in a group of hungry supplicants. 
The evangelist had called us forward. The old year was 
about to pass away, and the new one was coming in on the 
wings of an early winter. 


But it was “warm and toasty” where I stood that night. 
We stood in a circle around our pastor, praying for both him 
and ourselves. It was a time of recommitment and 
expectation. 


The sermon had been absolutely absorbing. The emphasis 
had been on Elijah and Elisha. Most veteran Christians have 
heard of these two. It seems that Elisha had a curious habit 
of following Elijah around wherever he went. For he sought 
a blessing; not just any blessing, but his expectation was for 
a double-anointing. He was determined to be twice the 
spiritual man Elijah was. 


We waited in hushed silence as the visiting minister 
prayed for each of us, and then turned to our pastor. We 
were admonished to stretch out our hands towards our 
pastor, and I felt a hand on my own shoulder. Someone 
behind me was using me for a conduit, as I reached my own 
hands towards our parson. 


The touch was comforting, as the prayer reached its 
conclusion. But, even now the hand never moved. In fact, it 
never wavered. The weight of that hand remained, and that 
seemed peculiar to me. I debated turning around, but turn 
around I had to. As I turned my head, my mouth dropped in 
disbelief. There was no one behind me! And yet, the weight 
of the hand remained. 


In fact, I sensed the hand on my shoulder all the way 
back to my pew, and throughout the closing prayer, and into 
the church parking lot, and all the way home, and for 
minutes after I arrived home! 


Now I’m not one to take the supernatural for granted, 
since it’s been a present, but rare thing in my Christian 
experience. God spared my life three times, and in each 
circumstance, he saved me by a strong right Hand. Another 
time I was “Slain in the Spirit,” and fell like a timber onto a 
hard wood floor. I never felt a thing! 


His Hand certainly cushioned my fall. Later a frail, but 
famous evangelist stretched out his hand and straightened 
my little boy’s eyes; yielding his hand to the Hand of the 
Creator. A mentally-ill client spent a year under my own 
care, and left restored, her symptoms gone like leaves in the 
wind. The Almighty still has His Hand on this precious 
servant. 


At times I can still sense The Hand on my shoulder. It is 
still early, but I have no doubt what it means. I received a 
double blessing that night. He has appointed me for a task, 
and He has given me the wherewithal to do the thing. 
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OUTRUNNING THE HEARSE 


“As it is appointed unto man once to die, and after this the 
judgment.” (Hebrews 9:27, KJV) 


I think about death two or three times a week. I’m a little 
fascinated with it (as long as it’s happening to somebody 
else)! 


I’ve collected many poems, stories and jokes about 
death. Whether it’s “So live that when thy summons comes 
to join”... or “The little toy dog is covered with dust”... or “I 
have a rendezvous with death”... or even the memorable 
quote from the movie, “What about Bob;” “You’re going to 
die, we’re all going to die,”... death surrounds us, and 
reminds us of it’s inevitability. 


I was at the post office today, and looked over to my 
right. In front of me, in all its glory was a hearse. After I 
retrieved my mail, I pulled out of the parking lot, only to see 
the hearse just behind me, and catching up. Of course, this 
can give you “the willies.” Well, the hearse was still there 
one, and then two miles later. 


And this illusion is so reminiscent of our eventual fate. 
The hearse is just behind us. My casket may have already 
been manufactured, and just waiting “to be filled.” Without 
any doubt, God won’t be caught unawares. He won’t turn to 
the Death Angel and say “Why did you do that?” 


Our times are in His hands, literally. We will abide ‘til he 
decides to dispatch the Death Angel to us. And except for 
the two people that were translated that they should not see 
death, all will encounter death. We haven’t been given a 
choice. 


But “Oh death where is your sting, and Oh grave where 
is thy victory?” 
(1* Cor. 15:55, KJV) We simply cannot stay here. We will all 
pass 
from this life at a time appointed by our Creator. But I’m so 
grateful that death need not be a time of trepidation or 
personal pain. 


Some have said that we are earthly beings having a 
spiritual experience. But I believe we are spiritual beings 
having an earthly experience. Our life here is like fog in the 
morning. The confusion, the obtuseness of this life will pass. 
Heaven will exceed our wildest imaginations. 


I love the mountains. I love the snow. I love the ocean. 
I’m convinced that these same features will exist in heaven. 
But if not, God has already planned, (and possibly prepared) 
the most luxurious of environments for us. 


Paul said that he was caught betwixt living and dying, 
“And though death is probably better for me, I feel sure that 
I will be left here for now.” (Phil. 1:23-24, MPV) Our Apostle 
Friend was homesick; homesick for heaven. Perhaps he 
knew that his life would be measured in a few short months 
or years. He would literally lay down his life on the Caesar’s 
altar. 


Yes, our Father has our welfare at heart, and it is He who 
makes decisions about the term of our lives here. My 
friends, we can trust Him with the most minute of choices. 


I’m glad He doesn’t share the exact time of our deaths 
with us. Knowing the date of one’s death could immobilize 
all but the most stalwart of men. Granted, it’s not something 
we ought to brood over, or invest hours thinking about. But 
we must have healthy fear of not fulfilling the plans he had 
for us from the beginning of time. 


That old hearse continues to circle the block, and it pops 
up here and 
there, from time to time. But sometimes it’s empty, and 
when it’s not... 


I know it’s not me! 
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THE MENTAL CHASTITY BELT 


There was a peculiar custom in the Middle Ages. When 
knights went out 
on a quest they were careful to attend to one particular duty 
prior to leaving 
for battle. There was an article of “clothing” that had to be 
purchased, but it wasn’t available at the most popular 
Clothiers of the day. No, this “pair of drawers” had to be 
gotten from the local blacksmith. 


For you see, these were not woolen, but steel underwear; 
something better known as the proverbial “Chastity Belt.” 
Yes, my friends, we’re talking about that most sacred article 
of clothing that kept every unwelcome thing out, and every 
precious thing in! 


Without going into gross detail, suffice it to say that the 
young knight would buckle the device around the lower 


extremities of his young virgin or wife, (or both) and turn a 
special key in the lock. 


There is a “ha, ha” about the valiant knight that entrusted 
his servant with that key. No sooner had the warrior 
galloped a few miles in search of his quest than his servant 
managed to catch up with him, and exclaim, “Master, 
Master. You left me the wrong key!” 


But to move on. 


I often allude to this medieval device when I do 
counseling with young, (and sometimes old) married 
couples. One lady was so bold as to say, “You’re not going 
to make me wear one of those things!” And, of course, I 
assured her that I was using the Chastity Belt as a 
figurative, not a tangible illustration. 


All of us, at one time or another, have been guilty of 
putting a Chastity Belt on our brains. But whereas the 
literal device might have been considered as positive and 
necessary, the figurative device is negative and 
unnecessary. As a matter of fact, The Mental Chastity Belt 
is designed to block fresh thought, innovative perspectives, 
and any tendency to be vulnerable to another human being. 


I’m convinced that selfishness is the chief symptom that 
“walks into” my counseling office. Two people come in 
pointing the finger at each other, and twelve weeks later 
walk out the same door, still pointing the finger at each 
other. 


The finger never turns inward. The Mental Chastity Belt 
is never removed. And in this case, the wearer owns the 
key, (or has already thrown it into a river)! 


Clients, (and people in general) who insist on wearing 
this torturous device are only hurting themselves. I 
encourage everyone to “swing open the mind gate.” Until 


we do, we are bound up in our own preconceived notions. It 
is the same as if we visited Ye Olde Blacksmith’s shop, and 
entreated him to construct and install a Mental Chastity 
Belt. 


Granted, this is a pretty sensitive picture I’ve painted, 
but if it helps one to remember the premise of vulnerability, 
so be it. No marriage can long endure without the attitude 
of selflessness. Selflessness is impossible as long as we 
insist on closing our mind to those precious souls in our 
lives. Let us be done with The Thing. Let us unlock it. No, 
let us rip The Device from our minds, and tear it into a 
thousand sheds. 


Well, what are you waiting for? 
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A MAMA KNOWS HER OWN BABY 


God has set a magnificent order in place on the earth. 


Birds migrate from the Arctic to a little island in the 
pacific, mother seals find their babies after being separated 
by hundreds of yards of space and thousands of other 
similar animals, and salmon find their way back to the very 
tributary from which they themselves were spawned. That 
homing device that God has placed in the bosom of animals 
is a wonderful testimony of His care for the lowliest of His 
creations. 


But this gift is by no means limited to the animal 
kingdom. I sat in the morning church service yesterday, and 
suddenly a baby cried in the nursery, a good 50 feet from 
the sanctuary. Without hesitation a mother jumped up, and 
ran out to attend to her child’s needs. She recognized the 
sound of his voice. 


Our Heavenly Father is like that, as well. 

I like to think that He recognizes the individual voice of 
one of His individual children, though there are seven 
billion who presently inhabit the planet. 

He is ever mindful of our needs, and our cares are ever 


before Him. For He has assured us, “I have loved you with 
an everlasting love.” (Jere. 31:3, KJV) 
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DIGGING UP DEAD GRANDMA 


I often use a curious phrase in my counseling practice... 
“Digging up dead Grandma.” And every time I use it, my 
clients look at me like I’m totally bereft of my senses! 


But these four words convey both a famous counseling 
intervention, and (among some), a tendency to dredge up 
the past for the sake of condemnation. Psycho-Analytic 
theory has its place; for before we can “leave the past 
behind,” we may have to “open a few caskets,” and look 
deep into the rottenness of what lies there. 


I continue to shock my clients as I invoke the memory of 
the dead. “My Grandma died twenty years ago. She doesn’t 
look real good now, and I’m not about to take a shovel and 
dig her up, sit her at my dining room table, and invite 
guests to come over for dinner;” (though this is actually 
done in some Central-American countries)! 


And just as there’s a practical and necessary disinterment 
of a body for autopsy, when criminal behavior has been 
suspected, there’s also a figurative place for it. 


When we consider the more negative connotation of 
“Digging up dead Grandma,” imagine two angry, but 
industrious spouses flailing wildly with shovels. Dirt is flying 
everywhere and the hole is getting deeper, when suddenly... 
we see them straining to lift the lid of an old, dilapidated 
casket. 

Now, I realize this doesn’t happen literally, but the real 
story is just as gruesome. 


Sins have been confessed. Forgiveness has been 
granted, and the wounds begin to heal, when... something 
triggers a memory, or emotion, and... the shovels come out 
again. The accusations fly and the adjectives rain down like 
lightning from the heavens! “This ought not to be.” 


No, when grace has been extended, and sins have been 
forgiven, there’s no place for the everlasting resurrection of 
negative memories and words that breathe life into them. 
Dead Grandma must be laid to her eternal rest. The casket 
lid must be closed and sealed. And the couple must 
cooperate to fill up the ghastly hole, once for all. 


Time is too short to live in the past. There’s too much 
living to do, and too little time to live it. There are too many 
marriages to be salvaged, and too many people depending 
on us. 


Rest in Peace, Grandma! 
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SWITCHING HANDS 


“Commit your works to the Lord, and your thoughts will be 
established.” (Proverbs 16:3, LB) 


We have been given the opportunity to “break cycles;” 
patterns of behavior that have lived, breathed and moved 
through us for years at a time. I believe it is more than an 
opportunity. It is God’s expectation of us. Specifically, I 
believe He invests that kind of trust in us; a fair expectation 
that we will cooperate with Him to identify, and diminish 
the actions and outcomes that never have been worked, or 
been good for us. 


I’m right-handed; always have been. I, like most right- 
handers, have always looked at “lefties” with a little 
skepticism. They seem so 
uncomfortable writing “that way.” Most of “them” have a 
curious way of rotating their hand to an impossibly twisted 
angle, as they glide across the heretofore blank page. 


But about a year, or so ago I began to develop the 
curious habit of “switching hands,” as I gathered and 
transcribed client information. Granted, I’d begun to 
practice this technique previous to exposing my clients to 
this torturous scenario. 


With each passing day, I became more adept at writing 
“the wrong way.” Even at the age of 53, my left hand 
became stronger, steadier, and with time, faster than at the 
beginning. I’m sure my clients have wondered what was up 


with this switching hands thing, and a few have even made 
comments about it. One particular client said, “Bill, you 
don’t write the way most left-handers write. Your hand is 
straight.” To which I replied, “Well Sue, that’s because I’m 
not left-handed!” 


It’s amazing to behold the results of what began as an 
experiment. Because with each “hand change,” the writing 
is totally unlike the other. The results look very much like 
the work of two people. I’ve actually begun to prefer using 
my left hand. At least the writing is more legible. 


Obviously, it’s slower work, but the results are actually 
better. The writing is smoother, more graceful, a little 
feminine in nature, and (almost) beautiful. 


I’ve been told that we use a different part of our brain 
when we switch writing hands. I’ve heard that we’re likely 
to transfer divergent thoughts and opinions onto paper 
when we write with both hands. It’s an interesting 
hypothesis anyway, though I haven’t analyzed this concept 
at length. 


My decision to use both hands was born out of necessity. 
It’s very tiring to take copious notes with one hand. This 
way each hand is given a break in between paragraphs. 


I deal with both counseling clients, and recovery group 
members on a daily basis. Most come with some pretty 
obvious “dysfunction,” and ways they respond to life. Some 
are relatively functional; while others are “royally messed 
up.” Some seem to be trying hard to stay in trouble. 


Without exception, I encourage them to “break cycles;” to 
“let the angel out.” Breaking cycles takes a determined and 
dedicated marathon effort. We don’t break cycles by 
accident. Nothing good is ever accomplished by accident. 
(Only wrecks happen by accident). It’s a day in and day out 
“on purpose” effort, and too many of us miss out on the rare 


opportunities we’ve been given to stretch ourselves, and 
move beyond the mediocre. 


I think change comes hard. It’s rare for any of us to 
embrace change and maturity ‘til... the status quo becomes 
less acceptable than the future unknown, or put another 
way, ‘til the pain becomes greater than that which offers 
relief. 


Expanding our boundaries or vision is difficult. It’s too 
easy to sit back and watch the world go by. But too many 
are content to live out our lives in this manner. 


Change comes hard, but the rewards are magnificent. It 
all begins with giving ourselves to new thoughts and 
actions. There’s no substitute for chronic, positive action. 
It’s all about breaking cycles. 


For sure, thoughts, feelings and emotions may fly in the 
face of these tentative first steps. We find ourselves ata 
point where you're likely to retreat into your safe little 
cocoon. But that’s when it’s time to redouble our initial 
efforts. 


I’m determined to make a difference in this world. I will 
be more than our natural enemy is content for me to be. I 
will cooperate with God to achieve great things. I will 
betray my emotions 


I will break cycles. I will stretch myself, and move well 
past mediocre. I will submit to discipline; His discipline. I 
will attempt new actions that foster my growth. I will impact 
my world for God. I wil// fulfill my Creator’s best dreams for 
me; dreams He dreamed for me in the beginning. 


For He assures us that, “(I) scheduled each day of (your) 
life before (you) ever took (your) first breath.” (Psalms 
139:16) 


The execution of our faith is not dependent on the 
absence of our fear. 
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THE OLD RED BRICKS 


My wife and I were sitting at a picnic table eating 
“store-bought” burgers. We were on our way home from a 
quick trip to a nearby city, and made a “pit stop” at this 
slightly forlorn county park. We were hungry, and this was a 
convenient place to take a lunch break. 


We were sitting there, minding our own business, when I 
happened to look down, and noticed the underpinning of the 


bench we were sitting on. While the legs of other nearby 
benches were concrete, ours were constructed of ancient 
red brick; And I began to reflect... 


Where had these worn old bricks been before they found 
their way to this remote park? Had they served in other 
roles? I guessed they had. For in spite of this most recent, 
humble place, these bricks had a character of their own. 


Perhaps in a former life, they’d held up a bridge. Maybe 
they’d been among thousands of others in a stately old 
Southern mansion. Or perchance, they had been salvaged 
from a newly-paved city street. 


I found myself smiling as I sat on that particular bench. 
It was a joy to think that the value of these old bricks 
remained intact. They found themselves in a place where 
people congregate to relax, to socialize, to play, to share a 
few morsels of food. These red bricks were still useful to 
society. 


I think we have a lot to learn from these old and 
crumbling building blocks of our society. For we pass 
through our own seasons of life. We find ourselves working 
different jobs, fulfilling various roles, involved in changing 
(and perhaps diminishing) ministry. 


Solomon tells us “To everything there is a season, and a 
time to every purpose under the heavens.” (Eccl. 3:1, KJV) 


I, for one, can verify the validity of this scripture. I’ve 
worked multiplied jobs in my lifetime, and the fourth and 
fifth decades of my life have found, and find me working as 
a counselor in a small church agency. Time and space would 
fail me to describe the various positions I’ve filled in my 55 
years of life; teacher, janitor, shoe salesman, nurseryman, 
minister, soldier, clerk. And that’s just the tip of the 
iceberg! 


I’ve lived in six states and in twenty homes. No one ever 
accused me of “letting moss grow under my feet,” (but at 
the time no one ever accused me of being mature either). 


I’ve made some poor decisions, and then again, some 
very good ones. I’ve served and been served. My role, work 
and ministry have been obvious at times, and far from it at 
other times. 


So like those old red, crumbling bricks. Our lives ought 
not be judged by the prominence of our positions, but by the 
fruit and impact of our labor. Some will be known, and 
acclaimed by thousands. Others will labor in the shadows, 
and their names will remain obscure or unknown. 


Some will find their ministries “in decline,” especially in 
their “declining days.” Some will experience regret, and 
mourn the “good old days.” But we move through those 
seasons of life. They are both guaranteed and irrevocable. 


I find myself in the most rewarding and impactful 
position I’ve ever filled in life. Ten years in the counseling 
ministry has seen thousands impacted for good and for God. 
Scores have been touched with the advent of our recovery 
ministry. Dozens have been added to our local church. And I 
have a healthy pride about these things. 


But just as surely as the sun will come up in the morning, 
my role and ministry will change again. I may be half way 
through this particular season of my life. Perhaps a decade 
of productive ministry remains to me, perhaps not. 


And not to be caught unawares or undone, I’m grooming 
someone to take my place. It’s odd to consider, but as one 
season of my life passes, a younger servant steps up to fill 
the void. Where my dream concludes, the dream of another 
begins, or continues. For I recognize that this ministry is 
not dependent on me, but on God. So like those old clay 
bricks. Though seasons come and go, though role and 


ministry change; His plans for me are good, His place for 
me is sure. And I realize that my life is not dependent on a 
particular role, but on the Hand that leads me... 


through the seasons of my life. 
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GEORGE AND ROBERT 


Such a terrible irony; George and Robert. 


The “George” in this story is none other than General 
George Washington of The Revolutionary Army; 
subsequently elected first President of the United States. 
He is remembered by most, as one of our two most beloved 
presidents; the other being Abraham Lincoln. 


Then there was Robert. The “Robert” in this story is 
none other than General Robert E. Lee of The Confederate 
Army; subsequently appointed President of Washington-Lee 
College. 


But the relationship goes far beyond the similar roles 
they enjoyed. For though they never knew one another, 
each found themselves in charge of a great army; almost a 
century separating the wars in which they fought. 


General Washington waged a great, and terrible battle 
against Great Britain. General Lee waged an equally 
terrible battle against The Union Army. Both generals were 
considered traitors by those countries to which they once 
owed their allegiance. 


As the Civil War loomed large on the horizon, Robert, 
who was a colonel at the time, was offered command of 
entire Union Army. President Lincoln admired him, and 
wanted him to take charge of his army. As a devout 
Christian, Lee struggled to make the right decision, and 


finally threw his lot in with The Confederate States of 
America. 


Mary’s father had built an expansive mansion just 
outside of Washington, and Robert lived there with his wife 
prior to the war. But traitors could not be “countenanced,” 
and Mary was forced to leave her beloved mansion. The 
United States government possessed the land, and began to 
fill it with war dead. Why, graves were dug, and bodies 
were buried all around the mansion. 


We call that portion of land... Arlington National 
Cemetery. 


And did I mention? Mary Custis Lee, Robert’s wife, 
traced her heritage to... a former president. None other 
than George Washington. For her grandmother was the 
president’s adopted daughter. Thus, Robert E. Lee was 
President Washington’s great grandson-in-law! (There is no 
record whether George “turned over in his grave”). 


Washington won a country. Lee lost his for a season. 
(Only to take the oath of allegiance at the end of the war). 


The two men lie in crypts, not so very far apart. For 
“George” is buried at Mount Vernon, and “Robert” is 
interred at Lexington, in that beautiful state of Virginia... 
beloved by both. I have visited each of their resting places. 


And I have stood beneath the huge columns of the Custis 
Mansion at Arlington, and I have reflected on the fate of 
George’s in-law, Robert. Two godly men, terrible carnage, 
intense and consistent prayer. Similar agendas. Two 
allegiances. Different outcomes. 


Irony. 


For George and Robert were righteous men, and both 
were in engaged in what they perceived as a sincerely 


righteous cause. And yet, somehow, one of the two seems to 
have been sincerely mistaken. 


I have walked the grassy slopes of Arlington, and 
reflected by the eternal flame of another great president. I 
have stood speechless at The Tomb of The Unknown 
Soldier, where men in blue tread out those famous 21 steps. 


And I suppose “The Old Guard,” which emulates the 
proud tradition of George and Robert, will go right on 
walking that threshold through infinite seasons; come sun, 
come rain, come snow, or dark of night. 


And I suppose that as long as these dedicated troops 
march past those who rendered “the last full measure of 
devotion,” this nation will endure. I think George and 
Robert would be pleased. 
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THE VEIL HAS BEEN RIPPED 


“We have not a High Priest Who cannot be touched by 
the feelings of our infirmities, but He was in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin. Let us come boldly 
to the throne of grace that we may receive mercy for our 
failures, and grace to help in the time of need.” (Hebrews 
4:15,16, KJV) 


Mel Gibson's film, “The Passion” has to be the most 
poignant movie ever made on the subject of Christ’ sacrifice 
on our behalf. It is both raw and powerful. It is both 
fascinating and abhorrent. It is both beautiful, and awful. 

It has the touch of the eternal. It has the unction of The 


Unseen. It was important for me to see, but so gruesome 
that I never want to see it again. 


Scripture tells us that God the Father turned his back 
away on Christ, as The Saviour hung on the cross, since it is 
impossible that God can look upon sin. Christ had become 
The Scapegoat; the miserable little creature that had all the 
sins of Israel laid on its back, and was sent out on its own 
into the wilderness. Jesus experienced something He had 
never known before; the Father’s silence and absolute 
rejection. 


And at the moment of Christ’ death, the curtain of the 
temple was torn in two. The heavy veil, representing both 
God’s holiness, and His distance from mankind, was ripped 
from top to bottom. One doesn’t have to think very long to 
connect the rejection of the Father with the tearing of the 
curtain. Whereas Jesus was rejected, we have been 
accepted. Christ bore the rejection we deserved in order to 
bring many sons to the Father. 


We are accepted on Christ’ behalf. We are invited to 
come boldly to the throne of grace. “Let us come boldly to 


the throne of grace that we may receive mercy for our 
failures and grace to help in the time of need.” 
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WADDLING OUT THE DOOR OF THE CHURCH 


I’ve thought recently about the power of the resurrection 
and the resurrected Christ. I’ve reflected on the “and now 


faith is the substance of things hoped for” mentality of our 
Lord Jesus. For He was the first fruits of all those who will 
be raised from the grave. 


I think of the Profound Theory he proposed... “If this 
temple is destroyed, I will raise it up in three days.” Of 
course, the Jews thought he referred to The Temple; that 
structure that had taken so long to build. Christ did them 
one better. He was talking about The Temple of His own 
Body and the Manifest Miracle that he visualized just a few 
days hence. 


As a counselor, it has been my overriding goal to raise up 
both mature and functional Christians and Christian 
leaders. As Christ visualized what lay on the other side of 
the resurrection, I do likewise. I must theorize, I must 
visualize the new and resurrected creation that exists on 
the other side of my efforts to impact men and women for 
good and for God. 


I’ve thought about a major difference that existed 
between all the pseudo-Messiahs that troubled old 
Jerusalem, and Our Saviour. All but that One died and 
remained dead, and their bodies remain dead ‘til this 
present day. 


But Christ had a Theory that required Action, and He did 
not hesitate to put feet to his words... because He got up! 


We have the same opportunity, as Christians, that Our 
Lord had. We have the opportunity both to theorize, and to 
act. I see too many stagnant Christians; too many that just 
get by. Too many that remain content to fill up pews on 
Sunday, and live out mediocre lives during the week. 


I heard a wonderful story recently. 


In the little town of Duckville there lived a flock of very 
good and very reputable ducks. Every Sunday they rounded 


up their children and waddled down to the Duck Church. 
Hundreds waddled in that direction, and filled up every 
pew. And every Sunday the Duck Preacher waddled to the 
podium, and waxed eloquent. 


On one particular Sunday the Duck Preacher preached a 
sermon that he’d never before preached in the Duck 
Church. He began, “My fellow ducks. You were meant for 
Greatness. You weren’t meant to waddle. You were meant to 
fly. You were meant to fly; over the hills, over the trees, over 
the mountains.” And all the Daddy and Mama Ducks said, 
“Amen.” 


The sermon ended, and the closing line seemed to echo, 
again and again, “You weren’t meant to waddle. You were 
meant to fly.” And the duck congregation, having heard the 
most dynamic and meaningful sermon of their lives, got up 
and... waddled out the door! 


One quality of Greatness, or just plain getting a simple 
task accomplished is: Turning Theory into Action. I’ve 
reflected on it before, that the local cemetery is the richest 
piece of real estate on earth. Richer than the gold mines of 
South Africa. Richer than the oil fields of Saudi Arabia. 
Richer than the timberlands of our own country. Because in 
every graveyard lies thousands of innovative, remarkable, 
but unfulfilled Dreams. Dormant, six foot under. Waiting to 
be fulfilled., but dormant and unrecoverable... Forevermore. 


We have one chance to get it right. We have one life to 
both dream and accomplish our dreams. For every hundred 
good intentions, I’m convinced that a mere few are ever 
accomplished. For every ten good theories, perhaps one 
gets “off the drawing board.” These things ought not to be. 


We breathe life into our theories when we take action. 
Just as surely as the breath of life whelmed up in our Lord’s 
Body when He was resurrected, so surely our plans come to 
life when we dare to act. To do something. 


“My fellow ducks. We weren’t meant to waddle. We were 
meant to fly.” 
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THE MOST DOUBLE-MINDED MAN I EVER MET 


Extremes. 


A subordinate leader mentioned that concept today. And 
it was an insightful thing. 


He sparked a thought. My eyes brightened. I reflected on 
the illusion. 


There’s a saying, “Desperate times require desperate 
measures,” or to paraphrase the statement, “Extreme issues 
require extreme counter- measures.” 


I deal with addicts; addicts of all kinds. And there seems 
to be one common thread woven throughout their beings... 
an unwillingness to take Positive and Extreme Measures. 
The Negative Extremes are like “falling off a log,” and recur 
again and again, with every shift of the wind, every turn of 
the tide. It seems Addicts have too many Trap Doors in their 
Rock 
Bottoms. 


But there’s a quality that always wins out. There’s a 
quality that allows for healing, progress, maturity and 


change. I expect I’ll start referring to it as “The Quality of 
Extremes.” 


In a nutshell it’s all about an Addict’s Willingness to do 
the hard thing; perhaps the hardest thing he’s ever had to 
do. I’ve dealt with too many who claim they’re ready to “do 
whatever it takes,” but they don’t show up for the next 
meeting, they don’t enroll in rehab, they don’t alienate from 
unhealthy relationships. They generally don’t do anything 
worthy of being called “Constructive.” 


I’m convinced that “if you want something you’ve never 
had, you'll have to do something you’ve never done.” It’s the 
Quality of Extremes. You have to trade one extreme for the 
other. Negative for Positive. It’s just about that simple. 


I counseled one curious young man who confused me 
more than the thousands who came before him, if you 
lumped them all together. The little fella was, and stillis a 
“hopeless addict.” He is the most doubled-minded man I’ve 
ever met. We’ve spent hours together, in counseling, 
prayer, group activities, etc. Again, and again, I challenged 
him to get the help he desperately needed. 


Again, and again, he claimed he was ready to do 
whatever was necessary. Again, and again. I mentioned 
rehab. Again, and again. he promised to begin. Again, and 
again, he didn’t. 


The young man has called me, and other leaders asking 
for the names and phone numbers for local rehab facilities. 
We have provided handouts that describe local resources. 
Only to have the poor fella call again two months later... 
asking for the same information. I’ve seen him virtually run 
to the altar, pleading for God to forgive him. I’ve seen him 
high on drugs, and separated from his wife the next day. It’s 
been totally bizarre and paradoxical. 


But too many Addicts live this way. Too many Christians 
treat their petty little inconsistencies this way. Too many 
people are too content with “the way it’s always been.” 


For the more extreme the addiction or issue, the more 
extreme must be the remedy. We are too satisfied with 
Short Term Satisfaction. It woos us like a Siren Song. It’s a 
virtual living, breathing demon of a thing. 


Too few find the way. Too few run the race. Too few take 
hard measures. Too few recover. 


I’m the Spiritual Father of one young lady. The first time 
I saw her she was A Total and Complete Mess. She showed 
up at one of our 12 Step meetings; crying and shaking; 
strung out on cocaine. My leaders and I took her under our 
wings, and got her placed in a rehab. 


Her life is different now. The Quality of Extremes played 
out beautifully in her life. I asked her once, “Judy, what’s 
made you different from any other addict that ever walked 
in my door. How did you stay the course?” To my 
amazement she began to rattle off fifteen boundaries. “I 
don’t travel the same streets I used to. I have let go of 
friends that weren’t good for me. I go to five group 
meetings a week” etc. 


She chose “The Road Less Traveled” and it was a good 
and solid road, a road that led Somewhere. This dear young 
lady adopted a course of action that was hard, that was 
severe, that was far and beyond the mediocre or mundane. 
But it worked, and it continues to work for her. 


I’m convinced that any Addict can recover. I’m convinced 
that any Christian can mature. I’m convinced that any body 
can recover sanity and well-being. 


But we must return to an earlier principle. If you want 
something you’ve never had, you'll have to do something 
you've never done. It’s both that simple and that hard. 


Postscript - (Written many months after the previous 
devotional) “The little fella” I mentioned in the proceeding 
devotional, “the most doubled-minded man I’ve ever met” 
finally experienced Extreme Change. At this moment he is 
enrolled in a long-term drug rehab facility, and is nearing 
“graduation.” Wonder of Wonders, he is considering 
becoming a staff person there, when he completes the 
program. He has told me, “Thanks for not giving up on me.’ 


U 


If he only knew how close I came! 
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DRAGGING CHRIST’ CROSS 
There is a curious verse in Colossians Chapter One... 


“Filling up in my own body the unfinished sufferings of 
Christ (Col. 1:24, KJV) 


Now I don’t know about you, but as a Christian, this is 
about the most foreign concept I’ve ever heard of. Since as 
Christians we’re taught that Christ did quite enough to save 
us. And to think that, somehow, we have a part to play 
seems almost heretical. But it is scriptural, though I think it 
is a very Singular verse in all of the New Testament. 


I have pondered that verse beyond most any verse in all 
of scripture. How can this be? How can this be? How can 
this... but I’m beginning to understand. 


Simon of Cyrene was given a momentary and unexpected 
task, but his work would be memorialized for all time. For 
he was given the inestimable duty of helping with the cross. 
And here again, it’s not the way I would have “written the 
script.” For had I written the story, I would not have 
provided any human assistance for Jesus. He was born to 
carry that cross. He was born to die on that old tree. 
Obviously, he was born to carry it Alone. 


There’s an old song that asks, “Must Jesus bear the cross 
alone?” And the automatic reaction is “Yes. Of course!” 


But we’re stuck with that one little known, nor widely 
quoted verse in Colossians. 


Just as Simon was tasked to carry the cross, so too are 
we. He was the first of what would be millions to drag the 
heavy load. And if you ever named the Name of Christ, 
you've probably carried the well-worn load. 


For we have all suffered, and as His witnesses we are 
being watched. 
Will we bear our cross as purposely, and singly-mindedly as 
the Saviour? Or will we fail in the task He has given us? 


I’m convinced that His Glory is enhanced through the 
glory that is our suffering. Whereas He has gone back to His 


Father’s house, we have been left here, and our suffering 
points back to His own. All that is left is... our participation. 


I struggle with my clients; the sad, the disillusioned, the 
mentally-ill, the physically-hurting. I often remind them of 
this little known verse in Colossians. 


I’m reminded of a couple of other scriptural references. 
“My brothers, don’t be surprised at the fiery trials you’re 
suffering, as though something strange were happening to 
you.” (1*' Peter 4:12, KJV) Peter had it about right. Even the 
heathen suffer. But we suffer in His Name. And I think that 
makes all the difference. 


We mustn't forget that this present world is passing 
away. The trials and difficulties we experience here aren’t 
forever, but they are a reminder of The Eternal. Because 
our ability to endure points to The Eternal. 


While I have never found the faith to request suffering, 
when it has come I have found ways to glorify God in that 
behalf. Though it may seem strange, and contradictory to 
scripture, our suffering brings joy to the Father... when we 
are able to endure it with joy. 


What our enemy meant for bad, God meant for good. 
Again, and again. 


I reflected on a unique concept recently, and though it 
has been conjured up by a multitude of scholars, counselors, 
priests and other philosophers, I like my rendition best. 


“Once the man of God makes an irrevocable decision to 
EXCEL, the power of men or Satan to influence, impact or 
distract us is absolutely nil.” Because the decision has been 
cut in stone, circumstances ought no longer hold sway over 
us. 


Now no suffering ever seems pleasant, and it is far from 
welcome, but we are steeled, we are supported, we are 
invincible when that decision to EXCEL has become 
irrevocable, and no longer open to debate or influence. 


And if these things have been true in every generation, 
among every culture and every age, how much the more 
when we, as Sons and Daughters of The Most High God 
determine to go through, get by, hold steady and do 
spiritual combat. 


May 23 


THE “JUMPERS” OF 911 


I have often thought of the momentary nature of Life. It 
passes quickly and what we have to do, we have to do. The 
Bible refers to life as a fog that sets in the morning, and 
burns off with the heat of the afternoon sun. 


My wife worked at a local hospice for a year, and had the 
privilege of being the last person on earth that many dying 
patients saw, as they were ushered out of this life. 


I’ve often considered the “nature of the beast.” Scripture 
tells us that “It is appointed unto man once to die.” 
(Hebrews 9:27, KJV) Somehow, we live as if we will be the 
one exception to the rule. In the movie, “What about Bob,” a 
little fella scares ”the living daylights” out of a psychiatric 
patient with “I’m going to die. You’re going to die. We’re all 
going to die. What does it matter whether it happens today, 
or fifty years from now, (much sooner in your case), we’re 
all going to die.” 


I’ve reflected on the preparation any generic person has 
before death overtakes them. Some linger with a chronic 
illnesses for years, and they are given more than an 
adequate opportunity to repent, and “turn to the Lord.” 
With others, death overtakes them in a moment; the victim 
of a terrible car crash or homicide. 


I was watching a war documentary the other night and 
was horrified with the story of War World II bombers, and 
how that they were often cut in two parts, as they collided 
with other allied or enemy aircraft. You can see these tiny 
little dots fall out of the fuselage, and realize that they are 
crew members, thoroughly unprepared for the alien 
environment of space. And they fall, and they fall, and... 
they fall. 


Just as poignant is the footage of “the jumpers” who 
attempted to escape the fires of 911. The film clips have 
rarely been shown, but I’ve seen a couple in the past several 
years. Given the “opportunity” to either burn or jump, these 
hapless victims fell a thousand feet to the pavement below. 


What must the aircraft crew members, or victims of 911 
have thought as they plummeted to their deaths? Their 
preparation for the inevitable was short, but almost eternal 
in the scheme of things, as others have died without a 
moment’s warning. 


I’m convinced that we are all given Time. We have all 
had time enough. “For whosoever will call upon the Name 
of the Lord shall be saved.” (Romans 10:13, KJV) and 
“Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved...” 
(Acts 16:31, KJV) I’m convinced that we are all given an 
opportunity to call upon That Wonderful Name that is above 
all names. 


But tomorrow is always a day too late. 


May 24 
“GOD IS ABOUT TO GET HIS’ _—_s*BEAT” 

Mohammed Ali was convinced that Divinity was on his 
side, and his words flew fast and furious that night, as he 
fought his worthy contender. 

“Joe, fall down. Go down, Joe. God is on my side. You’re 
going to lose. The Great and Mighty God has told me you 
can’t win. He will cut you down tonight.” 


Well, Joe was a bit incredulous, as he responded. 


“Listen, Mohammed. I hate to disillusion you, but God is 
about to gethis___ beat.” 


Sure enough, the fighter with the biggest mouth... lost. 


I think sometimes we take God for granted. We think we 
have Him all figured out. We expect Him to fight all our 
battles, and our definition of fair must assuredly be His 
definition. 


Mohammed Ali learned a hard lesson that night. 


We needn’t live very long to learn the same lesson. God 
cannot be trifled with, nor can He be tucked away in a box 
of our own creation. E’er too long we will learn the lessons 
of disillusionment and confusion. 


And while no one will ever whip His A __, our petty 
expectations of Him may be knocked around pretty badly. 


May 25 


SET ASIDE 


There was a custom in the Old Testament that was 
recreated in the New Testament. It involved the use of a 
very plain and common ingredient; Olive Oil. 


The use of olive oil conveyed a special meaning; that of 
“being set aside” for service. In our modern Christian 
culture, we’re familiar with the ceremony. The sick are 
admonished to stand before the elders of the church. The 
ministerial candidate kneels before the credentials 
committee. In each case a drop of oil is applied to the 
forehead, and the prayer of faith is offered. 


But far from being a formal and empty tradition, I’m 
convinced that the physical anointing is not only symbolic, 
but concurrent with the Spiritual Anointing. I know of no 
word that rings more true, or describes in more lucid terms 
that which happens, than the word - Unction. God grants us 
His Unction. We are set aside for service. We are given that 
innate power to succeed; to wrestle victory out of the mouth 
of the lion. 


The Old Testament priests and prophets were far less 
timid or reserved than we. There was no mere brush of the 
finger against the forehead, as the oil was applied. No! A 
large flask of oil, perhaps a gallon, was emptied onto the 
Hungry Supplicant. He would never, ever question the 
anointing that had been granted; it was too memorable. It 
was too obvious. He left the sacred place; wet from head to 
toe. 


Following is a wonderful description of just such an 
anointing: 


Behold how good and how pleasant it is for brethren 

to dwell together in unity. It is like the precious ointment 
upon the head; that ran down upon the beard, even 
Aaron’s beard. That ran down to the skirts of his garment, 
like the dew of Hermon, like the dew that descended, upon 
the mountains of Zion for there the Lord commanded... 
The Blessing, even Life forevermore. Psalms 133 


May 26 
“SNUBBING” SEALS 


I was watching a National Geographic documentary 
today, and learned something new (and that’s always a very 
good thing). It seems that Killer Whales maintain a steady 
diet of seals. They have been known to literally slide their 
immense bodies up onto a beach in pursuit of the smaller 
prey. But that’s not even the most amazing part of it. These 


beautiful black and white mammals have also been seen 
rescuing, what only a moment before, was their favorite 
cuisine. 


I must still be shaking my head, with a silly little smile on 
my face. Because the film cannot lie, and now I see the 
massive creature frolicking in the waves, while all the while 
pushing a little seal towards the shore, and “snubbing” it 
gently onto the beach. Perhaps the old whale had eaten it’s 
full, or maybe, just maybe it experienced a rare moment of 
compassion. 


As human beings we exercise so little grace. There’s an 
old, but 
terrible adage about Christians... that we kill our wounded. 
There was a song once; though I can’t remember the name 
of it. But one 
line went something like, “Don’t let another wounded 
soldier die.” 


Maybe we can learn a lesson from the “Killer” whale. 


May 27 


POISONING THE DRAGON 


I work with dysfunctional people. There’s no other work 
like it. It has it’s 
triumphs. As often as not, defeat is the order of the day. But 
I live for 
those triumphs, and they make all the difference. 


I was watching a documentary about fire-fighting and 
was Struck at 
Closely it parallels the gut-wrenching, day in and day out 
kind of work 
called reconciliation and recovery. 


We see a 300 foot tall gasoline storage tank... completely 
engulfed by 
fire. The flames rage in all their livid colors; the reds, the 
yellows, the 
oranges. 


And far below the ugly sight, some very average men are 
reflected in it’s 
glow. They are sitting down in a circle, around one 
particular fellow that 
seems to be giving orders. 


“Men, it’s like a dragon. We’ve got to put poison right in 
its mouth, 
where it can do the most good. We have one chance; one 
moment to 
orchestrate our plans. If we’re not singing the same note at 
the exact time, 
we will fail.” 


And these very average men set about to pour a massive 
amount of foam 
directly into the storage tank. Sixty-five minutes and only 
sixty-five minutes. 


That was the measured amount, and all they had. At times 
the flames seemed 

to relent. At other times, it seemed that all was lost. But, 
slowly, and 

deliberately, the blaze was controlled. Exactly sixty-five 
minutes. No more, 

no less. The flames were out. 


Oh, so similar; my ministry and those firefighters. I told a 

woman, 

“You've got to do whatever it takes to impact your husband. 
If you keep 

on doing what you’ve always done, you'll keep on getting 

what you’ve 

always gotten.” And, “if you don’t use those last few bullets, 
you'll never 

know whether success was close at hand.” 


Counseling is akin to fire fighting. It’s a lot like putting 
poison 
into the mouth of a dragon. The dragon doesn’t take real 
kindly to it, but it’s 
probably the only way you’re going to kill it. 


And unlike the eventual fate of that fire, nothing’s 
guaranteed with 
such a plan. Laying out mandates and penalties isn’t always 
successful, but 
when one has attempted everything else, what is there to 
lose? 


There is a time and place to challenge dysfunction and 
discord. I believe 
it is sooner, rather than later. 


May 28 


THE PASSING OF MRS. MARTIN 


The passing of an era. The last Civil War widow died 
today! Mrs. Martin 
had been 21 when she married the grand old man in 1926. 
He had sixty 
years on her! But I guess she loved him, or simply humored 
him, or maybe 
she thought he had plenty of money. 


It’s seems odd that, in the 21* century, the last tangible 
remnant of the 
19" century has passed into eternity. And I hasten to write 
these lines 
before the day passes. It seems important to me, as if I 
could capture the 
essence of such an important bit of history. 


For I have been given Today, and tomorrow is an 
unknown pleasure (or 
Battlefield). 


What still remains to me in this life? What experiences 
are yet to be experienced? What dreams remain 
undreamed? 


The passing of time is irrevocable. It is both stark and 
sure. Anew wrinkle here. A gray hair that wasn’t there 
yesterday. Like footprints in the sand, our lives follow, what 
to God, are predetermined pathways into infinity. 


For He knows the course of our lives, and He bids us 
make good choices with the few years He has granted us. 
And we are given the inestimable privilege of cooperating 
with Him. That when the last bugle call sounds, we need not 
hang our heads or bemoan our fates. 


I am grateful for the years I’ve been given. And I am 
determined to make the best of them. 


There’s a phrase I’ve used before, and it goes something 
like, “Once the decision to Excel has been made, the ability 
of man, or circumstances or even Satan himself to deter us 
is virtually nil.” 


That’s how I want to live my life. Whether I live out a 
long life like Mrs. Martin, (she died at the age of 97) or 
whether my days are few. I want my life to count for 
something. No, it’s not important that I’m recognized or 


long-remembered, but it’s absolutely critical that God 
remembers me. 


Yes, it’s essential that I hear the most precious phrase 
that the human ear will ever hear... “Well done, my good 
and faithful servant. Enter into the joy of your Lord.” (Matt. 
25:21, KJV) 


Yes, I want my life to count for something. That’s the 
kind of life 1 HAVE TO LIVE. 


May 29 


GHOSTS IN THE FAST LANE 


My niece had a most unusual experience several years 
ago. 


“Melody” and a guy friend were driving down an old 
back road, that happened to have a pauper’s cemetery 
along it. It was on an Easter night, and the rain was coming 
down in torrents; so hard they could barely make out the 
road before them. 


Suddenly, off to one side of the road, Melody, (the 
passenger,) spotted something eerily different from 
anything she’d ever seen. For she found herself looking at a 
ghostly figure of a woman, luminous, and floating in mid-air. 
Her features were contorted, since her head seemed to be 
laying out on one shoulder. Her entire body was visible, 
except she lacked legs. 


My niece was absolutely amazed, fearful, anxious, and 
perhaps a few other conflicting emotions. She screamed, 
“Mike, did you see that?” To which the young man 
responded, “See what?” 


Melody insisted they turn around. Against his better 
inclinations, the fellow turned the car around, and went 
back. This time they both witnessed the ghastly figure. It 
was the same as before, except the apparition had assumed 
a Slightly different pose. Her head drooped upon her chest. 


Mike and Melody must have been “gluttons for 
punishment” because they turned around once more, and 
went back a final time. Again, the terrible figure was clearly 
visible, though the rain was falling even harder now. 


Melody’s voice still trembles as she describes the event. 
Her eyes seem to grow wild and wide, and she shakes her 
head from side to side. Listening to her, I find I have very 
little trouble believing her words. 


She recited the memory to me in February of this year, 
and I suggested we drive down the same road on Easter 
night. Though it’s been over a decade, the experience 
resides deep in her spirit, and she jumped at the 
opportunity to prove herself. 

Well, reader, we took that short journey, and we saw... 
absolutely nothing. 


Of course, Melody was disappointed, but I encouraged 
her that I believed her account of that rainy night. Of 
course, she appreciated my opinion of her veracity, but I 
could tell; it just wasn’t the same. 


It so happened that I began counseling a new couple a 
few weeks later. “Jim” is a retired highway patrolman, and 
“Debra” is a deputy sheriff. Since they happened to be from 
the little town of Homeland, on a whim I thought I’d ask 
them about my niece’s experience. Their answers surprised 
me. 


Debra responded, “Yes, I’ve heard a few tales of ghosts 
on the road.” 
And Jim was much more specific. “Bill, I’ve investigated 
several accidents on that old road. It seems drivers have run 
into the ditch trying to avoid a person standing in the 
middle of the road. As I understand it, a couple of drivers 
have, seemingly, ran right over a woman. After they have 
climbed out of their cars, there was no one to be seen.” 


Of course, I shared the patrolman’s words with Melody, 
and she felt so affirmed hearing his account. 


Now, I don’t know what I believe about the presence of 
literal ghosts, but I’m sure we’re all haunted by the ghosts 
of our pasts. 


When I interview new clients, I always ask them to 
describe their childhood and adolescence. Believe me, I’ve 
heard some pretty bizarre tales. And so like a soldier that 
goes to war, we cannot escape those intense experiences; 
that linger like ghosts in the fading recesses of our pasts. 


I consider my own Past to be very nominal, very common 
and well within “the margins.” But I have had the 
opportunity, recently, to both recover, and address various 
childhood memories. And so like “ghosts on the highway,” 
I’ve encountered them. 


I encourage such “ghostly encounters.” 


May 30 


PULLING WEEDS 


I remember my first job. A middle-aged Yankee named 
“Mr. Pickens” hired me to pull weeds out of his caladium 
fields. I was a ninth grader at the time, and agreed to work 
for the ridiculous sum of a dollar an hour. But, apparently, 
that was the going rate at the time. 


It’s a wonder I wasn’t disabled for life. For you see, I 
spent hours, on end, spreading my legs wide over rows of 
caladiums, my back bent at a 90 degree angle. 


These plants, colorful miniatures of a larger plant called 
elephant ears, are grown in a rich soil characterized as 
“muck.” After I had worked several hours in the muck and 


the horrendous sunlight, a stranger might easily have 
assigned me a different racial status. 


I still remember my mother “heading me off at the pass.” 

“Royce, you take your shoes off on the back porch. And 
you may as well strip down to your underwear. You’re not 
coming in my house like that.” 

And I dutifully complied with her demands. Funny, I 
hadn’t thought of these things in ever so long. A tear comes 
to my eye. 


I cherish such small and nondescript moments. 


May 31 


THE “OPPORTUNITY” TO LOSE 


Someone said, “If you don’t enter the race, you don’t 
even have the opportunity to lose.” 


For that person counted losing as an opportunity. The 
horse trainer went on to say that, “I can’t win them all. But 
if | keep entering the races, my number is bound to come up 
again.” 


Now, readers I don’t know about you, but I like the 
foregoing statements a lot. Perhaps I’ve already quoted my 
associate counselor. Sherri’s motto is, “If every time I fall 
down, I get right back up, I only get a little bit stronger.” I 
love it. 


No, “you can’t win them all.” You’re going to fall down. 
Again, and again. But that has to be okay. It’s so much 
better than “sitting out the race.” 


For if you’ll hang in there, if you'll allow time and 


discipline to have its way, your number is bound to come 
up. Dear one, stay encouraged. 


June 1 
GREAT IS THY FAITHFULNESS 
“Because of the Lord’s great love we are not consumed, for 


His compassions never fail. They are new every morning; 
great is Your faithfulness.” (Lamentations 3:22,23, NKJV) 


Though Thomas Chisholm was born the year after “Old 
Abe” died, he could easily identify with him. He was born in 
a log cabin in Kentucky, and though he never graduated 
from high school, he served as a teacher in the same 
elementary school he himself had attended. 


Like so many hymn writers, Chisholm was a minister. 
Over a thousand poems have been attributed to him; some 
set to music. And though no particular experience or vision 
prompted him to write “Great is thy faithfulness,” his daily 
experience with his Lord proved more than adequate to 
inspire him. 


I have always loved this old hymn. It is among my few 
favorites. I have often surmised that I would like it sung at 
my own funeral. The concept of God’s absolute faithfulness 
is woven throughout this wonderful melody. 


“Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father! There is no 
shadow of turning with Thee; Thou changest not; They 
compassions, they fail not. As thou hast been Thou forever 
wilt be.” 


Our Lord assured us that, even in his agony, He might 
easily have called ten legions of angels to destroy His 
tormentors and set Him free. Yet His faithfulness prevented 
Him. That “morning by morning” mercy virtually drove Him 
to the cross. His faithfulness set the unfaithful free. 


“AllT have needed Thy hand hath provided. Great is They 
faithfulness, Lord, unto me.” 


June 2 


EAR MUFFS 


I was mowing the grass the other day. Not mine. 


We all reach a certain season in our lives where we are 
“doing” for aged 
parents. At this writing my mother-in-law is in a nursing 
home, and her husband is being “watched” by the eldest 
daughter in the family. 


Perhaps I’m fortunate to have only one service to offer 
at such a time. I mow the grass at their empty house; a 
house they may never occupy again. 


I experience ringing in my ears. The physician has told 
me that the condition could get worse, or my hearing could 
deteriorate more, if I don’t wear hearing protection around 
loud noises. 


I had just bought what I refer to as “ear muffs,” and I 
placed them on my head, as I prepared to mow the yard. I 
was almost startled at the immediate results, (since I was 
not expecting any immediate results) except to have the 
loudness of the mower reduced. 


While the decibel level was reduced, the more obvious 
result was that another of my senses was affected. I realized 
the vibration of the mower more than I have ever realized it 
before. The rumble of that vibration seemed to begin in my 
hands, and crept throughout my entire body. The sense of 
touch, if that is how I am to characterize it, was heightened. 


And I think there’s a fair analogy here. Those determined 
to excel in the faith, and the subsequent working out of 
their faith, become specialists. They may find themselves 
making decisions about how to /imit themselves. So much 
like shutting down one of the five senses in favor of another. 
So much like the previous illustration. 


As we make decisions about our spiritual gifts, we ought 
to become specialists in no more than one, or two particular 
areas of ministry. In doing so, we tune in to a Spiritual 
awareness that is only possible, when we allow ourselves 
that limited frequency on the broad spectrum that we call 
ministry. 

I’m convinced that ten percent of Christians do ninety 
percent of the work that is done in any local church. “These 
things ought not to be.” By not limiting ourselves we 
become a “jack of all trades” and a “master of none.” 


We do Christ’ work a disservice by assuming every 
conceivable role possible to us. Our time is spread across 
too large a spectrum, and we manage to wear ourselves out, 
while our impact is sporadic. 


Though it may seem paradoxical, Christian lay people 
prove much more effective, and their spiritual gifts are 
more readily in operation when they concentrate on a 
specific ministry role. Consider a beam of light. The 
narrower the beam, the stronger the resulting power. We’re 
all familiar with the ability of the laser to cut steel. And alla 
laser is, is concentrated light; something so intangible, but 
so powerful. 


We would do well to identify an area of service and 
dedicate our talents to that small frequency on the 
spectrum. I urge you to resist the temptation to “do it all” 
because no one else has stepped forward to assume their 
rightful role in the church body. 


God uses specialists; those who by prayer and 
circumstances identify their ministry role, and purposefully 
limit themselves in favor of that role. 


June 3 


FOUR O’CLOCKS 


To continue the theme of our last devotional; we are still 
thinking about 
the same yard. My in-laws may never live here again, and 
their lives may be 
measured in weeks or months. 


As I pushed the small mower, I walked past some 
flowering plants, 
called “4 O’Clocks.” Their fragrance hung thick in the air. 
And immediately 
I thought of the value of a life, and the fragrance, (or lack 
thereof) we leave 
behind us when we are no more. 


I cannot imagine living out a dull, mundane life, only to 
die... and be 
immediately forgotten. I cannot imagine hearing God’s 
voice,... and 
pretending I never did. 


Our days on earth can conceivably be as futile, and void 
of worth, as 
anything that Solomon described in the Book of 
Ecclesiastes. But that’s a 
choice we make... daily. 


There are those who leave “stuff” behind. I think of the 
pharaohs, and 
the pyramids. I’m reminded of the glorious riches they took 
with them. Or 
at least that was their agenda. But that stuff was left to 
grave robbers, and 
offered nothing eternal. 


There’s an old adage. No one ever pulled a U-haul 
behind a hearse. 
No, the only thing we leave behind us, when we go, are our 
attitudes, our 
loyalties, our works, and the way people remember us. 


I cannot imagine not leaving something almost tangible 
behind. I cannot 
contemplate not touching the lives of those around me, 
while I still have 
time to do so. 


I want my life to be remembered as a life well-lived, and 
I yearn to 
leave a fragrance in the wake of my passing;... so like the 
fragrance of 
flowers in the wind. 


June 4 
THE BIRTH RIGHT 


(Following is a lecture I gave to a group of home 
school parents) 


I want to speak to you about one of my favorite subjects. 
There is this wonderful, but mysterious thing in scripture I 
choose to call, “The Birth Right.” (Literally, the Old 
Testament Blessing). 


Though that’s not what we’re doing tonight, there are 
similarities. There is the essence of being set aside. There is 
a laying on of hands. The use of anointing oil may be 
included in the ceremony called The Birth Right. 


If you like what we’re about to do tonight, I guarantee 
you'll enjoy the Birth Right just as much. (And I hope you'll 
consider performing this ceremony in your homes sometime 
out there in the future). 


Let’s examine The Birth Right as found in scripture. 


Genesis Chapter 27 gives us an early example ofa 
father’s blessing, also known as The Birth Right. I’ll let you 
read more about it, but notice the following words that 
Isaac spoke over Jacob: 


“The smell of my son is the good smell of the earth and 
fields that Jehovah has blessed. May God always give you 
plenty of rain for your crops, and good harvests and 
vineyards. May many nations be your slaves. Be the master 
of your brothers. May all your relatives bow low before you. 
Cursed are all who curse you, and blessed are all who bless 
you.” (KJV) 


If you put it all in a pot and boiled it down, you'll find 
The Birth Right is a Prophetic Blessing. Another way to put 
it is “The Earnest of Your Inheritance.” Both these phrases 
infer a promise of things to come. The laying on of hands, 
and the spoken word, are visible indicators of invisible, 
future blessings. 


We find The Birth Right mentioned again in Genesis 
Chapter 49. I’m especially interested in the reading of this 
scripture. 


In it the sons of Jacob are being blessed, after Joseph 
and his father are reunited in Egypt. Notice the blessing 
that is said over Judah, a son of Joseph. 


“He has settled down as a young lion. The scepter shall 
not depart from Judah, and all the people shall obey him.” 
(KJV) 


This instance of The Birth Right is almost startling. 
Because it refers not so much to Judah, as it does toa 
descendent of Judah, the One we refer to as our Lord Jesus 
Christ. Jesus has been called The Lion of Judah. This 
wonderful instance of The Birth Right is one of the first 
prophecies of Jesus’ birth, life and ministry. 


One particular example of The Birth Right found it’s way 
into a prayer uttered by a man who has only become famous 
in our time. Most of you are familiar with Jabez. Ina 
unusual twist, Jabez boldly spoke the words of his own Birth 
Right. 


“Lord, place your hand upon me, and bless me, and expand 
my boundaries. Let me do no evil, and Iet evil refrain it’s 
hand from my life.” (1* Chron. 4:10, MPV) 


The Birth Right provokes the receiver to great things. It 
sets a standard of greatness. It flies in the face of 
mediocrity. It continually calls to memory a prophecy once 
spoken. The Birth Right encourages, inspires, reminds, 
blesses, and cuts a pathway into that figurative stone called 
Life. 


I researched Christ’ life and words for some evidence of 
a Birth Right; a spiritual Birth Right that He might have left 
us. I found it in John Chapter 15. Listen to these words: 


“Yes, Iam the Vine. You are the branches. Whoever lives 
in me shall produce a large crop of fruit. As a true disciple 
you will produce a bountiful harvest. 


Your cup of joy will overflow, as you obey me, and 
express love in the same way I have loved you. 


I no longer call you servants. I call you friends. 


You did not choose me. I chose you, and I have given you 
the wherewithal to produce good fruit.” (MPV) 


Let me conclude with some practical guidance about The 
Birth Right. 


I want to encourage you fathers to perform this 
particular ceremony over each of your children at a given 
time and place, chosen by you. You may do it in private, or 
you may make a party out of it, with friends and gifts and so 
forth. 


I’d encourage you to spend an entire month in prayer 
before writing your child’s Birth Right on paper. Ask God to 
give you specific, prophetic guidance about what should be 
included in the blessing. 


The Birth Right should be based on each individual 
child’s personality, and natural abilities. The verse “Train 
up a Child in the way he should go” (Proverbs 22:6, KJV) 
literally implies bringing a child along according to his 
“natural bent.” 


The Birth Right is a laying on of God’s expectations and 
encouragement. It is a setting aside for spiritual and 
practical service. It is a determination on your part, as 


spiritual head of the home, to break generational patterns 
or cycles. It is an admonition to the child to excel, and 
achieve greatness. It will serve as an ever-living memory in 
the mind of a child who is too quickly becoming an adult. 


We’re all familiar with a Last Will and Testament. The 
Birth Right is both similar and different. The Birth Right is a 
Living Will. The Birth Right is about a living person. The 
Birth Right is about setting a stage and a standard for that 
precious creature you call... your child. 


In my counseling practice I have actually written Birth 
Rights, and performed the ceremony over adults who never 
had the opportunity to know the kind of fathers I think you 
are. 


Let me admonish you fathers to consider bestowing The 
Birth Right on each of your children, at a time and place of 
your choosing. While this is a rare ceremony in our culture, 
it has a rich history and proud tradition. Our spiritual 
fathers have set such a standard for us. They have passed 
the baton to you. I hope you'll grasp it, and pass it on.” 


June 5 
WHATEVER IT TAKES 


(The following pledge is not of my own 
authorship. Its author is unknown to me.) But | 
think it’s Great. 


lam a part of the fellowship committed to 
doing WHATEVER IT TAKES. I have the Holy 
Spirit power. The die has been cast. I’ve 
stepped over the line. | am out of the comfort 
zone. The decision has been made. I’m a 
disciple of His. | won’t look back, let up, slow 
down, or back away. My past is redeemed, my 
present makes sense, and my future is secure. 
| am finished, and done with low living, sight 


walking, small planning, smooth knees, 
colorless dreams, tame visions, mundane 
talking, selfish giving, and dwarfed GOALS! 


I no longer need pre-eminence, prosperity, 
promotions, or popularity. | don’t have to be 
right, first, tops, recognized, praised, regarded 
or rewarded. I now live by presence, lean by 
faith, love by patience, lift by prayer, and labor 
by power. 


My face is set, my gait is fast, my GOAL is 
heaven, my road is narrow, my way Is rough, 
my companions few, my guide reliable, my 
mission clear. | cannot be bought, 
compromised, detoured, lured away, turned 
back, diluted or delayed. | will not flinch in the 
face of sacrifice, hesitate in the presence of 
adversity, negotiate at the table of the enemy, 
ponder at the pool of popularity, or meander in 
the maze of mediocrity. 


| won’t give up, shut up, let up, or burn up till 
I’ve preached up, prayed up, paid up, stored 
up, and stayed up for the cause of Christ. 


| am a disciple of Jesus. | must go till He comes, 
give till | drop, preach till all know, and work 
till He stops. 


And when He comes to get His own, He’ll have 
no problem recognizing me because | have 
dedicated my life to be part of the fellowship 
committed to doing... 


Whatever it takes. 


June 6 


DISAPPOINTED WITH GOD 


I’m a bit disappointed with God today. 


The most pious among you may immediately feel like 
scolding me, or perhaps you would be so bold as to play a 
“Job’s comforter.” People reflecting on life, the way I’m 
reflecting on life today, really don’t need that kind of 
“comfort.” 


Perhaps it would be cathartic for me to be specific, and 
to tell you that lately I’ve been jealous of both secular and 
religious people “who have,” who are well-established, or 
who find roses under every doormat. 


I just spoke with my son, Steve. Though he has a GED, 
his job pays him six figures, and his bonus and salary is 
being increased this year. And I’m so glad for him. But it’s 
too easy to let my jealousy run wild, and feel real sorry for 
myself, when it seems that I struggle for every dime that 
“comes down the pike.” I have often remarked to my son, 
and others that I should go back and get my GED! 


I work as a private contractor in a church counseling 
agency. Since my income is derived from the number of 
cases I keep, it can be a tenuous undertaking at times. Over 
the past ten years I’ve had the opportunity to impact 
hundreds of marriages and thousands of clients, and that 
feels good. 


But unfortunately, I can’t take “impact” to the bank. A 
fair percentage of my counseling is sliding scale and some is 
pro bono. I admit it. I’ve struggled to keep this ministry 
afloat. There is always that balance, (that looks more like 
imbalance) between ministry and livelihood. 


I guess I’m just jealous. It seems that a large majority of 
those in ministry struggle, and candidly, it seems that God 
could do a little better by us. But enough of such musings. 


I must remind myself that He is not uncaring or 
unmindful of my plight. Granted, I don’t know why He 
chooses to withhold, when He has such authority and power 
to supply. 

But I am in good company with many millions who have 
gone before me, who have ministered, and who have 
struggled, and who have not always understood. 


The Apostle Paul struggled to understand, but he seems 
to reach a conclusion in one particular place. “I know how 
to suffer loss and how to abound,” (or “I know the blessings 
of much and the discipline of little”). 


And while my humanness cries out for justice and 
vindication; He is my Vindicator and Rewarder. I must wait 
patiently for Him to act on my behalf. 


My doubts subside when I consider the things He has 
done for me in the past, and when I recall promises with 
which He graces my future. 


June 7 


A FEW STROKES AWAY 


There’s nothing like the Olympics; at least for me. 


And I suppose of all of my favorite sports, one of my top 
two or three is gymnastics. It’s not a sport for the faint at 
heart; at least if you happen to be the participant. 


As I write this, I’m heavily engaged in watching this 
sport, among others. 


Last night an extremely talented guy named Paul Hamm 
competed against other world class athletes for the all- 
around single gymnastics title. Given, he’s the current 
world gymnastics title holder, and favored to win the gold 
medal. 


However, he has experienced stiff competition from 
South Korea and Japan, and the fate of the gold medal 
remained in question throughout several rotations of the 
event. As the competition continued, mere thousandths of 
points separated the exceptional from the best. 


Then a crucial turn of events occurred that almost 
guaranteed failure for Paul Hamm. I watched as he ran 
down the lane towards what is referred to as the vault. As 
he sprang over it, the incredible happened. He fell, and 
tumbled to his right, landing almost squarely in the arms of 
a judge! That “little slip” ushered him from 1° place to 12" 
place. 


Now friends, I don’t know about you, but that little slip 
would have driven most of us to “Give Up City.” The 
average man might have thrown up his hands in despair, 
and exclaimed, “I can’t do this.” But not Paul Hamm. 


Amazingly, he steeled himself for a final apparatus. The 
rings. I watched as he twisted, and cartwheeled, and all the 
rest, and finally dismounted to the carpet below. Absolutely 
flawless! Not only did he perform superbly on the rings, but 
he “stuck” the landing. He had done the (almost) 
impossible. 

I watched as our hero mounted the medal platform. He 
stood in the middle. He was crowned with a laurel wreath, 
and a GOLD medal was placed around his neck. 


People like Paul Hamm inspire us. We can only smile and 
shake our heads. But do we emulate them, or do we find 
ourselves forgetting that little reflection of excellence... in 


favor of the average, mundane, and generally mediocre? I 
think most of us find themselves in this general category. 


There’s a wonderful scripture that reads, “Since we are 
surrounded by such a vast array of witnesses, let us strip off 
every article of clothing, and the sin that so easily attaches 
to us, and let us run with endurance the race that is ours to 
run.” (Hebrews 12:1 MPV) 


Track and Field was the most popular of sports in early 
Greek and Roman times. It was the custom for men to 
compete without a stitch of clothing. Now before you jump 
to conclusions; only men attended these events. In modern 
times we have reverted to spandex, but the principle is still 
the same; aerodynamics and speed. 


One of my personal heroes once wrote home to his 
mother. A 23 year old full colonel in the Civil War, Robert 
Gould Shaw led one of the first regiments of black soldiers. I 
can almost read his thoughts, as he wrote: "Mother, I 
wonder if I will account for very much.” (He did). 


And I have wondered the same thing, again and again. 
But that’s okay, and that happens. But the things that 
matter are the attitudes, and the subsequent actions that 
look like never giving up. A friend of mine once said, “If 
every time you fail, you get right back up, you only geta 
little bit stronger.” I believe her. 


I believe that excellence, even in the gaping mouth of 
defeat, remains possible and very likely. Now I’m not 
talking about becoming a Paul Hamm, nor do I infer that 
everything we set our hand to will surely turn to gold. I 
think God is much more concerned with a spirit of 
excellence, than He is with any particular outcome. 


When it is all said and done, when it is all over, when we 
arrive at the throne of God, only two things will ultimately 
matter. Will we be able to say “I have done my best, I have 


run the race,” and will we hear our Saviour respond, “Well 
done, My good and faithful servant.” 


We are the writers of our own spiritual destinies. God 
has entrusted us with the pen of life. What kind of writing 
have you been doing? Excellence is only a few strokes away. 


June 8 


BRINGING DOWN A TREE 


“Without a vision the people perish.” (Prov. 29:18, KJV) 


“Now faith is that tangible substance we expect and 
yearn for, the absolute proof of things not yet seen.” 
(Hebrews 11:1, MPV) 


I love these two verses. I believe every “Person of 
Excellence” considers such script and writ the keystone of 
their existence. 


Two tall pines trees stood in my yard earlier today. Only 
one now stands 


But let me begin at the beginning. 


Hurricane Charley blew through our state a week ago, 
and left the kind of devastation I saw in Miami, after 
Hurricane Andrew. Thousands of homes, and what seems 
like millions of trees have been demolished; and in terms of 
the latter, uprooted. 


My tiny piece of the world was fortunate. Though 
surrounding cities and communities were horribly impacted, 
my home and yard came out “smelling like a rose.” With one 
exception. After the storm I noticed that one of my two pine 
trees was leaning at a 45 degree angle, towards my house. 
Only ten feet separated it from the edge of my front porch. 
Too close for comfort; three tons of wood ready to slam into 
a very vulnerable roof. 


My wife suggested we “take the thing out.” Dozens of 
local (and not so local) tree companies are currently 
scouring our area for profit, as a result of Hurricane 


Charley. They will do well... but not in my yard, and not 
with my trees. 


A plan began to form in my head a few days ago; a plan 
that stretched my credulity like a rubber band. I caught a 
vision for what could be, but what wasn’t, and what could 
easily remain in the “wasn’t category.” 


Now I’m a dreamer. And I don’t mean to suggest that 
dreamers can’t be realistic, but I believe that the margin is 
very fine, and that a healthy dream is a constant tug of war 
between the invisible, and the visible; the doable and the 
ridiculous. 


But back to my story. The old pine tree leaned 
precariously towards my house, and it occurred to me that 
two relatively unskilled people could take it down. You 
would have to know me, but my mechanical, maintenance 
and every other hands-on skill is pretty low. Yet, the vision 
remained, and “would not let me go.” I decided to do 
something about it. 


My son and I hatched a plan, and suddenly I could see 
the thing done, though that twenty-five footer still loomed 
high above my head. 


Gary shimmied up the tree using his tree stand, (a device 
hunters use to climb trees). He attached a rope half-way up 
the tree, and I looped the other end around the trailer hitch 
on his truck. Using a chain-saw he cut a notch a few feet 
below the tie off. It was all down hill from there. 


I revved up that four-wheel drive, and proceeded to pull. 
After a few moments, half the tree separated with a 
enormous Pop. Gary had the lower half down in a quarter 
hour. 


I think we live too far below our means. I think our vision 
is too quickly obscured. I think too many sacrifice dreams 
for a “quality” I’ve written about in the past; “Stuckness.” 


There are trees in our way. Some are threatening, and 
liable to fall. It is too easy to cower in fear, or procrastinate 
away priorities. There are dreams to be coveted and there 
are victories to be won. And every time I dream and win, it’s 
so much easier to dream again. And every time I dream and 
lose, I’m encouraged that God has noticed, and that he still 
nods his head in approval. 


June 9 
RUDY 


I wrote a previous devotion entitled “Look for that One.” 
I’m taken up with the themes of Dreams and Discipleship. 
They just naturally go together like peaches and cream. 


No one I know better exemplifies the verse, “Now faith is 
the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things 
not seen,” (Hebrews 11:1, KJV) more than Rudy Ruettiger. 
You may have seen the depiction of his life in the movie, 
“Rudy.” 


Rudy was a working class young man with a 
generational predisposition to work in the steel mills, like 
his father before him. His family was Catholic, and had a 
ardent devotion for The University of Notre Dame, and it’s 


wonderful football team. But that’s as far as it went; looking 
on from afar and “knowing your place.” 


Even for his average grades in high school, and “five foot 
nothing” frame, Rudy had a Dream; a dream that would not 
be denied. In the movie we see the young man promising 
himself, and anyone else who’d listen, that he would not 
only be accepted into that university, but play footfall for 
them. Again, and again, he was laughed at, put down, and 
generally disbelieved. 


But there’s always someone who seems to come along 
side, and stand with us in the shadows; (At least that’s been 
my experience). Pete was Rudy’s best friend, just another 
working class kind of guy; someone destined to work in the 
mills all his life. But Pete was that sort of guy who stood 
with his “little buddy.” In the movie version of Rudy’s life, 
we see Pete giving him a Notre Dame sweater. And he is 
heard to say, “No one ever looked more natural in it.” To 
which Rudy responds, “Pete, you’re the only one who ever 
believed in me.” 


Rudy surprised everyone, (except Pete of course). He 
enrolled in Holy Cross Junior College, just across the river 
from Notre Dame. The little man submitted himself to an 
academic discipline he’d never attempted. He exercised his 
body and tempered his mind on a daily and unceasing basis. 
Rudy applied, again, and again to Notre Dame; only to 
again, and again, be refused admission. 

But those at the grand old school had no concept of 
Rudy’s determination. He must have used a ream of 
enrollment applications. But this time was different. 


Rudy sits there, just across the river from that great 
university. His hands tremble, as they have trembled 
several times before, and he unseals the envelope. Slowly, 
the camera turns from a weeping Rudy to the towering 
fortress called Notre Dame. He’s finally been accepted! 


Now that would have been enough for most of us, but 
Rudy was not most of us. His determination gained a 
hundred pounds that day! The little man that couldn’t, did 
and could! 


Time would fail me to properly tell the story, but now the 
second half of the vision kicked in. Rudy set his sights on an 
oblong ball and a stadium “as big as all outdoors.” You 
would have had to have known Rudy. Nothing seemed to 
deter him. Oh sure, he’d managed to go to a prestigious 
school, and make passing grades, but “this little shrimp” 
had no possibility of playing on a football team that 
consisted of giants. If you thought this you would be... 
Wrong. 


He tried out, and impressed the coaches with his stamina, 
“sheer intestines,” and the Jack of any natural ability. The 
coaches quarreled among themselves before giving Rudy an 
opportunity to join the scrimmage team. At least he would 
have a chance to “mix it up” with the best in college 
football. But that still wasn’t enough for little Rudy. 


Now I can’t tell you that he didn’t make a few enemies, or 
make the average players look mediocre. He did. Not for his 
ability, but for his gumpshun. For on the practice field, 
though only occasionally, Rudy would manage to tackle a 
huge offensive linesman or swift quarterback. 


Rudy longed for the opportunity to play in one year, in 
one season; if in only one game. A player isn’t listed as an 
official team member, unless they “dress out” for one game. 


It was his senior year, and it didn’t look like he’d have a 
chance to dress out. The previous coach had promised him 
the opportunity, but he was gone now, and the years had 
drifted by. The last game of his senior year approached. 

Suddenly, the biggest and baddest of his team members 
found their hearts changed towards the young “whipper 
snapper” who tried so hard, but who lacked so much. The 


roster for the final game was posted... and he wasn’t on it. 
The players talked among themselves and came up with a 
plan. One by one, beginning with the team captain, each 
player walked into the coach’s office, and laid their shirts on 
his desk. 


One by one their words echoed the last... “Coach, Rudy 
deserves my spot in this game. Let him dress out in my 
place.” The coach was moved to tears. Rudy dressed out! 


The game proceeded, and Rudy warmed the bench. 
Notre Dame was leading Georgia Tech by over twenty 
points, and the Catholic coach seemed content for his team 
to hold the ball during the last remaining seconds. His team 
had other ideas. 


The ball was thrown and the ball was received, and the 
great old school had earned another touchdown. Rudy 
might still get a chance to play, as suddenly “Rudy, Rudy, 
Rudy” resounded throughout the stadium. The little man 
would not be denied his small moment in history. The coach 
gave the nod, and Rudy ran out into the field of battle. 


The little fella with the magnificent heart ran two plays 
that day; the last two plays in the game. In the last play of 
his last game he tackled the offensive receiver before the 
whistle finalized the game forever. It was thirty years ago, 
but to this day Rudy is the last player ever carried off that 
famous field; on the shoulders of his team members. 


Dreams and Discipleship. Rudy had a Dream. He 
believed when almost no one else did. Rudy is remembered. 
His friend Pete has been forgotten. But it was Pete who 
believed in him, when no one else did. Pete had been Rudy’s 
first, albeit momentary mentor. He believed in him fora 
little while, and that set the sails of his whole life. 


I love and choose to emulate the qualities of both Rudy 
and Pete. Like Pete I am raising up disciples; those who 


would submit themselves to discipline, and the 
encouragement that is mine to give. Like Rudy I dream 
Dreams; some known to all, and some which remain 
unknown to any. 


Like Rudy my life has been difficult, and things have 
been slow “coming to me.” But I follow after, and press 
towards the mark. Like Pete, I and many like me remain 
unknown, but that’s entirely okay, if we are to influence a 
few, and win some. It may sound paradoxical and 
contradictory, but I’m glad for the opportunity to live out 
Colossians, Chapter One... “Filling up in my own body the 
unfinished sufferings of Christ.” 


Rudy and Pete have some extraordinary and eternal 
lessons to teach us. 


June 10 


A SECOND CHANCE 


“If a man die, shall he live again?” (JJjob 14:14, KJV) 


Much has been written about the notion of death. There 
are poems, and narratives, and stories. There are the 
Shakespearean plays, and dark poems written by even 
darker poets, there are the books aplenty, and first person 
accounts of their own singular passing. 


But there’s a journey from theory to reality, as there is in 
all the disciplines of life. 


It all becomes remarkably real when you begin to lose 
someone to the Inevitable; when you are given the 
opportunity to commune with those who are actively, and 
irrevocably passing over. 


I have always been fascinated by death, but death as a 
theory. I’ve always been captivated by poems that extol the 
virtues of dying a good death, and I’ve enjoyed walking 
through cemeteries, galore. The monuments and 
inscriptions fascinate me. 


But theory must always give sway to reality, if we are to 
mature and approach life, as it was meant to be 
approached. Theory is head knowledge. Reality is that gut- 


level, hard-fought experience of the soul, and there’s just no 
substitute for experience. 


There’s a movie called, “Meet Joe Black” in which death 
takes on the form of a man, and appears to his next 
“candidate.” During the movie, death ceases to be the 
mortal enemy of the man, but rather, assumes the role of 
his friend and confidant. Death’s nominee accepts his 
demise, and virtually walks hand in hand with him into the 
shadows. That’s just about as real as it gets. 


I met death recently. 


No, I didn’t die, nor was I resurrected to live again. But 
it was still one of the most unique experiences I’ve had the 
opportunity to pass through. For I met a candidate, and I 
spent time with a nominee. And that’s the closest we get, ‘til 
we are personally visited by “Joe Black.” 


I’ve been given two profound opportunities to impact the 
candidate in question. I failed miserably in the first, and 
succeeded beyond my wildest expectations in the second. 


My mother-in-law was a quiet, but deeply religious 
woman who knew a great deal of heartache in her time. She 
knew grief and disillusionment in her time. She suffered 
intense physical pain in her time. 


We’d never exchanged much more than small talk, and 
polite bantering; over the course of forty years. But this 
time was different, and her words seemed to pierce me to 
the quick. 


“Royce, I feel like I need to talk. I’ve got some things I 
need to share with someone. Could you spare a little time 
sometime soon?” 


But I responded with a pat, but insufficient answer-... 
“Ruby, I can’t do that. It’s considered unethical for 
counselors to counsel a relative or close friend.” 


Well, that was the correct answer; at least if you are to 
believe all the text books, and professional associations. But 
I knew when I responded that my answer fell short of the 
spiritual mark that God was drawing in the sand that day. 


I don’t remember the look on her face. Perhaps I 
purposely turned my head from her. But I can imagine it 
was the look of disillusionment and disappointment. I'll 
never know what my mother-in-law wanted to share with 
me. I'll never know the emotions she might have divulged. 
I’ll never know the confidence she might have invested. I’ll 
never have the opportunity to relieve whatever distress she 
knew. 


I regret my hapless decision to “cut her off.” Knowing my 
mother-in-law, her closed personality, the valiant way she 
experienced pain, she never attempted to share with 
another, whatever it was she would have shared with me. I 
can only imagine the fresh reclusiveness of her soul, having 
been denied the opportunity to reveal it. Her “never to be 
realized” opportunity will haunt me, ‘til I lay it all down. But 
I cannot return to it. There are no time machines. 


Yet, I’m glad that wasn’t the end of the story. 
Providence, or fate, or God or whatever we wish to call it 
gave me another chance; a chance to redeem myself. 


Death was knocking loud on the door of that little lady’s 
life. She had broken her hip earlier in the year, and her 
mind joined her body in the march towards resignation. 
Now it’s never been my “style” to visit nursing homes, but I 
visited her occasionally. 


Ruby was “somewhere in between” most of the time. 
Some days were better than others, and there were the 


occasional lucid moments. There were those strange 
responses and poignant phrases from her. Though she knew 
the Lord, she didn’t seem keen on going with Him, 
immediately. She’d look up at the ceiling, and says things 
like “Go away. It’s not time yet,” or “Stop all that singing.” 
At other times, she’d reach upward, and move her fingers; 
something many do, when they close in on death. 


But “Joe Black” insisted, and he seemed to linger on the 
periphery, and no one doubted where all this was going. 
The fragile woman was moved between several facilities 
during those three months; once as a result of poor nursing 
care, and another time for pain management purposes. 


The weeks progressed, and the fervor of their impact on 
my mother-in- law paralleled that progression. She no 
longer spoke, but seemed to recognize one or the other of 
us, and she seemed to respond to our words. 


No, my friends, Joe Black is neither the enemy, nor the 
intimate friend of the dying. He is a stranger that comes to 
visit, and to ultimately claim the mortal breath of God’s 
intimate creation. He is a stranger that began to prepare for 
his once, and final visit at the moment of our conception. 


The little lady had been transferred to hospice care. She 
was frail, and no longer took water or nourishment. Regular 
doses of morphine were administered, though she 
occasionally exhibited symptoms of recognition. 


I can only echo what has been written about end of life 
care. It really is about living, not about dying. Or at least it 
can be. The room was neither very dark nor extremely 
bright. But flowers and balloons covered tables, and favorite 
family photographs were pinned to the wall. A gospel CD 
played softly, and several family members talked quietly to 
one another. 


Having failed my first opportunity, I was given a second 
chance to pour into the life of my precious mother-in-law. 
(The irony was that it came so late into her journey, and this 
time she hadn’t asked for my assistance). 


It’s not real clear these eight weeks later; someone may 
have suggested it, or it may have just occurred to me. But I 
moved close to the bed of the dear lady, and whispered in 
her ear. “Mom, I want to sing you a song. I think you might 
like it." 


Now I don’t know how people just get up and sing in 
church, without sheet music. While I’ve been able to 
memorize scripture, it’s never been that way with music. 
But I was determined to come along side, and do what little 
I could do at “such a time as this.” 


With each passing day I sang to her. Each time I sang, 
the tenor of it all seemed more natural. It didn’t matter who 
stood nearby, or whether I was alone in the room. Songs 
like, “Til the Storm Passes By,” and “I’d Rather Have Jesus,” 
and of course, “Amazing Grace” flowed from my lips. And 
there was no forgetting the words; not one time. They were 
all there. 


And the hand of “Joe Black” was stayed for a season, as 
if the love of her family, and what I refer to as “my second 
chance” could make a temporal difference in the scheme of 
last things. 


They say that hearing is the last thing that goes. I 
believe that. That knowledge is almost intuitive to those 
who minister to dying patients. I like to think that my frail 
attempt at music helped set the stage, for the last scene my 
mother-in-law would ever play. 


Death once was a theory for me. Reality has replaced 
theory, as a storm replaces hush. 


There’s a poignant verse in The Book of Jonah... “And the 
word of the Lord came to Jonah a second time.”(3:1, KJV) 
The prophet was given a second chance to do the right 
thing, to do “the God thing,” to get busy doing what he 
should have been doing all along. I got my second chance. 

My submission to God’s voice, and that second chance 
will remain a watershed event for me. My lack of words in 
the first case gave way to a multitude of words in the 
second. 


I like to think that my mother-in-law and I knew each 
other better at the end of her fateful journey. 


I’m so grateful for that second chance. 


June 11 


DEAD MENS’ BONES 


“You are whitened tombs, but inside you are corrupt; 
nothing more than dead men’s bones.” (Matt. 23:27, MPV) 


I have been taking down my backyard fence the past 
couple of weeks. I set into the task with vigor, and managed 
to take down all the fence panels in a few hours, over the 
course of two days. However, I left the posts up, and 
finished that task today. 


Well, the fence had been in place for over twenty years, 
and I’d replaced a panel here, and one there, but much of it 
was original. 


I expected the posts would present a challenge. They 
were heavy and sunk three feet in the earth. However, as I 
grasped the first post, and moved it one way, and then the 
other... it began to crack. And with a little effort I managed 
to break it off flush with the top of the earth. Ground rot 
and termites had made my task much easier. Each post, in 
turn, broke off easily, with only a few exceptions. 


Suddenly I remembered the scripture that speaks of 
“dead men’s bones.” Jesus was as hard, as hard ever was, 
on people like the Pharisees. He knew men, and He knew 
what was in the heart of man. 


The majority of the fence posts looked fine. They had 
held up well those twenty years, as new panels were tacked 
up, deteriorated, and had to be replaced again. But 
something was going on just beneath the surface. The old 
posts were rotting away. 


Our lives are a lot like those old posts. We may look fine, 
we may appear functional, we may even fool a minister or 
counselor. But our souls are dark and our spirits remain 
empty. 


Two pastors, who still fill their own respective pulpits, 
are notable examples. They held the masses spellbound, and 
influenced many for good and for God. They were doing, for 
all intents and purposes, a good work. But we all know the 
rest of the story. One was arrested for bribery and misuse of 
ministry funds, having paid off a woman with whom he’d 
had a momentary sexual encounter. 


The other, a member of the same denomination, sat in the 
seat of judgment. He appeared on several talk and news 
shows, and couldn’t say enough about the other pastor’s 
indiscretion. 


A few months later, that second pastor was found out. It 
seems he had frequented the red light district of a nearby 
city. And though remorseful, and apologetic to his 
congregation; in short order, he “slipped” again. 


Oddly, and “by accident,” I had the opportunity to speak 
to his associate pastor years later. I counseled at a satellite 
location once a week, and one day I sat behind the desk 
waiting for my next client. There was a knock on the door, 
and when I answered it, a well-dressed man asked whether 
the pastor was available. 


As he and I talked he revealed that he’d worked under 
J.S., and that he’d suffered indignation over that pastor’s 


moral choices. These are the words he shared with me that 
day. 


“After the first discovery, I begged J. to get help; to go 
for therapy, or to consult with someone trained to help him. 
He refused. And you know, it happened again.” 


Accountability is crucial for ministers and laymen, alike. 
I believe these two pastors lacked that discipline. I believe 
they began to feel invincible, and only subject to their own 
authority. 


Now I know the freedom of working alone. For the first 
time in my life I feel like my own boss. I work under a pastor 
who is very liberal to give me a great deal of latitude, and 
certainly no “hands on” supervision. I am a private 
contractor, and serve the church at their and my own 
“pleasure. 


But lately I’ve enjoyed more accountability that ever 
before in this work. You see I have four friends who happen 
to have one time been my clients, but who now serve me in 
subordinate roles in the counseling center. Though they 
aren’t my supervisors, but I theirs, we spend time 
discussing the roles, challenges, heartaches, and 
temptations of ministry. While it may not serve every person 
or location, in various ways we act as the others’ 
accountability partners. 


Granted, there is embarrassment, and there is a 
necessity to “humble down” a bit, but it’s worth it. We find 
the unction to “empty out,” and the grace to confess our 
faults one to another. 


The man of God need not go it alone. 


June 12 


CALLED FAITHFUL 


I was watching a program called “Unex” the other day, 
and a fascinating clip concerning a psychic detective came 
on the screen. It seems he has an unusual, and what he 
characterizes as “a God-given ability” to locate the 
murderers of homicide victims. 


He plays the part of a human lie detector, and when he’s 
not interviewing potential murderers, he’s pulling together 


clues to murders. He’s just plain good at what he does. You 
would have had to have seen the segment. 


Now I don’t know what you think of psychic detectives, 
and I really don’t have any particular opinions about that 
man or his work, but he said something that rang true, and 
should be the basis of every Christian’s mission statement. 


“When I leave this earth, my mark is here. I did what I 
had to do.” 


So much like Paul’s tribute to his own life: 


“IT do no imply that I have arrived. I am still learning, 
changing and 

maturing. But I consider the day when I will finally 
reach the prize, the 

goal, the finish line. 


No, my brethren, I am not all that I should be, nor what 
I will be, but 

I bring all my energies to bear on this one thing. I forget 
the past, 

and gaze with jealous eyes towards the future Christ has 
for me. I 

strain to reach the finish line, and receive the reward 
bestowed on 

those who are called Faithful.” (Phil. 3:12-13, MPV) 


More than anything else, much more than anything else, 
I long to leave this earth better than I found it. I realize my 
time is short. It is momentary. It is like a fog that passes in 
the morning. 


I realize my influence isn’t limited to those I can see, 
touch or speak to in this life. I’m a writer. I’m determined 
that my work outlives me. Then too, I know that if I teach 
and inspire function, maturity and change in my clients and 
students, status quo is shaken. 


When cycles are broken, positive traditions may be 
passed down _ through countless generations. I’m sure 
that people I will never meet, in this life, will be influenced 
by my life. 


I believe that teachers have such a supreme 
responsibility to IMPACT and INFLUENCE. And that if they 
fail in that mission, they fail supremely. 


And this small devotion is just another example of my 
earnest desire to impact you, reader. Don’t fail your 
mission. Don’t you dare fail. God has placed such an 
awesome responsibility in your hands. Hold it close and 
dear. 


June 13 


NOT HERE... HERE 


I love to watch documentaries about The Civil War, 
World War I, and World War II. We owe much to these men 
who sacrificed “their last full measure of devotion.” 


And there were heroes on all sides, and occasionally 
heroism seemed to border on obsession. 


As I was watching one particular film clip, I could only 
shake my head and smile. It seems an ardent German 
soldier was captured at Normandy in World War II. An 
enthusiastic American lieutenant decided to take advantage 
of any information he had. He began to query the young 
Nazi... 


“T want to know where the mine fields are in this area. Tell 
me now.” 


Well, it seems this young German wasn’t all that 
interested in revealing the required information; which 
caused the American to notch up his efforts. He reached to 
his hip, and pulled out his revolver. 


“Look here, if you don’t tell me what I want to know, I'll 
shoot you!” 


Having said this, he shot between the soldier’s legs; stirring 
up a small cloud of dirt. 


What happened next was surprising, even to this battle- 
weary officer. The ardent Nazi smiled, and pointing to his 
private parts, said “Not here,” and then moving his 
forefinger to his head, exclaimed, “Here!” 


We have a lot to learn from this ardent young soldier. 
There are too many among us who are content to wile away 
their lives on earth, without purpose and without mission. 
He was not one of them. 


But I’m more concerned here with a different theology. 
As Christians I think too many of us take our high calling for 
granted. 


I call them “the 2%,” for I’m convinced that one in fifty 
Christians are filling the role for which they have been 
redeemed. 


We are fair-weather Christians; content to fill up a pew, 
and to sing a few songs. 


June 14 


A FRIEND IN THE DARK 


Abraham Lincoln, we all know, was killed at the height of 
his presidential career. The Civil War was over, for all 
intents and purposes, though a few skirmishes continued to 
erupt. 


He had gone to Ford’s Theater with the thought of 
recreation and the sweet relief that only major success 
brings to a man. The import of that night would be anything 
but what he expected a few hours earlier 


And almost a century and a half later we know the rest of 
the story. 


A dear, sensitive, but fiercely determined man would die 
as day broke over Washington. He had been taken to an 
apartment across the way from the theater, and laid 
diagonally across a bed, due to his tall frame. People milled 


in and out of the room, but one man remained through the 
night; griping the president’s hand. 


As I write this devotion, I never heard the man identified, 
but his identity is not all that important. What he did was 
crucial. 


For as the president lay there, he sat by his side, ever 
holding his hand. At one point one of the cabinet secretaries 
asked the man, “Why do you sit there with our unconscious 
president, hour after hour, like you do? Why, he doesn’t 
even know you’re here.” 


The man’s response was both empathetic and eloquent. 
“Because if he awakes in the dark, he’ll know he has a 
friend.” 


Our Lord is like a lot like that man, and more. He has 
been there. In essence, he asked a few of His friends to hold 
His hand in the dark. He gathered them around Him in The 
Garden, the night before His death. But they let Him down, 
as one by one they fell asleep. 


There’s no one like Jesus for knowing our condition or 
needs. Though it had been planned from the beginning, His 
own Father turned His back on Him, as He hung limply off 
those rough timbers. Because Our Lord has suffered 
rejection, He is able to succor all those who experience pain 
and disappointment, and even the throes of death itself. 


“We have not a High Priest Who cannot be touched with 
the feelings 

of our infirmities. For He was in all points tempted like 
as We ale... 

yet without sin. 


Let us come boldly to the throne of grace that we may 
receive mercy 
for our failures, and grace to help in the time of need.” 


(Hebrews 4:15,16, KJV) 


Our Lord offers us comfort, and we need never wonder if 
we have a friend in the dark. 


June 15 


THE FAMOUS AND THE GREAT 


I heard a phrase the other day, and it’s stuck with me 
ever sense. 


“Famous Climbers die on the mountain, but Great 
Climbers die of old 


wy 


age. 


It occurs to me that this phrase has something to say to 
us, in terms of our Christian life and mission. At least I think 
it does. 


We run across “them” from time to time; Christians who 
fell into shallow soil, and sprang up quickly. They impressed 
their peers and fellow disciples, and may have made a name 
in the local community, or beyond. But...in spite of 
mountain-top experiences, and grandiose ambitions, they 
fell short of the mark. 


I’ve known people like that. I guess from now on I'll 
think of “that kind of person” in terms of those famous 
climbers who laid their lives down on the mountain-tops of 
our earth. 


One such person was named George Mallory. He 
attempted Mount Everest in the early 20’s. He went up, 
but... he never came down. It was seventy long and grueling 
years before his body was discovered beneath Everest’ 
summit. No one knows to this day whether he made it to the 
top, before some mishap or storm took his life. But as all 
climbers can tell you, 


“You ain’t successful unless you get back to the bottom of 
the mountain.” Mallory’s climb was the equivalent of 
successfully landing on the moon, but dying on the way 
back. 


Then again, there’s people like Sir Edmund Hillary who 
made the first successful “navigation” of Everest in the 
early 50’s. He went up, and he came back down, and at this 
writing he’s old, but alive. Sir Edmund was and is a Great 
Climber. 


I want my life to be one of steady endurance, small 
victories, impact, if on only one person at a time, anda 
vision that will not be denied. I want to go up the mountain, 
and come down again, and again, and again. 


I think that’s the attitude that separates The Famous 
from The Great. 


June 16 
THE ADULT BREAST FEEDER 


(The following handout was prepared for, and used in The 
Family & Friends Codependency Group, Calvary Counseling 
Center) 


Following is a wonderful illusion to Codependent Behavior. 
Whereas this illustration was absolutely necessary to life, it 
provides an extremely close parallel to that which can be 
negative and dysfunctional. 


“I fed you with milk and not with solid food; for until 
now you were not 
able to receive it, and even now you are still not able; for 
you are still_carnal. (1*' Corinthians 3:2,3, KJV) 


My family and I toured the Flagler Museum in Saint 
Augustine almost twenty years ago. One particular picture 
there struck me in a very singular way. I’ve never seen 
anything like it, before or since. 


For right in front of God, and everybody hung a painting of 
an old man suckling on a young woman’s breast. A curious 
look graced the old man’s face, as if he were fearful of being 
discovered. You might imagine both my, and my family’s 
shock, as we stood before the portrait. I hurried to read the 
explanation which was affixed just below the picture. 


The placard told the true story of a condemned man during 
some time period and country long since forgotten. He had 
been sentenced to die a horrible death; death by starvation. 
His daily sustenance was a few ounces of water. 


It seems that the condemned man’s daughter was a nursing 
mother, having just delivered a child in the weeks prior to 
his imprisonment. And to this circumstance, the prisoner 
owed his life. For you see the young lady visited her father 
daily, and she brought with her the very sustenance of life 
itself. 


Every day the young woman undid her blouse and nourished 
her father; without the knowledge of the guards. Strange, 
unusual, weird though it was... Unusual times called for 
unusual measures. 


Weeks rolled by, and weeks turned into months, and the 
man continued to look and feel healthy. His cheeks were 
rosy, and he failed to lose any weight. The plan was 
working. 


After several months the prison authorities began to 
question their own sanity, for here was a condemned man, 
who without any apparent nourishment, refused to die. 
Finally, on one fateful day, he was called before the warden, 
and given a pass to leave the prison, for it was assumed that 
some miracle had spared him from certain death. 


Granted, this is a very delicate illustration, but it is the best 
story I know that so keenly expresses the practice of 
Codependency. And while this story expresses two people 
cooperating in a genuine need, it makes for a wonderful 
analogy, and expression of what Codependency is. 


For you see, my personal definition of Codependency has 
the “Feeder” giving ‘til it hurts, on a chronic basis. 
Meanwhile, the “Adult Infant” sucks the very life out of the 
Feeder. In so doing the Adult Infant remains in a state of 


“stuckness,” and immaturity, steeped in the old, non- 
functional, negative patterns he has adopted. 


As a Helper, I am prone to do things for people who can do 
for themselves. I am prone to not let my clients fail. In times 
gone by, I have had problems saying “No.” I may tend to 
give too many answers, instead of letting my clients find 
their own solutions. 


So, while there’s no judgment here, we encourage you to 
reexamine various behavior patterns that may fit the role of 
the “Feeder”. Are there people in your life who sap the very 
lifeblood out of your veins? Are there people in your life who 
you've loved to the point of harming their potential for 
change, to the point of not letting them fail, to the point of 
not letting them mature? 


All of our efforts towards our significant others were meant 
for good, but may have prevented them from “hitting Rock 
Bottom,” or moving into the most likely possibilities for 
change and maturity. 


It may be necessary to wean that Adult Child. 


Dr. William Mc Donald, Ph.D. 
Sherri Nicely, Associate Counselor 
3800 Recker Highway 
Winter Haven, Florida 33880 
(June 17) 


December 25, 2004 (Letter to my Associate Counselor) 


Sherri Nicely, Associate 
(Address) 


Dear Sherri, 


I consider this the most important, what I hope is the 
most enduring, and what I think is the most 
significant letter I have ever written you. 

I hope you'll retrieve it, from time to time, and 
consider it’s import. 

And while it doesn’t say anything I haven’t said to you 
a hundred times, I think it’s a good reminder of what 
we’re about, where we’re going and what should be 
our ultimate mission on the earth. 


I just got done reading a magnificent novel entitled 
SEABISCUIT, An American Legend by Laura 
Hillenbrand. Among all the books I’ve ever read, 
fiction or non-fiction, about any subject, this ranks 
with Charlotte Bronte’s Jane Eyre as my favorite. 
SEABISCUIT is not only the first volume Hillenbrand 
ever authored and published, but it made #1 on the 
New York Times Best Seller List. And yet it is not my 
purpose here to critique her work. 


This author is a remarkable figure in her own right. I 
think I have finally found someone who’s writing 
talents (and I know this may sound vain), equal my 
own. 


But neither is the excellence of her penmanship the 
purpose of this letter, though it is great. 


There is a segment in the closing pages of 
SEABISCUIT in which the author answers questions 
put to her by a newspaper columnist. I think this 
portion of the volume touched me as much as the 
manuscript itself. 


The columnist asks her about her early influences and 
literary models; who they were, and how they affected 
her. She gives an unexpected answer. 


Laura responds: 


“TI think I decided I wanted to be a writer one summer 
afternoon in my childhood, when the neighborhood 
pool I was swimming in was temporarily closed due to 
lightning. I snatched up my towel and huddled on a 
big porch with the other kids, waiting out the storm. A 
man I had never seen before sat down on a plastic 
lawn chair near me, brought out an illustrated copy of 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner and offered to read 
it. Most of the kids left, but two or three of us stayed 
to listen, sitting cross-legged on the floor around him. 
As he read, I fell so deeply into the narrative that the 
thunderstorm around me seemed to be rushing out of 
the words themselves. My head was ringing with those 
words as I walked home. I never knew who this man 


was, but I never really got over that day.” 


I think the last paragraph is almost magical. I found 
myself weeping as I read it. For this is a marvelous 
example of what I’ve always called “Moment Ministry.” 
And to think that this “man without a name” had the 
awesome privilege of impacting a child who would 
become one of the great writers of our time! “The man 
with no name” found himself in a momentary time and 
place to influence a few, and for his great love of 
literature gave unselfishly of himself, with no agenda 
other than his love for words, and the audience who 
could be influenced by them. Even if that audience 
was just a few children by a pool on a stormy day. 


And oh, how this nameless fellow influenced young 
Laura Hillenbrand. 


*You know by now how fascinated I am with “those 
who have come before us” and “the passing of the 


baton.” We literally stand on the shoulders of giants, 
who in turn stood on the shoulders of giants. History 
is replete with stories of how one caring person 
impacted another who impacted the next. 


And as with the “man at the pool”, it has always been 
true of “those without names”, as it was ever true of 
“the notables” and “the greats.” 


*I think Laura Hillenbrand “wrestled with demons” 
and won. I think she has a great deal to teach us 
about the tenacity that we must possess to overcome 
the tenaciousness of life itself. 


You see, Laura experienced food poisoning in 1987, 
and developed a rare and life-long reaction to this 
illness; Chronic Fatigue Syndrome, with additional 
symptoms of Vertigo. 


She says: 


“Writing this book was immensely important to me, 
but my illness made it very hard. I had to accept that 
there would be a large physical price to pay for 
undertaking this project, and that I would have to 
pare away the rest of my life to save my strength for 
what I wanted to do” 


and 


“There were days when it was almost impossible to 
move, but I usually found something I still had 
strength to do. If I was too dizzy to write, I did 
interviews. If I was too weak to sift through books, I 
sat still and wrote. Sometimes I worked while in bed, 
lying on my back and scribbling on a pad with my eyes 
closed. Though it was hard to do this, there was never 
a point at which I became discouraged. These subjects 
were just too captivating for me to ever consider 


abandoning the project. The price I paid was steep. 
Within hours of presenting the manuscript to the 
publishers, my health collapsed completely.” 


*I think that too few ever really comprehend the 
sacrifices of the giants on whose shoulders we stand. 


*And we are their present-day surrogates on the earth. 
Once having started the journey, we will never be 
content “sitting on the sidelines just watching the 
parade go by. 


*But it’s not only about denying self and sacrificial 
offerings. There is such reward, often more intangible 
and felt, than tangible and touchable, in our earthly 
service. 


And Laura concludes: 


“As difficult as the illness made the writing and 
research process, I think I also have it to thank for 
spurring me into the project. Being sick has truncated 
my life dramatically, drastically narrowing the 
possibilities for me. For fifteen years, I have had very 
little contact with the world. The illness left me very 
few avenues for achievement, or for connecting with 
people. Writing is my ‘salvation’; the one little area of 
my life where I can still reach out into the world and 
create something that will remain after I am gone. It 
enables me to define myself as a writer instead of a 
sick person.” 


Now Sherri, what I’ve written here may sound like a 
research paper or critique, but it is my personal 
admonition and encouragement to you *To Stay the 
Course and Labor in Obscurity if you must. *To serve 
as a ‘Baton Passer” whether your run be short or long. 


*To fight the Good Fight when it would be easier to lay 
down on the mat. *To “fill up in your own body the 
unfinished sufferings of Christ.” *To labor on the 
shoulders of giants, though these heroes of our faith 
have been relegated to words on fading paper, or a 
whisper on the night air. 


And My Dear Little Sister, none of this is to imply that 
you must or should labor here. As much as I am 
jealous for that possibility, I am not convinced of it. 
When it is all said and done, this will have been a 
fertile training ground, or “a place where you can 
(continue to) hang your hat.” 


And sometimes I think you must be “righteously 
oblivious” (and perhaps that is another term for 
humble) of your extraordinary talents, and your 
overwhelming impact on people in your sphere of 
influence. 

I once coined a phrase that I think you will not soon 
forget... “You have greatness flowing through your 
veins.” I have never second-guessed that opinion, and 
I am even more convinced of this now, than ever 
before. 


And while I will always be grateful for the small part I 
have played in your life, your spiritual impact on me 
has been far and above anyone living or dead; any 
role-model whether read or experienced. 


So, whether you come or go, whether you go or stay, I 
have great confidence that you will go right on 
impacting and influencing people and that you will 
have wondrous trophies to lay at the feet of our 
Saviour. 


I will always be here for you. Whether our contact be 
little or much, you are my friend and my spiritual 
sister for life. 


And I know you will always be found gleaning in the 
fields of your Master. 


A Brother’s Love, 


Bill 


June 18 


WAITING FOR ANSWERS 


I have been thinking about one of my favorite movies, “A 
Beautiful Mind,” the story of John Nash. In the movie an 
eccentric, schizophrenic mathematician is confronted with 
the issue of “Fairness.” 


We see him engaged in a game of his own making; some 
sort of board game that involves the use of squares and 
ceramic chips. From John’s point of view, his calculations 


are extraordinary, and he cannot help but win. But win... he 
doesn’t. 


He rises quickly, and looking at his competitor, his 
anger flashes... “My play was excellent. I made no mistakes. 
You should not have won!” He stumbles away from his loss, 
violently shaking his head. 


It seems ironic that the real life actor, Russell Crowe, at 
one point seems to emulate the character he portrayed in 
the movie. For if we are to believe rumors, he was outraged 
when “A Beautiful Mind” failed to win the Best Actor Oscar. 
In so many words he may have told the other nominees, 
“You should not have won.” 


I have questioned life myself; the fairness of it, and all that. 
I’ve asked myself why people’s lives rise and fall, while 
others sail easily along, with no apparent cares or problems. 


The elder George Bush was telling a tale about “George 
W.” recently. It seems that many years ago, his little George 
presented a lecture to his elementary class. One of the lines 
in his speech was both humorous and telling... “In 1519 
Magellan circumcised the world.” 


I think sometimes we feel as if God has performed 
surgery on us; that He has been cutting in some 
extraordinary places. It is too easy to think that our God is 
uncaring, or at least arbitrary in His dealings with us. 


But as I may have inferred in my previous writing, I’m 
convinced that God knew us before we were a twinkle, and 
if we are to believe Psalms 139, He planned out every day of 
our lives on this planet. 

A young child died on a major street near my house 
recently. She was crossing the road, and a teenager ran 
over her with his car. Who can figure such a thing? A life 
unlived. 


As a counselor I know I don’t have all the answers, and 
I’m long past trying to answer every question put to me. 
And yet, sometimes I struggle with Fairness. 


But I hope, when it’s all said and done, that I glorify my 
Lord in my body, in my attitude, and in my thoughts towards 
Him. Even when I don’t comprehend. 


I think we’re going to have to wait for some of our 
answers, since there’s not enough of them on this side of 
the veil. And I expect to go right on laying my unanswered 
questions at the feet of Jesus. That has to be enough for 
now. 


June 19 


SHARING WORDS WITH JIM 


I was talking to a client yesterday. He’s a recovering 
drug addict who still struggles mightily with the 
temptations of the habit. 


We were discussing “alternate choices;” one of the 
hottest topics in my counseling practice. “Jim” admitted 
that, again and again, he seemed content to choose “the 
road most traveled.” When he was tempted to use, he used. 
It was as simple as that. 


I put a handle on the thing. I named the tendency. “Jim, 
you realize you’re practicing Negative Escape 
Mechanisms.” He looked at me and said, “Well yes. I realize 
my use of drugs is just my way to escape life for a few 
hours.” 


I responded again, “I’d rather see you practice Positive 
Escape Mechanisms.” He looked at me with wonder. “What 
do you mean? How can escape be a positive thing?” 


I had never used the phrase before, but it came to me in 
that session. “Of course, there are Positive Escape 
Mechanisms. There’s nothing wrong with escaping fora 
little while, but I don’t condone the use of drugs to do it. 
Don’t you remember how Jesus went up into a mountain? 
He was escaping life for a short time. But He was up there 
speaking to His Father.” 


Jim was beginning to comprehend me. His eyes were 
wide with wonder, and they sparkled like diamonds in their 
sockets. “Look here, Jim. Life is hard, and we need to 
escape once in a while. That’s why we read books, join 
ceramic clubs, sing in choirs and take vacations.” 


There’s a scripture I memorized recently; one that has a 
great deal of import to me... “But God is faithful, and He 


will not allow you to be tempted above that you are able. 
But will, with the temptation also make a way of escape.” 
(1* Corinthians 10:13, KJV) 


I think that scripture is all about Positive Escape 
Mechanisms. I plan to share these words with Jim when I 
meet with him again. 
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THE SCENT IN THE CHUTE 


I pulled through a bank drive-through today, and made 
my weekly deposit. You know the drill. You take the 
“thingy” out of the chute, stuff your deposit into it, put it 
back in, and press the “send” button. 


The teller quickly processed the transaction, and my 
deposit ticket was sent hurdling on it’s return trip through 
the chute. As my receipt was returned to me, and I opened 
up the container, a beautiful whiff of perfume filled the air. I 
took my deposit ticket out of the cylinder, and noticed that 
in doing so, that wonderful flavor had just been transferred 
to my hand. 


Unfortunately, it goes both ways. 


I have a particular client who visits with me once a 
week. She is a sweet lady, but she smokes, and she always 
smells like a cigarette factory with arsonists as employees. 
You guessed it. She always leaves her scent on my clothing, 
and I almost feel inclined to apologize to the next client in 
line, and explain that I’m not the culprit, (especially since 
this is a church counseling agency). 


Life is a lot like the foregoing illusion. 


We are always making choices about the way we 
conduct ourselves. What is it that we want to transfer to 


that next person who walks through our lives? What kind of 
scent lingers on the air? 


I am taken up with a concept that I refer to as 
“momentary ministry.” We meet new people everyday. We 
may not catch their names, but they’re all over the place. In 
the checkout line of the supermarket, at the gas station, or 
the plumber who drops by to diagnose our toilet. What kind 
of scent are we leaving on them? 


Oh, I have been guilty as any of you. More than a few 
people used to call me “Smiley,” when I worked at United 
Parcel. And it wasn’t because I kept a big grin on my face. 
I’m by nature a very solemn person, until you know me 
close up. 

I’ve had clients who I knew for years before they 
became clients. And so many times they’ve made comments 
like, “Bill, I didn’t know you knew how to smile,” and, “You 
really are a humorous kind of guy.” And I always say, “I 
guess you didn’t know me the way you thought you knew 
me.” 

But I’m convinced that I need to “put on a happy face” 
more often. I’m sure we need to take opportunities to 
encourage one another. Life is just too hard to leave 
“figurative cigarette smoke” on someone else’s life. 


I think we need to be more aware of the scent we’re 
leaving in our wake. 


The Bible puts it like this: 


“But day by day, and as long as today shall last; 
continue to encourage one another.” (Hebrews 3:13, KJV) 


and 


“As we therefore have opportunity, let us do good to all 
men, especially to the household of faith.” (Galatians 6:10, 
KJV) 
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CHANNELS OF LIVING WATER 


During my walk tonight, I was thinking of The Woman at 
the Well, but primarily the springs of living water that Jesus 
told her about. 


I love documentaries that include footage of bubbling 
springs and lush waterfalls. Oh, the beautiful scenery, oh 
the soothing sounds! 


I like to think that The Woman at the Well was 
enthralled with Jesus’ description of what He had to offer 
her, but best of all; Who He was. 


Of course, Christ wasn’t speaking of literal water, but of 
that kind of figurative liquid that floods the soul, and 
washes that same soul with sweet peace. 


And I think every Christian should be like this. We can 
think of Christ as the main pool, and of ourselves as little 
tributaries of water that flow out of Him. 


And something I’ve been thinking about lately. It seems 
most literal springs of water are a little “out of the way,” or 
off the beaten path. There’s a beautiful pool of water at 
Yosemite National Park. Far up on a mountain- side flows 
one of the longer waterfalls in the United States. Its thin 
rivulets drop hundreds of feet to the valley below. 


I had the pleasure to wade in the beautiful pool of water 
that collects just beneath those falls. Ah, refreshing. Oh, so 
cold. And, of course, crystal clear. 


And we are so like these pools of water, or those 
tributaries that often flow away from such places. 


For we are given the opportunity to impact our 
generation. We are given the rare privilege of touching 
people for God and for good. 


And so like the springs of water “sprinkled” across 
places like Alaska, California and Florida, we are called to 
bring cleansing, refreshment and encouragement to those 
who “stumble upon” the Source of All Water. 

So like those beautiful, crystal-clear pools of water, we 
may not have much notoriety, or be very close at hand. 


There are times I think my own counseling practice must 
be a well-kept secret. There is a constant ebb and flow of 
clients, but I’ve never been forced to handle an 
unmanageable population. But they come, and I minister to 
those who come. 


U 


So like literal springs of water, I may not “have a name.’ 
But with each passing year that factor is less important to 
me. 


And I’m reminded of that beautiful, but poignant 
scripture in the Book of James... (“How can the same pool 
give both pure and salt water”)? 


For if we are connected to The Source of All Water, we 
are channels of that same water. We cannot help but 
minister to “the poor, the tired, those yearning to be free.” 
We are merely conduits; channels for Living Water; that 
water which cannot help but well up within us, and overflow 
upon all those who discover it. 


June 22 


THE SERVANT AND SAMARA 


I heard a story recently about a king’s servant, named 
Isachar, who happened to be shopping in his local 
marketplace one day. He was going about his business and 
doing his errands, when suddenly he ran face to face into 
Death, himself. 


Of course, the servant was horrified, and seemed to think 
that Death made a threatening gesture towards him. 
Immediately Isachar ran from the scene, and directly to his 
king. 


He pleaded, “Oh, King. I was in the marketplace today 
and ran into Death. I’m sure he made a threatening gesture 
towards me, and being afraid, I ran from him.” and “Please, 
dear king, I’m fearful for my life. May I borrow your fastest 
horse? I will hide in the city of Samara tonight.” Since this 
was the king’s favorite servant, he immediately granted his 
request. 


Well, the king was determined to investigate his 
servant’s plight, and immediately he went to the market. 
You guessed it. He found Death. At that point, the king 
spoke to Death. 


“Oh, Death, my servant was here today, and he claims 
you acted very strangely towards him.” 


Death smiled a whimsical smile, and replied, “No, it was 
just that I was surprised to see him here. You see, I have an 
appointment with him tonight in the city of Samara.” 


None of us will escape the Inevitable. We will all of us 
meet Death. In spite of the commercials that promise us 
health and wealth, in spite of advertisements for long-term 
stock earnings. And it’s interesting that the media “plays 
both sides of the stick.” For even as I write this, I’m 


watching a AARP commercial pushing life insurance that 
offers a rich payoff for my heirs after I’m gone. Curious, this 
ad came on as | was writing this devotion. 


I consider the old black and white films that depict World 
War I and II. 


Most of us have seen footage of “the American masses” 
celebrating the end of WWII. As I look at the thousands 
upon countless thousands of men and women mulling 
around Times Square, vibrant with life, now sixty years 
hence, I consider how many remain. 


What if, by some slight of hand, we could subtract every 
person from that film who had long since “gone to their 
reward?” I think that Times Square would suddenly be 
much emptier. Only a few would remain. 


I deal with clients who have a pretty intense fear of 
death. And I am challenged to try to help such people with 
this kind of phobia. 


Granted, it is a little scary to look in the mirror, and 
realize that we’re not 20 anymore; not so much afraid of the 
wrinkles or the gray hair, but the consideration of the 
unknown, and it’s approaching advent. 


But I don’t believe Death is our greatest enemy. I tend 
to think that Mediocrity and Inactivity “fill that bill.” I hate 
it. I despise not the people, but the behaviors of people who 
are content to wile away their years, without plan, without 
purpose. 


Certainly Death is not a pleasant subject, and I can easily 
admit that to myself, and others, there is that small anxiety 
about that which is yet to be. 

But we must be about the Master’s Business. Nothing is 
more important, or will have greater import than this. 


Nothing says it any better or depicts my purpose here than 
the following scripture: 


“But this life, and the lust thereof is passing away. But he 
that does the willof God endures forever.” (1° John 2:17, 
KJV) 
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THE LESSON OF THE LOST COIN 


(While I realize this devotion is a virtual reprint of an earlier 
one in 
this volume, it differs in its ceremonial nature. Notice the 
particular 
intervention in which it was used.) 


In the book Les Miserables, by Victor Hugo, 
there is a touching scene in which a priest 
provides a convict food, and lodging for the 
night. 


The convict, Jean Val Jean, had spent years in 
jail for the serious offense of... stealing a loaf 
of bread out of a bakery window. Jean (French 
- pronounced John) had been without work and 
had not been able to feed his hungry family. 


By this time however, he had lost all faith in 
man and God, and he was already plotting how 
to take advantage of the kindly priest. 


Jean noticed the beautiful silver candlesticks 
and the equally expensive silver plates that 
graced the priest’s table that night. 


After the minister had settled into bed, Jean 
crept from his room, and proceeded to put the 
candlesticks and silver plates into a bag. 


In the morning a loud knock echoed throughout 
the house, and the priest opened the front 
door. 


Two policemen were standing there with Jean 
Val Jean. Tears ran down the convict’s face, 
and he could barely look at the good priest. 


Then one of the policemen spoke: 


“Father, we caught this vagrant a few blocks 
from here, and he had these beautiful 
candlesticks and your silver dinnerware. He 
told us you gave the stuff to him. Of course, we 
realize this couldn’t be true.” 


The old priest glanced at Jean Val Jean with 
kindly eyes, and then towards the policeman, 
“Why yes my son. I did give this man the 
silver.” 


Well, the policemen were beside themselves 
with astonishment, but finally nodded at the 
priest, and left Jean Val Jean standing there 
alone. 


Immediately the convict began to weep 
uncontrollably, and found himself kneeling on 
the ground, trembling with remorse. “Oh 
Father, please forgive the wrong I have done 
you. | am not worthy to be in your presence. | 
am an evil man.” 


The priest stooped to help Jean Val Jean to his 
feet, and wrapped him in his arms. Jean 
continued to sob, as the kindly parson 
continued, “My son, you were an evil man, but 
no more. For tonight, with these silver 
candlesticks, 


| buy back your soul.” And with that, the priest 
placed the candlesticks in the convict’s hands. 


And Nikki, | can tell you that this was the most 
important day in Jean’s life. Something both 
wondrous and eternal occurred that day. 


| am giving you a silver coin today. And with it, 


lam buying you back from the behavior that 
has stolen light, function and peace from your 


soul. | have been privileged to oversee a 
process dedicated to your freedom, and | am 
extremely proud of your progress. 


But | am nothing more than a representative of 
Christ, for it is He who truly buys you back and 
pays the price of your freedom. 


And this coin is a precious thing, a piece of 
silver that has lain at the bottom of the ocean 
for hundreds of years. And its origins were ina 
foreign land. 


Reflect on the two interpretations of this coin. 


It was brought up out of the depths of a cold 
and troubled ocean, a place of darkness, and 
an environment in which it had no opportunity 
to reflect the light of day. 


*So like each of us. We have been taken up out 
of darkness, and brought out into the 
marvelous light of the Son of God. You are the 
coin. 


*And the coin not only represents those of us 
who have been redeemed, but it also 
represents the Price of your redemption. For 
“you have been bought with a Price.” The Price 
of your redemption was hidden for countless 
thousands of years ‘til the “the fullness of 
time” came, and Christ appeared to man. 


Yes, this little piece of silver has two meanings 
for you: You are the coin. And Christ is also the 
Ultimate Price represented by the coin. 


| want you to wear this coin, and allow it to be 
a reminder of what Christ has done for you. 
You have been bought back from this behavior, 
and more importantly, whatever reasons the 
behavior began in the first place. 


Nikki, | want you to wear this coin, and each 
time you look at it, | want you to reflect on 
what we did here today. | want you to 
remember the meaning of the lost coin. 


And each time you feel tempted to make poor 
choices, take a moment to consider the 
meaning and the value of this coin. Let this 
piece of silver serve as a visible reminder to 
you to “Choose Well.” 


And | want you to wake up each morning, and 
say, “Lord, help me to do something special 
with my life.” Perhaps like this coin’s origins, 
you will find your way to a foreign land. But, no 
matter, His plans for your life are good, and 
your future is secure in Him. 


And III be sitting on the sidelines cheering you 
on, and expecting our Savior to do wonderful 
things in your life. 


Don’t forget the lesson of the lost coin. 


My Love in Christ, 


**” Or take another illustration: A woman has 
ten valuable Silver coins and loses one. Won’t 
she light a lamp and look in every corner of the 
house and sweep every nook and cranny until 
she finds it? And then won't she call in her 
friends and neighbors to rejoice with her? In 
the same way there is joy in the presence of 
the angels of God when one sinner repents.” 
(Luke Chapter 15:8-10, KJV) 
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MY DISCIPLES 


I have been reflecting a great deal lately on 
Discipleship, and the awesome responsibility I have been 
given to raise up disciples of my own. 


Oh, that may seem a little vain. One might ask, “You 
mean you’re so brash as to think that you have any claim on 
your own personal disciples?” 

And I have to answer, “Well,... Yes.” 


I think when we mentor People, when we do it well, be it 
a few or many, we can rightfully call them “Disciples.” It’s 
not all that different from Jesus, (and granted it’s quite a 
stretch to consider oneself in a league with Christ, Himself). 
But He raised up The Twelve, spent time with them, taught 
them The Essence of His Father, and sent them on their 
way. And that’s what I find myself doing; again, and again. 


Now I don’t need any personal obeisance, and I 
certainly don’t need to make a name for myself. But any of 
us who claim to be mentor figures, or teachers, or leaders 
find ourselves saying like Paul, “Copy me. Do as I do.” 


In my own counseling practice, I have raised up many 
disciples, among my clients, and among those I have 
personally taken under my wing to influence in a profound 
way. 


And it’s a little humbling to see them take on a little of 
my own personality, my own persuasions and even my own 
use of phrases. I can only smile when I hear one of them 
speak of “Staying the Course” or “Not being content with 
Mediocrity.” I begin to understand how thoroughly I am 
“rubbing off on them.” It’s both delightful and humorous at 
the same time. 


Yes, I’ve been thinking a lot about the way we expand 
our own ministry by expanding the ministry of others. For 
our influence geometrically increases with every new pupil 
we assume, and navigate into maturity. 


Discipleship, the quality of imparting truth over a long 
period of time, is time-consuming, and a more responsible 
role has never been created. But I think if I were suddenly 
removed from this work, in the words of one I have brought 
along, “I would just die.” 


I am content to labor in the shadows, to go for the most 
part unnoticed, if God will only grant me the privilege of 


continuing that which I’ve begun. Nothing in this life has 
given me surer pleasure than the rich and thorough impact 
I’ve had on “my disciples.” 
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WAITING FOR MY MASTER 


“My times are in His hands” (Psalms 31:15, KJV) 


Animals have so much to teach us. They are so much 
more aware, and the qualities we normally attribute to 
human beings are so much more present with them than we 
realize. 


I’ve already introduced you to my little female dog with 
the unlikely name of “Buddy.” My daughter had previously 
referred to her as “Angel.” Thus, at times, I’ve thought of 
her as my Buddy Angel. 


My little Buddy has developed a habit, or some might 
call it “presence of mind.” For you see, every night at about 
1135PM she quickly walks from our living room into our 
dining room. 


And every night about 1145PM, my wife, who works the 
3-11 shift at a local nursing home, walks in the door. 


It’s uncanny, for Buddy rarely fails to transition between 
rooms, at just the right time. She knows when her Master is 
coming home. 


I think it ought to be like this among the people of God; 
our heads resting on His magnificent bosom, listening 
intently to His unceasing heartbeat. 


For He is more than faithful to lead His people aright. He 
is more than able to provide us a sign, to confirm His call, to 
affirm His plan for us. 


For could He rightfully expect our allegiance, our 
willingness to heed His call, if He had no power, or the will 
to confirm that call? I think not. 


We pass through seasons of life and ministry. 


In the Book of Esther, we find a beautiful, and poignant 
verse, “Who knows if you have come to the kingdom for just 
such a time as this?” (Esther 4:14, KJV) 

Again, we see a reference to times, seasons and plans, 
for the word kingdom embraces to God’s plans for this 
Jewish queen. 


I like to think if a little dog has the innate power to 
differentiate the time of day, and in doing so cater to her 
master’s needs, that God will give us that same power, and 
even more So. 
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196/106 


I got one of the biggest shocks of my life last night. My 
wife (she is a nurse) strapped her personal blood pressure 
cuff on my arm, and proceeded to “check me out.” The 
results were nothing short of dismal. 


196/106! 


Well, that kind of reading provided insight like little else 
could. 


I have always thought of myself as physically fit. Though 
Iam 55 years of age, and weigh 240, my stomach is 
relatively flat, and hard for my size. For you see, I work out 
with weights and walk four miles a day. I’ve always 
considered myself bulky, but muscular. If I do say so myself, 
my arms are something approaching spectacular, and I 
“hold my weight” extremely well. 


But my wife Jean, has been on my case for a long time... 
“Bill, you have to have a physical exam. It’s been four years 
since you had one.” And about now, I’m beginning to think 
she’s right. 


Yet, this latest blood pressure reading has me rattled a 
bit. I guess I’m fit on the outside, and something just short 
of falling apart inside. 


It reminds me of Christ’ discussion with the Pharisees. 
“Beautiful on the outside, but dying on the inside.” 


And I think it’s so like that among countless Christians. 
Oh, we may get all dressed up, go to church, express a few 
“howdy-do’s,” and shake 23 hands; but we’re left a little 
empty. 


Too many professing Christians might fool the Pope 
himself, since their physical and relational exteriors hide a 
spiritual wasteland. “These things ought not to be.” 


I think there’s a spiritual healthiness that remains a 
theory to most who call themselves by the most lovely name 
ever uttered by man. And I’m convinced that the vast 
majority of “spiritual people” fall far short of “giving a rip.” 


I, for one, will begin with me. I cannot take actions for 
another. 


Yes, the blood pressure reading has got me thinking; 
thinking both about my physical, and my spiritual health. 
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SATAN’S FALSE TEETH 


In Roman times, the great colossus, that was Rome, 
paraded it’s defeated enemies down a long city 
thoroughfare. Generals and lowly privates, alike, were 
forced to walk past jeering crowds. The vulgar citizens of 
this great city pelted these defeated troops with all manner 
of stuff, including rotten fruit, and even human waste. 


And that little illusion is so comparable to that which 
exists in our own time, but too often we don’t actively 
consider it, or we just don’t confirm it. 


You see, the song has it dead right. “He’s under my feet. 
He’s under my feet. Satan is under my feet.” The prophetic 
scripture tells us that “Satan shall bruise his feet.” That 
reference alone makes it utterly clear that our natural 
enemy has been placed under Christ’ feet. And if we walk in 
the light, God gives us that same authority, as a result of the 
natural rite of adoption. 


We live so far beneath our means. 


I was speaking to an adolescent client recently, and 
made a comment that was singular to that particular day; 
because I’ve never said it before. 


“Nikki, Satan is just a toothless, old bully. He knows it, 
but he hopes you don’t. All he can do is roar or gum you to 
death! 


But we find a way to fill his mouth with false teeth. It’s 
like we set up our own private denture lab, and 
manufacture false teeth for the old fella. Could anything be 
more ridiculous? 


And then we stuff the finished set of dentures in the 
devil’s mouth, and almost beg him to take a big, sloppy, wet 
bite out of our rear ends. And we do this with our thoughts, 
attitudes, words and actions.” 


But We don’t have to live this way. It’s time to start 
“taking back ground.” 


The early Romans have a lot to teach us. 


June 28 


IF YOU NEVER COME BACK 


(Written on the occasion of my associate counselor 
taking 
an extended and possibly permanent sabbatical) 


If you never come back 

And the sands of time, they sift 
Through a slowly-waning hour glass 
As times and seasons drift 


If you never come back; 

(And I go it all alone) 

If “our paths diverge in yonder woods 
E’er our work on earth is done 


Ld 


If you never come back; 
(A tear escapes my eye) 
If you never come back 
And we must Say a long “good bye” 


But if you never come back; 
(And if I fail to understand) 


Yet Our Father gives you bless-ed rest 
And the comfort of His Hand 


Oh, if you never come back 
T’will be so sad, t’is true 
But if you never come back 
I will always ‘member you 


If you never come back 

And the seasons, wane and thin 
As lines appear upon my face 
And memory grows so dim 


And if you never come back 
Please breathe a prayer for me 
And I'll also whisper words for you 
(Across a troubled sea)? 


If you never come back 

T’is as it should have been 
T’will be as God determined 
E’er there ever was a man 


And if you never come back 
Our “common sight” remains 
To impact one, (or two) for Him 


We will never be the same 


But if you never come back 
We will have done some good 
That which remains endures fore’er; 


(And my friend we knew it would)! 


For we have blessed another’s days 
And we have lit their path with light 
And we have held their trembling hand 
And offered “second sight” 


And if our ships should 

Take us far, from “one another’s spell” 
And if we journey far from here 

Or we storm the Gates of Hell 


Our thoughts will draw the other close 
On rainy days (and dry) 

And we might even “sit a spell” 

In a land called “By and By” 


Of days gone by, of living words 
That have not lost their touch 


Of memories cut indelibly 
And laughter; (it was much)! 


And for the love; (it is not lost), 

That we have shared, (and do) 

Our friendship, bond, (our very lives) 
We ever shall renew 


To that same task that shone so bright 
On one mid-summer’s morn 


To that same goal; (now cut in stone) 


Come dread, Come drear, Come storm 


My Sister Dear, Oh Precious Soul 
Though you go far from here 


For if you go...(or will you stay?)... 


You'll always have A Friend! 


*Note - My friend did come back. Several months after this 
poem was composed, Sherri made the decision to resume 
her work in the counseling center, and to expand her 
ministry to include ministry to groups in and outside her 
local church. 
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NO VARIABLENESS OR SHADOW OF TURNING 


What goes around comes around, and “if there’s 
anything certain in life, it’s that it is uncertain.” 


I’ve been reflecting about a strange turn of events in my 
and my wife’s lives. We met in the 4" grade, and she will 
tell you that I’m the first person who introduced her to the 


theology of sexuality. I vaguely remember the two of us 
talking about the subject, since she said, 


“You know women are the ones who have babies.” And I 
responded, (as naive as I was back then,) “Yes, but it takes 
men too.” 


And irony of ironies, twenty years later we find 
ourselves in the most conjugal of relationships; (It’s called 
Marriage). 


But it doesn’t stop there. 


Jean worked as a clerk in the local county hospital long 
before we dated, and decided to join ourselves for life. She 
worked there a few years, and she tells me that she would 
sometimes reflect, “I wonder how it would be to bea 
nurse?” 


Twenty years went by, and during her mid-forties, Jean 
made the decision to enroll in LPN school, after a few false 
starts in that direction. 


And she finds herself working in the same building 
again. But this time around, it has been converted into a 
county nursing home. What goes around comes around. 


As for me, among my few poignant memories of high 
school, (Jean and I were both students there) is that of 
climbing rope in the gymnasium. I thought I was something. 
I even tied a rope in a tall pine tree in my back yard, and I 
climbed the thing on a daily basis. 


But life seems to be a big circle. Because, other than my 
primary vocation as a counselor, I’m also a substitute 
teacher. I float from one school to another, as the need 
arises. Yet, among all these schools, I love to go back to my 
Alma Mater. 


It is so familiar and yet so different. You see, the 
gymnasium I remember was converted into classrooms; 
downstairs and upstairs classrooms. 


And one day I was assigned to teach in an upstairs 
classroom that, (you guessed it) once had a rope suspended 
from its ceiling. Years before the students in this present 
classroom “were a twinkle,” I had hung suspended from this 
same ceiling, in this same “air space.” 


We find ourselves in familiar environments doing 
unfamiliar things. And the stories of our lives are woven 
with both joy and pain, happiness and depression, peace 
and anxiety. 


My wife and I have our own joint memory of that county 
hospital, after she first worked there, and before it was 
converted into a nursing home. 


My daughter was moving through the initial stages of 
what would later be diagnosed as Schizophrenia. We had 
rushed her to the county hospital, as she was required to go 
through a drug assessment, before being admitted toa 
nearby crisis facility. 


Mary was manifesting psychotic symptoms, and I 
struggled to keep her calm, as she sat on a treatment table. 
From time to time, she would run to the sink, and 
(according to her) spit out demons. At one point, she rose 
from the table, and tried to take a woman’s baby out of her 
arms. Then, to top it all off, as we walked away from the 
emergency room, she started to run around in circles. 
That’s not a night I choose to remember often, but one I'll 
never forget either. 


We find ourselves in familiar places doing unfamiliar 
things. Life is so uncertain, so changeable, so fleeting. I 
think that life is a series of circles. 


And yet, there is constancy in one thing. The one 
certainty we have is found in the Lord Jesus Christ. One 
who is “the same; yesterday, today and forever.” The “I am 
that I am” of scripture. The One who spoke to Moses out of 
the burning bush, and The One who scratched out letters on 
tablets of stone. 

Just when you get used to status quo, lightening strikes, 
people get sick, wars begin, and relationships fail. 


But I’m glad we serve a God of whom it was spoken, 
“With Whom is neither variableness, nor even the shadow of 
turning.” (James 1:17, KJV) Those are such comforting and 
enduring words in a day when everything else is so 
changeable and uncertain. 


June 30 


FINDING HER WAY BACK 


My friend and I are facing a long period of separation, 
and it hurts me to face the inevitable. 


You see, Sherri and I have co-counseled together over 
the space of seven years, and it’s not just that she’s so good 
at what she does. She’s my friend. 

And I understand the role we play together. I know that our 
relationship, our time together, our interaction requires the 
artificial boundaries that surround that role. 


I’ll miss her terribly. As opposite gender people, we have 
established something very unique in the scheme of things. 
And while it’s usually very ill-advised to grow this close to 
someone to whom you’re not married, it has been not only 
feasible, but has very practical with us. 


We have shared our lives, our secrets, our hurts, our 
issues, and our needs with one another. Outside of my own 
marriage, I count her my best friend on this earth. She has 
been my armor-bearer in this ministry called counseling; my 
Timothy, my Jonathan. 


And I know that God established this friendship, and our 
joint ministry before He made the worlds. At least the thing 
was a twinkle in His eye. And I like to think He smiled when 
He thought of it. 


But my friend is taking a sabbatical from this ministry; 
one of unknown duration. And how alone I’m feeling just 
now. 


And yet, I must throw open “the cage,” and let her out. 
I’ve always told the counselors and mentors under me that I 
dare not lock the cage. I have to let them come, and go at 
their, or God’s “whim.” I don’t keep any locked cages 
around here. 


But true friends, even those who wonder far, never forget 
one another, and sometimes, just sometimes they find their 
way back. 


“A friend loves at all times, and a brother is born for 
adversity.” (Proverbs 17:17, KJV) 


July 1 


TED’S HEAD 


Ted Williams, the famous ball player, died recently. He 
was just as notable in death. 


I remember the virtual scandal reported by all the 
networks, as two of his children argued about the fate of his 
body, (or at least his head). It seems that a daughter wanted 
him buried, but his son wanted him, or some portion of him 
frozen. We live in the “post-modern” age, when people are 
electing to have their bodies stored in liquid nitrogen, “until 
a cure can be found for their diseases,” and they can be 
somehow, magically raised from the dead. I think of this 
concept as the secular equivalent of eternal life. It seems to 
fly in the face of Jesus’ closing words, “I go to prepare a 
place for you.” (and I can guarantee that place doesn’t look 
like a tank of liquid nitrogen). 


But to return to our story. I believe the sibling rivalry 
was finally settled, and “Old Ted” was given a decent burial. 


The daughter had always maintained that he wouldn’t have 
wanted to be among the ranks of the “frozen chosen.” 


I thought of this illusion as I considered the plight of one 
of my client couples. Just recently one of my male clients 
decided to divorce his wife. My associate, and I had 
counseled this couple over the course of about four months, 
and at times we seemed to be making progress. But for 
every step forward, the female client seemed to take at least 
two steps backward. She “went out” on her husband again, 
and again. And he kept forgiving, (maybe not forgetting) 
her. And there were the admonitions, warnings, and 
reflections from counselors, and her husband, alike. 


We suggested they move back in together, if for no other 
reason than to see if “the lady” and he could make it work. 
It was a last-gasp effort... that failed. 


For after a few months, she was unfaithful again. 


Now, friends, I rarely tell clients they should “give it up.” 
But I affirmed this man, after he had informed me that he 
was done. 

God has granted me the privilege to pour resurrection 
life into dead bodies, but sometimes they refuse to be 
resurrected. 


The marriage was as dead as Ted, (with or without 
cryogenics). 


And, oh how I regret it. 


July 2 


THE AWFUL GRACE OF GOD 


As I was watching a documentary about Robert Kennedy 
today, I heard the phrase. At first glance these words seem 
to be contradictory. 


And I thought it was the most paradoxical, contradiction 
in terms I had ever heard. “Til I thought about it. And then it 
occurred to me. It registered. 


“The awful grace of God.” 


Though this is not primarily a reflection on the Kennedy 
family, I think they have something to teach us. Their lives 
spoke louder than any words. And they were flawed, 
imperfect people, as we all so well know, this far down the 
line. 


But I think they were People of Impact, and that their 
heart yearned to make a difference. 


For as Ted reflected at Robert’s funeral. 


“Some people see things that are and say ‘Why?’ I see 
things that never were, and say, ‘Why Not?’” 


But for all our plans, and for all our dreams, there 
remains that awful grace of God. That grace that provokes 
us, that dogs us, that forbids us to understand; (or so it 
seems). For it is good for us to realize that everything to 
which we are exposed must, of necessity, be first approved 
of God. (Job, of all people, learned that lesson well). 


That awful grace of God. 


I love that verse that reminds us, “But God is faithful. 
And He will not allow you to be tempted above that you are 
able. But will, with the temptation, also provide you a way 
of escape.” (1* Cor. 10:13, KJV) 


My wife and I have borne the most consistently awful 
things over the past three years. Our endurance has been 
threatened at every turn. For one of our daughters has 
experienced the most grievous marital problems, a second 
daughter developed an untreatable bladder condition, a 
third daughter suffers from the chronic effects of 
Schizophrenia and retardation, our grandson had open- 


heart surgery, two grandchildren were born with congenital 
eye problems, I have experienced severe, and permanent 
ringing in my ears, my wife has endured four surgeries, 
(including two related to breast cancer) and both her 
parents died in the past year. “Not to mention” three direct 
hits from hurricanes, during a memorable period of a few 
weeks. 


The awful grace of God. 


But among those who will be disciplined by that awful 
grace, those who will dig deep into the wellsprings of all 
that which Never Changes, hope remains and joy endures. 


And while such circumstances can never be counted easy, 
and though all those awful question marks remain, he that 
is disciplined by that grace is happy. Yes, as strange as it 
may seem... happy. 


None of us can know the end from the beginning, and all 
of us will be exposed to “that awful grace of God.” But it is 
grace, nonetheless. 


One of the best commentaries I ever heard about that 
awful grace was discovered on the Antarctic continent, in a 
tent, in a letter... in the pocket of a dead man. 


“We are playing a good part in a scheme arranged by 
God, Himself, and... all is well!” 


July 3 


THE (LESS THAN) MAGNIFICENT WIZARD OF OZ 


Our culture has a curious need to escape reality. 


When I was young, I was enamored of comic books and 
science fiction novels. I would sit for hours in my room and 
just read. In more recent times teenagers wile away their 
time with video games. 


But who among us doesn’t enjoy movies about guys and 
gals among whom everything comes out just right in the 
end? We fictionalize the possible ‘til it has more the flavor of 
the impossible. 


Somehow with our comic books and movies we weave 
the unreal into the fabric of our lives, as if we had the 
power to save ourselves. 


When I was in the second grade, I appeared in the first 
of only two plays in which I ever performed, in my first 
twelve years of school. It was none other than “The Wizard 
of Oz;” (the yellow brick road and all that, you know). 


I played the part of The Fire Wizard; one of several 
guises the old boy took during the play. My face was 
covered in rouge, and as I came out from behind the 
curtain, the audience laughed with glee. And I heard myself 
quoting the only line that I was given to speak. 


“Tam Oz, the Great and the Terrible, who are you and 
why do you seek me?” 


There are no Oz’s in our midst. There are no quick fixes. 
We must all “walk through the fire.” 


But that is not to say that we are hopeless. Far from it. 
We have a Saviour that never leaves us, nor forsakes us, 
and One with whom we are given the right to commune. 


It suddenly occurs to me that there is a parallelism 
between the fictional Wizard behind the curtain, and the 
One who resided behind the curtain of the Jewish Temple. 
And while one had no power to help, One helps us 
forevermore. 


For we know that that second curtain was rent in two, 
from top to bottom by an Unseen Hand, allowing us access 
into The Holy of Holy’s. And He who resides there bids us 
walk through those parted curtains directly into His 
Presence. 


Dorothy and her companions found no solace or relief in 
the weak and helpless little wizard they called “Oz.” But we 
are given the inestimable privilege of supplicating ourselves 
before the One Who has all the power of the universe, a 
power that resided in Him before He made the far-flung 
reaches of space. 


And we were given that power to enter into His presence 
by the singular, and once forever act of Christ Himself; the 
Magnificent Son of God. I can almost see Him as He groans 
upon that cruel cross, and as He dies that massive curtain is 
torn asunder, and we are granted the wondrous opportunity 
to look squarely into the eyes of The Holy One. We are given 
the power to bring our many petitions to the One who loves 
us, and who joys in giving good things to His children. 


July 4 
THE STAR-MANGLED BANNER 


Though I’m writing this in April, it’s written with our 
most enduring national holiday in mind. 


The television broadcasts have been unmerciful towards 
one particular lady, of late. Of course, there is the 
proverbial film clip, and this one was both humorous and 
embarrassing to witness. 


She is one of that myriad of invited singers to attempt our 
National Anthem at a sporting event. 


She will be remembered, but not for her great singing 
ability. For, you see, as she stepped out onto the ice ata 
Montreal/United States hockey game, she forgot her words. 
After a couple of lines, she blushed, began again, but still 
couldn’t continue. She looked a bit like “a deer in the 
headlights,” as she said, “I’m sorry,” and left the ice. 


After a few moments, she returned to the ice, obviously 
more confident, and armed with the words of the famous 
anthem. But as she stepped down onto the ice, her high 
heels betrayed her, and she fell on her back; well, maybe 
her fanny. A few hockey players helped to her feet, and 


humiliated, she turned, and walked out of the arena. For the 
last time. 


But though the headlines appropriately read, “The Star 
Mangled Banner,” the brave little lady was not through yet. 
She was invited to appear on “Good Morning America,” 
where she attempted; you guessed it, “The Star Spangled 
Banner!” I wish I could tell you she did well. Well, no... she 
botched it. As Forrest Gump might say... “Again.” 


But that precious young lady gets an “A” for effort, and 
who should demean her anymore than the film footage 
already has. Surely not I. 


Patriots, known and not so well known, have all been 
there. I could recite their deeds, be they humorous, such as 
the previous illustration, or be they deadly serious, such as 
the failed attempt to rescue the American hostages in Iran. 

We might reflect on Colonel Robert Gould Shaw of the 
Union Army; who with a thousand black troops failed to 
secure a Confederate fort in South Carolina. Or we could 
mourn with General Washington, as his valiant troops 
starved at Valley Forge. 


I’m grateful to be associated, in some small way, with 
the lot of them...including that little lady who “botched” our 
national anthem. 


July 5 


OVERCOMING PREJUDICE 


I’ll never forget the day that they came over. 


Because it had always been us and them. I grew up in 
the American South, and though my parents were fairly 
liberal, we intuitively knew ours and their “places.” 


But now the whole world had turned “topsy turvy.” For 
we had been notified that they would be joining us for the 
new school year. Now, I know ‘til now I’ve used a few fairly 
nebulous pronouns, but unless you grew up on Neptune, I 
think you understand my implication. 


There were twenty-six dark faces among us. Summerlin’s 
Junior and Senior classes filled up the gymnasium, and to be 


graphic, the audience looked a lot like an Oreo cookie in 
reverse; (a whole lot of white, and a little bit of black). 


It was 1965, and the little town of Bartow was swept up 
in an awesome tide that would not be slowed, nor stopped. 
(The ocean was a bit unsettled, but it was a “good wind” 
that blew over it). 


I suppose I’d never fraternized with someone of the 
black race, ‘til then, much less taken time to know someone 
from that culture. But all my previous stereotypes fell 
quickly by the wayside. 


Charlie was my friend. He was personable and athletic. 
Without doubt, his biceps put every other male student to 
shame. They were a massive 18 inches (or more); chisel-cut, 
with veins and ripples, galore. 


But Charlie was a gentle giant. 


And lest I seem stereotypical here, “he was a credit to 
his race.” For I think that, before the year got started good, 
everyone loved and respected him. He was a joy to know 
and spend time with. 


After graduation, my friend went on to achieve great 
things. Charles Richardson was appointed to an important 
post in the local community college, and subsequently 
became mayor of a large town in central Florida. From 
there, my high school buddy was elected as a county 
commissioner. 


And though I lost contact with Charlie, I never forgot 
him, and I never ceased to “keep up with” his many exploits. 
You can look at any of the photographs. He’s only a bit 
“paunchy,” but his “humongous” biceps are still visible. 
Whether he’s standing with a few high school students, or 
leaning against a courthouse column, there’s that most 
amazing smile on his face. 


There’s that precious scripture: “He who would have 
friends must show himself friendly.” (Proverbs 18:24, KJV) 
Charles never failed to do that. (And color was the last thing 
on his mind). 


Charlie contracted cancer, and ultimately died. I will 
miss my friend. 


July 6 
BEFORE I TOOK MY FIRST BREATH 
I was watching a Barbara Walters segment tonight, and 


found myself interested in something that I usually loathe; 
the tales, triumphs and traumas of movie stars. 


Barbara was talking about one common trait that has 
been discovered among these sometimes troubled 
personalities. Virtually everyone ever interviewed stated 
that they Anew they were destined for greatness; even in 
the midst of excruciating circumstances. 


Oprah Winfrey was raped by an uncle at the age of nine. 
Jim Carey grew up in an indigent environment. Celine Dion 
was the daughter of Canadian bar owners. Denzel 
Washington was the son of a very domineering, and 
marginally cruel Pentecostal preacher. And for all of these 
things, they found a way to cast a vision; future tense and 
bigger than themselves. 


Denzel tells of a spiritual prophetess who predicted that 
he would “preach to millions.” And very much like The 
Virgin Mary, it seems he “pondered those things in his 
heart.” 


Now I realize that greatness is in the eye of the 
beholder, and granted I have had fleeting respect for only a 
few of those we call “movie stars.” But if secular, 
momentary “greatness” has almost always been preceded 
by a vision, how much more so spiritual greatness? 


I don’t think the innate ability to cast a vision can be 
bottled, or dispensed like aspirin pills, and I’m convinced 
that this trait is rather subjective and nebulous in nature. 
But the results are always as tangible and enduring as the 
mountains. 


I took on an adolescent case several months ago. And not 
unlike so many who dream big dreams, she was 
experiencing an especially troublesome temptation. You 
see, she came with a tendency to harm herself, as a result of 
a self-mutilating behavior called “cutting.” I like to think 
that she has overcome this pattern to a large degree. But 
that is not my focus here. 


This precious young lady exhibited a trait that “spoke” far 
louder than the obvious thing that first brought her into my 
office. 


You see Nikki is one of those rare young adults with a vision 
that will not be denied. She’s among that very small 
percentage of adolescents who have embraced a life 
mission, and whose words exude an unshakable confidence 
that it will come to pass. 


The young girl informed me, early on, that she was going 
to be a missionary to the Sudan, and that her plans included 
operating an orphanage for children infected by the AIDS 
virus. And as a visible prerequisite of what remains 
invisible, she has already begun “putting feet to her words.” 
For within the past several weeks, she had the chance to 
fulfill a preliminary goal. 


Having taken one short-term mission’s trip in the past with 
our church, she went to South Africa this year. Though her 
primary mission was to assist in the building of a church 
playground, while there she was provided the rich 
opportunity to visit an orphanage that housed children 
orphaned by, and in some cases dying with AIDS. Thrill of 
all thrills, she came back absolutely ecstatic; her long-term 
dream just a little more concrete, and being set more firmly 
in place. 


I have rarely met anyone, much less a teenager, who has 
exhibited the capacity to view the invisible as this young 
lady views it. She already has some pretty concise plans 
about her eventual training, colleges and localities, and as I 
discussed above, can describe in detail her ultimate 
destination. 


It is my privilege to work with such a client, and I would 
be remiss to deny her any guidance I have the ability to 
provide. After her counseling process is completed, she has 
energetically agreed to begin a 


Discipleship/Leadership/Mentoring and Goal-setting 
program here. 


But to return to my central theme. The quality of 
greatness can be found, but too often in diminishing 
quantities; like tiny diamonds among tons of earth. 


And I think greatness first requires a vision; a vision of 
that which is destined to be, but that which remains 
invisible in our present-tense world. 

And though I cannot adequately describe from whence 
people of vision come, or how they stand, when others are 
being blown down by the storms of life, we have no doubt of 
where they’re going; for they almost always achieve great 
things. 


But I think among the primary requisites of Vision and 
Resulting Greatness are prayer and irrevocable 
commitment. I recently read something in a book that I will 
never forget. There was that encouragement that we as 
spiritual people ought to awake every morning and Say, “I 
will do something special with my life.” 


I love the verse, “You scheduled each day of my life 
before I even took my first breath.” (Psalms 139:16, MPV) 
My prayer is that my days and my ways closely reflect God’s 
intricate schedule for my life, and that my dreams and 
visions mirror what he visualized for me... before He made 
the worlds. 


July 7 
OLD JERRY AND YOUNG LAURA 


I don’t think a much more complimentary phrase has 
been spoken of me that the one a friend of mine spoke ina 
recent church service. 


He looked out at the audience and said of me, “ Bill fixes 
people.” It is true that hundreds of precious souls “have 
been fixed” in the upper room that we call “Calvary 
Counseling Center.” 


In this world we have nothing if we don’t have Impact. 
I’m convinced that God places a higher premium on Impact 
that any other talent, attribute or mission. For you see, all 
that any Christian can ultimately take to heaven are the 
souls he or she has impacted. 


I once wrote about a little old Dutch man who prayed for 
me in an evangelistic service. I still remember his name; 
Jerry Treimstra. Although I never saw him again, though he 
has gone on to his reward, I will be forever grateful for his 
Impact on me. And I’m determined to continue passing that 
“old worn baton” that I call Impact. 


I read a wonderful book recently entitled Seabiscuit. In 
her first attempt at writing, Laura Hillenbrand made the 
New York Times best seller list! In the back of the book she 
answers a reporter’s questions about her mentor figures. 


And she tells a wonderful story that occurred during her 
childhood. It seems she was at a neighborhood pool, and a 
lightning storm came up. The children were forced to get 
out of the pool and move onto a covered porch. 


Suddenly a young man came up and asked the children if 
they would enjoy hearing him read to them. Only two or 
three stayed. But this unknown, unnamed fella began to 
read The Rime of the Ancient Mariner. And Laura tells how 
enthralled she was with the words of that volume. “It 
seemed the words themselves mixed with the thunder in the 
air about me.” She continued, “I’ve never forgotten that 
day, and I’ve never been the same since.” And as a result of 
this unknown young man’s love of literature, a literary giant 
was born! 

But to return to my earlier premise. Sherri and I, and the 
numerous mentors of this agency have had the bless-ed 
opportunity to impact people. Yet impact is never possible, 
‘til like the day I knelt at that altar forty years ago, we 
cooperate with God and God’s servants. Only then do 
change, function, and maturity become possible. 


July 8 


PREGNANT AT 40 


It was November of 1998, and I was tutoring a former 
client in the intricacies of mentoring. 


Sherri just stood out from all the rest, and it was a 
pleasure to provide her training. She had made a decision, 
during counseling, to leave a high-power, well-paid vocation 
in the publishing industry. The same month she left this job 
of many years, she found herself pregnant... at 40! 


Needless to say, she and her husband were surprised, 
and she was upset, frightened, confused and almost any 


other adjective you can conjure up. I’m sure there was that 
nominal emotion I refer to as “Unfair,” and a tendency to 
accuse God of not knowing what He was doing. Not to 
mention Sherri’s realization that she would be almost sixty 
before the child reached adulthood. 


My wife and I happened to take a trip to Sherri’s home 
state of West Virginia about this time. And we couldn’t help 
but laugh when we saw a truck stenciled with the three 
following words: “Nicely’s Delivery Service.” (“Nicely” is 
Sherri’s last name). 


But Sherri wasn’t laughing, and I’m sure she didn’t 
consider her predicament to be “nice.” 


We live in an age of change, and the resulting confusion 
that follows change. Like a preacher once said, “None of us 
are against change, as long as it doesn’t happen to us!” Yes, 
Change can be excruciating. But the only ones to whom 
change never comes... are in your local cemetery. 


God assures us in Ecclesiastes, “To everything there is a 
season, and a time to every purpose under heaven” (3:1, 
KJV) 


Friend, I can tell you that God has a purpose for every 
valley, every circumstance, every question, and yes, every 
change that crops up in your life. I can also tell you that my 
friend Sherri wouldn’t trade her little Parker for “all the tea 
in China,” nor anything else this earth has to offer. 

July 9 


FOLLOW ME 
“Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have 


believed.” 
(Jjohn 20:29, KJV) 


Believing without seeing. Such a poignant concept. But a 
concept that moves well beyond theory. 


I was watching CNN tonight and the network aired a 
segment related to the Alaskan Iditarod; an annual 1,700 
mile dogsled race from Anchorage to Nome. But the 
segment had a particular twist. For you see, for the first 
time this year, a blind, young woman entered that grueling 
run. 


At this writing, Rachel Scdoris is well on her way, and 
will be pushing her dog team towards victory for the next 
two weeks, or longer. Someone said that Rachel has already 
won just by crossing the starting line. And I can’t disagree 
with that perspective. 


Granted, the team officials made a special allowance. A 
non-competing dog team, with driver of course, is running 
just ahead of this brave woman, giving her guidance by 
radio. 


I love stories like this. And there’s not a more relevant 
scripture than “Now faith is the substance of things hoped 
for, the evidence of things not seen” (Hebrews 11:1) 


Years ago, I sat in the chapel of a local bible college 
listening to the beautiful strains of “Follow Me.” The 
professor explained that the singer had served as a 
missionary to the Sudan sometime during the ‘50’s, and that 
this recording was one of the few things that remained of 
his mortal life. For this 
wonderful man was killed by a hostile band of Muslim 
fanatics. He epitomized the title of that poignant hymn... 
“Follow Me.” 


I don’t believe men like this man put themselves in such 
an eminent place of danger without “seeing the invisible,” 
or practicing believing without seeing. Though his name has 
long since faded from my memory, his legacy never will. 


I long to wake up every morning and say, “Lord, help me 
to do something special with my life;” because to do 
otherwise is to stagnate, to flounder, to fall hopelessly 
beneath our privileges as children of The King. 


But if we are to consciously repeat that phrase, ona 
daily basis, we must cast a vision into the Unseen. 


July 10 


SHACKLETON 


I am reading a wonderful biography right now; 
Shackleton. 


Ernest Shackleton has become one of my favorite 
explorers of all time. I think that only he, and the men under 
his command could ever realize the vision he had, and the 
burdens he bore. 


The year was 1909 and the South Pole was yet to be 
conquered. This man was determined to be first. It was not 
to be. 


In spite of his deprivations, and they were many, it was 
not to be. 


The pages of the book almost came to life, as I read of his 
1,300 mile journey across the vast frozen reaches of that 
southernmost continent. 

One by one the sled horses died, and had to be eaten; some 
of their meat stored in stockpiles along the way to provide 
sustenance for the trip back. Ernest and his men knew great 
hunger, as there were never enough calories to suffice. 


Again, and again, every man of them, (and there was four) 
broke through hidden crevices, only to rise bruised, and just 
a little more discouraged with what seemed a never-ending 
fate. Blizzards held them immobilized for days; their core 
temperature dropping below 94 degrees, as they lay 
shivering in their tent. One or the other of them were forced 
to lay back in the sled, as their comrades man-handled the 
vehicle; their horses long-since dead. And I read of 


Shackleton’s daily calculations, as the South Pole drew 
closer, but ever-so elusively distant. 


Heartbreak of all heartbreaks, weakness overcame them, 
and food ran low, and time was at a premium now, since 
their rescue ship was due to meet them within weeks. 


It came down to a miserable 97 miles. After all this great 
distance; 97 miles to the pole, and they had to turn around. 
Like those who come so close to summiting Everest, and are 
forced to turn back. 


Sir Ernest Shackleton was lauded by his homeland of 
Great Britain since he had claimed the then-title of having 
made the southern-most expedition in the history of 
exploration. Another group under his command had even 
managed to conquer the Magnetic South Pole. But the 
geographic pole eluded these brave souls. 


And for all of the praise, Ernest knew in his heart that 
something had been left undone. That something would 
have to be managed by someone a little better equipped 
than he, at a later point in time. 


And Sir Ernest would say ever after that, “But it wasn’t 
the pole. We didn’t make the pole.” 


One of my favorite people has adopted her own personal 
motto, and I think I’ve adopted it as well... “Every time I fall 
down and get right back up, I just get a little bit stronger.” 


I’m convinced that we are better for our failures, 
stronger for our disappointment, disciplined in the 
atmosphere of discouragement. We live in a far from perfect 
world, but we are being perfected by those things which we 
suffer. 


Ernest Shackleton had it just about right when he quoted 
Robert Service: 


“The trails of the world be countless, and most of the 
trails be tried. 

You tread on the heels of the many, till you come 
where the 

ways divide, 

And one lies safe in the sunlight, and the other is 
dreary and wan, 

Yet you look aslant on the Lone Trail, yet the Lone 
Trail 

lures you on...” 


There’s another old quotation that almost summarizes 
the foregoing 
stanza. 


“Tf it weren’t difficult then everybody would be doing 
it.” 


I think we need to be more preoccupied with the journey 
than with the destination. God hasn’t so much asked that we 
accomplish, than that we make a serious effort. 


It was said of Amundsen, the Norwegian explorer, that 
he sat virtually transfixed as Shackleton described his epic 
journey at a dinner party. 


“A mystic look softened (his eyes), the look of a man 
who Saw a vision.” 


Our Lord has provided us vision enough for a lifetime, 
and more endurance than we can imagine. Our difficulties 
temper us like gold tried by fire, and we are given strength 
for the journey. 


“Hast thou not known? Hast thou not heard, that the 
everlasting God, the Lord, the Creator of the ends of the 
earth fainteth not, neither is weary? 

There is no searching of his understanding. 


He given power to the faint; and to them that have no 
might, 
He increaseth strength. 


“Even the youths shall faint and be weary, and the young 
men shall 
utterly fall: 


“But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their 
strength; they 

shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not 
be 

weary; and they shall walk, and not faint.” (Isaiah 40:28-31, 
KJV) 
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FOLLOWING HIS FOOTSTEPS 


It’s been over a year since my wife was diagnosed with 
breast cancer. 


She had been experiencing some depression, and I was 
concerned about her, and finally insisted that she visit a 
physician. As a result of a subsequent physical exam and 
mammogram, Jean was diagnosed with breast cancer. 


But curiosity of curiosities, our little dog, Buddy, had 
developed a recent habit of following my wife from room to 
room. It was almost as though she knew something was 
wrong. And it has been reported that dogs have been 
specially trained to sniff out cancer in a human being. 


It occurs to me that if a dog can be so sensitive to their 
master’s needs, why do we struggle so to perceive the 
needs of Our Master? 


I tend to think it has something to do with our proximity 
to Him. So unlike my little dog, we skirt the edges. Oh, we 
hear something, and we’re aware that something is going 
on, but it’s a bit nebulous. 


If we are destined to do something special with our lives, 
we must lean hard on Our Lord; heavy against His bosom, 
ever mindful of His voice. 
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DR. BILL AND THE BOOT CAMP BARBER 


I have rarely been more uncomfortable, more out of 
control, more at the mercy of my environment. 


I visited the barbershop today, and the barber greeted 
me with “Dr. Bill!” And it occurred to me that he didn’t 
know my title or my name, though I’ve frequented his shop 
for a decade. But it didn’t take long to “put two and two 
together” for he had been lingering outside the door, and 
my car tag happens to bear my personal monogram. I’ve 
often thought that I should be careful how I drive that little 
Nissan, since the thing has this brand on its rear end. 


But to return to my story. I realized, too late, that my 
trusted barber was slurring his words, and he told me that 
he’d been sick with the flu. As he “did the buzz” on my 
head, this former Navy Diver made me aware that the 
military had tried to recall him at the grand old age of 64! It 
seems they wanted him to do some underwater operations 
in the Euphrates River. (Things were getting scarier and 
scarier). 


But that was the least of it. The Old Boy began scalping 
me. Yes, scalping me. Crazy Horse would have been proud. I 
began to think I was back in boot camp. Never in a decade 
had this fella taken so much hair off a head that had so little 
to give! 


Round and round he went, his hand trembling, and all the 
while I thought that I couldn’t help but have all manner of 
ridges and valleys magically appearing on my poor scalp. 


I had asked for a military haircut, but he had never been 
this military. And every time the “buzz saw” circled my 
head, the length of my hair eroded; ‘til it could hardly be 
distinguished from my bald spot. 


I wanted to speak, but my tongue clung to the roof of my 
mouth. I wanted to shout... “Man, what are you doing?,” or 
“Do you have those shears on automatic pilot?” Yet, nothing 
came out of my mouth, and I sat transfixed... and the hair 
fell in clumps around me. 

Well, friends, I’m second-guessing whether my barber will 
remain my barber! 


We've all been there. Out of control. Without strength. 
Helpless. Even hopeless. We find ourselves in circumstances 
we are helpless to do anything about. 


And though the previous illustration is more humorous 
than hopeless, I 
think it is an adequate example of our seeming inability to 
control our environment. We find ourselves in the most 
challenging circumstances, though the day may have begun 
with sunlight and a song. 


It is comforting to know that God was already there 
before we got there. That He was already aware that we 
would pass through valleys, and climb over mountains. 


So, the next time your barber “goes on the warpath,” or 
something a little more serious and significant happens, 
remember that God never shakes His head in surprise, that 
you are ever in His thoughts, and that “He cares for you.” 


“Casting all your cares upon Him, for He cares for you.” 
(1* Peter 5:7, KJV) 
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A LEGACY 


I have always had a fascination for mountaineering and 
the high peaks of the world. Though I have never attempted 
one higher than a low hill, at least others have inspired me 
to dream of such things. 


And among them all, Everest beacons me; again, and 
again. For I have read everything I could find on this 
mountain. 


Yet it was only today that I discovered that this highest 
peak in the world was named after a Sir George Everest, 
British Surveyor General of India... a man whose 
exploratory work was cut short by death before he ever saw 
the mountain! 


There are those who have gone before us who would be 
amazed with the current shape of things; so like the 
scriptural example of the martyrs of the faith (in Hebrews 
11.) I think even those righteous men closer to our time, 
like John Wesley, and Charles Spurgeon, would have mixed 
opinions of 


how things have fallen together, in terms of religion, the 
church, and the Body of Christ. 


I imagine it would be a great thing to have something 
named after one, or something still promoted in one’s name, 
long after that party has passed from the earth. 


My associate counselor has promised me as much. She 
asked me how I’d like to be remembered in her book, and I 
surprised, said something like, 


“Oh, Sherri, you plan to write a book.” And she responded 
with, “One day. And I plan to dedicate it to you.” 


But whether one’s name is George Everest, or Bill Mc 
Donald, or any other of the twenty billion souls who ever 
had names, we are given the unenviable responsibility of 
Legacy. Not so much whether a mountain has been 
designated, or a book inscribed in our name, but whether, 
when it’s all said and done, we adequately fulfill the dreams 
He had for us from the beginning. 

For there are those, (and we should consider this well,) 
who have never had a mountain named after them, nora 
book dedicated to them. And yet their small choices, their 
attitudes, their words, their very lives have consistently 
brought a smile to God’s face, and a thrill to His heart. 


My friend, I don’t know about you, but I want to be that 
kind of man. (Granted, I’m just vain enough to look forward 
to seeing my name in print, and reading about what a swell 
fella Iam, but that’s a passing vanity). 


But oh, that my name might be written in the Lamb’s 
Book of Life, along with those He has given me to touch, to 
influence, to salvage. 


For they are my Legacy. 
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UDY 


I have written about my work with substance abusers, 
and though this is the most tedious and sometimes 
unrewarding work I’ve ever done, I seem to come back to it; 
again, and again. 


I was involved in a half-way ministry in Florida, in the 
early 70’s. I’d never had a history of alcohol or drug 
dependence, but I was fascinated by this residential 
ministry to adolescents. My former wife and I often visited 


their nightly prayer meetings, and we got to know both the 
clients and house parents very well. 


One night, “straight out of the blue,” Bro. O., a big hulk 
of a man, prophesied over me. He predicted that I would, 
one day, administer a recovery program similar to his own. I 
think his bias got in the way, for it was his notion that my 
ministry would occur in Baltimore, and that it would happen 
in short order. 


I was in the U.S. Air Force at the time, was scheduled to 
be discharged, and due to settle in the Northern Virginia 
area; about 100 miles from Baltimore. And curiosity of 
curiosities, I subsequently did my monthly reserve duty in 
Baltimore. 


And though I had very little interest in conducting a 
recovery ministry, at the time, on one particular visit I 
scouted the city for a potential building, or landmark. (As if 
God would suddenly give me an unction to bring the 
prophecy to fruition). 


But it was not to be, at least not then, and the fortunes of 
both myself, and the halfway-house preacher, have taken 
some unusual turns. 


I drifted from job to job, and state to state, and lost my 
first marriage as a result. Bro. O.’s destiny took him a 
direction that might easily be included in a soap opera or 
mystery novel. For as I was watching TV one day; lo and 
behold he appeared on a documentary about Tim McVeigh. 
Bro. O. was old, and a bit “broken down” now, but there 
could be no doubt that this was the same man. It seems he 
assisted McVeigh in some peripheral manner, prior to the 
Oklahoma City bombing, and that as a result of a previous 
bank robbery, he had lost his arm! 


But in spite of my mentor’s spiritual demise, his 
prophetic utterance lingered in the psychic purgatory that 


is the repository of all things spoken, but yet to be. And 
days, weeks, months and years spiraled down the funnel we 
call life. 


Thirty years. Thirty long years. Then it happened. My 
pastor asked me to administer a recovery group in our 
church. I had filled the role of staff counselor there for over 
half a decade, and then this! I can tell you I still wasn’t keen 
on administering a recovery ministry. But he really didn’t 
give me a choice, (and neither was God giving me a choice 
in the matter)! 


I can’t say that my team and I had a profound effect on 
the masses. Alcohol and drug addiction is a hideous thing. 
‘Til I was involved in the work, I had no idea! But God gave 
us the opportunity to impact a few, and what a wonderful 
few they proved to be. 


I had a marvelous thought yesterday. The two or three 
that were miraculously and permanently impacted were not 
yet born when the prophecy was pronounced! 


A wonderful scripture occurred to me. “Before I formed 
you in the womb, I knew you, and before you were born I 
sanctified you.” Jere. 1:5, KJV) Could there be a more 
literal rendering of this verse than that prophecy of so long 
ago? 


For I remember the night Judy found her way into our 
group meeting, and I’ll never forget how “strung out” she 
was; trembling with the effects of cocaine addiction. My 
recovery team and I had the rich opportunity to support her, 
as she checked herself into a local rehab center, and 
discovered the ability to get free and stay clean. And this 
dear soul has been clean and free for almost three years. 


I received a call from Judy this week. She has asked me 
to officiate at her wedding. Isn’t that just like God? 


If I never touch another life, if I never impact another 
person, I am so blessed to have had the unimaginable 
opportunity to cooperate with God on behalf of the few; 
people like Judy, and Frankie and Cindy. 


I've said it before, and I’ll say it countless more times 
before “I lay it all down”... the only thing we can take to 
heaven is the impact we have had on people. 


How blessed I have been. How blessed I am. 
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OSCAR 


I have previously written about the exploits of Sir Ernest 
Shackleton, the famous British explorer of Antarctica. It 
seems he came within 97 miles of the geographical South 
Pole. It has been said that “close is only good enough in 
grenades and nuclear war.” He was a very disappointed 
fellow, I think. 


The man was a visionary, but he neglected to do the two 
major things that would surely have won the day. Rather 
than dogs, he took ponies. Rather than skis, he decided on 
“old fashioned shoe leather.” You see, he had never taken 
the time to adapt himself to the use of such new measures, 
and he was irrevocably taken up with the mindset of the 
nineteenth century, though that century was waning in 
favor of the twentieth. 


Yes, Sir Ernest was slow to adapt. But he was no fool. 
For a few short years later, during “the war to end all 
wars,” he brought dogs with him to his next Antarctic 
exploit. The South Pole had already been conquered at this 
point, yet not by him, and he was desperate to do something 
notable. 


Having sent two ships out, one a ship of exploration and 
one a ship of supply, he determined to do a trans-Antarctic 
expedition. It failed, since his main vessel was enclosed by 
ice floes, and crushed by the immense pressure of the stuff. 


Meanwhile, on the other side of the icy continent, a 
pitiful group of men and dogs were laying out food depots, 
in expectation of Shackleton’s march towards his destiny. 


They were emaciated, having marched hundreds of miles 
towards the South Pole, their only aim to leave sporadic 
rations in the snow for what would be the main team of 
explorers. And like so many before, these poor men were 
suffering the effects of scurvy, a potentially-fatal result of 
the lack of Vitamin C. 


But not only this, the team designed to deposit food for 
others, had run out of food for themselves. On they moved, 
towards their original campsite, and all the food they would 
eat or need. Blizzards raging around them, extreme 
privation, snow blindness; at times ferrying one of their 
dying mates on a sledge. 


And the dogs. Oh, the dogs. While the men ate the last 
shreds of the penguin, and seal they had shot, the dogs 
were without food for two days. So bitterly cold and so 
hungry they were. 


Even dogs complain. They yelped pleadingly to be fed, to 
rest, or to plain give up; even as each tread of their paws 
brought them closer to food. Many were such good-natured 
animals, like Con and Towser, so desirous to please their 
masters. But enough was enough, and hope was waning, 
even with each mile they trod. 


But with so many such stories, (and this one is no 
exception,) salvation came from a very unexpected source. 


For there was one old, bad-natured brute named Oscar. 
He incessantly bothered and berated the rest of the pack. 
More times than not, the men regretted having the beast 
with them, (and may have been prone to “put him out of his 
misery,” except that the mission so desperately required a 
minimum number of dogs). 


But the surly old dog finally came into his own. For when 
the other dogs were on the verge of giving up, for the wind 
and cold and hunger, something magical happened. 


“He just lowered his massive head, and pulled as he 
never did when things were going well. He even, at times, 
got a bit of a run on the sledge and tried to bite the heels of 
the dog ahead to make him work... It seemed to us that 
Oscar was aware that we were looking for something that 
would give him a full meal once more.” (Pg. 484, 


Shackleton) 


Well friends, I don’t know about you, but stuff like this 
makes me want to shout, Hallelujah! I can get excited about 
tales like this one. 


Oh, you may say, “He was just a dumb animal.” And 
granted, he was. But if a dumb animal can rise to the task, 
the way Oscar rose to his task, where does that leave us? 

I am reminded of the brevity of life, and the strong 
responsibility that is ours, as servants of The Most High 
God. I will not be content to whine, or to just lay down when 
the going gets tough. 


I want to be “an Oscar.” I want to pull with all my might; 
hope against hope that anything can be accomplished. If 
need be, I plan to bite the heels “of the dog ahead” of me; to 
encourage him that there’s a work to be done, and a Christ 
to be served. 


“Seeing how we are surrounded by such a great cloud of 
witnesses, let us strip off everything that hinders us, and 
the sin that so easily entangles us, and let us run with 
patience the race that God has set before us.” (Hebrews 
12:1, KJV) 
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MY CAT’S SOCK 


I tend to write about mountains and mammals. 


It’s funny how we cling to things; how the smallest 
things hold a great deal of import for us. It may bea 
yellowing picture, an ancient lock of hair, a movie stub, ora 
piece of clothing. We just tend to hang on to things to which 
we have assigned meaning. 


I’ve noticed my old stray cat. (Yes, I’m guilty of feeding a 
couple of them. They’ve taken up here, and I know I’m not 
supposed to feed a cat that I’m not willing to take to the vet, 
but I do). 


But the yellow cat that I call Calico has begun day- 
napping on my back porch, and something he’s doing is a 


little sad, and poignant. For the feline settles down in one 
place, and bends his head at an odd angle so that he can 
rest on an old sock of mine. 


Things have meaning. I often wonder about the old 
bladed instruments I own; the Civil War sword, the Waffen 
S.S. dagger, the Hitler Youth Dagger. Did a precious soul 
fall under the fury of one or more of these blades? Who can 
say? 


I dare say, none of us would be willing to part with a few 
of our most precious items; items we’ve assigned meaning 
based on the people and memories associated with them. 


But I think we have to be prepared to give things, and 
even relationships up. 


I may have the opportunity to give someone up 
tomorrow, and it won’t set a precedent, since I’ve lost 
friends in the past. 


Oh, it won’t be a matter of severing a relationship 
entirely, but this is a special relationship; one that has 
existed, and been nurtured for seven years. And the 
relationship I have with my associate counselor is precious 
to me, and the practicality of our friendship, (since she is 
opposite-gender) rests on the role we have enjoyed 
together. 


You see, Sherri is considering leaving the counseling 
ministry, and while we will go on being friends if she leaves, 
something very integral will have changed, and that pains 
me deeply. 


Yet, we must exercise the continual capacity to open up 
our hands. They say that you never truly own a caged bird. 
That you have to open up the cage and let it out. And if it 
comes back; well, that’s the test. 


No, we can’t hold on to our possessions. They have been 
given, and they can be just as easily taken away. 


My calico cat had gotten mighty used to that old sock, 
but I have long since replaced it with a nice, soft towel. 


I think that God never visits change or seasons upon us 


without good cause. And sometimes, just sometimes, He has 
our comfort in mind. 
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WAITING FOR VINDICATION 
There are times when everything cries out within us, 


“This is not fair. Lord, do you not hear? Do you not care? 
Where have you gone?” 


I recently wrote a letter to one of my mentors, and a 
couple of paragraphs stand out for me. 


“One of the primary qualities of the man of God is a self- 
disciplined soul. Our entire person calls out for 
understanding and justice. But we find ourselves waiting 
patiently, though months or years may pass by. 


There’s a phrase - ‘If it weren’t difficult, then everyone 
would be doing it.’ He that is sold out; heart, mind, body 
and spirit, to our Lord will suffer misunderstanding, 
hardship, and difficulties.” 


The man of God, he who exercises a self-disciplined 
spirit, must steel himself against that dark confusion of the 
soul. Waiting is one of the most difficult disciplines we will 
ever know. Vindication or resolution seems to linger while 
“the whole world falls apart around us.” 


One female pastor said it well, “When everything is 
coming unglued around us, the Lord challenges us to draw 
a circle of faith around ourselves, and say, ‘come hell or 
high water, I will remain in this circle. I have spent years in 
this circle, and nothing will influence me to change my 
mind.’” 


Paul knew that “dark night of the soul.” As I alluded in 
an earlier devotion, that great apostle suffered as few men 
ever suffered. There may have been those private moments 
when, like John the Baptist, he pondered, “Oh precious 
Christ, are you the promised One, or should we look for 
another?” But he never ceased to remind us that Our Lord 
is worthy of our trust, that He is faithful at all times, and 
that His love is always extended to those who love Him. 


Vindication will come. Waiting will end. Patience will 
have a result. 


It has been said that the most beautiful promise in 
scripture is expressed in these five words, “But it came to 
pass.” I cannot disagree. 


There is someone immensely important to me who finds 
themselves in just such a place, that place of confusion, 
loneliness, doubt, and fear; forced to wait in that dark night 
of the soul. And no one can do a thing about it. Yes, we find 
ourselves waiting patiently, though months or years go by. 


But our Dear Saviour can be trusted to answer, 
vindicate, and relieve. Our Lord woes us to cooperate with 
Him, to trust when trusting is hard, and to respond as the 
disciples did, “Lord, you have the words of everlasting life. 
To who else could we possibly go?” John 6:68, MPV) 


To who else indeed!!! 
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COUNTED WORTHY TO SUFFER 


I think one of the most poignant, and self-disciplined 
qualities of the Christian who would be great is their 
willingness to be misunderstood. 

Jesus knew that discipline, as sometimes by one’s and two’s, 
and sometimes in significant numbers, His followers fell 
away from Him; disillusioned that they’d been “led down a 
dead-end street.” 


We have only to consider John the Baptist. He had been 
arrested, and faced almost certain death. And on the eve of 
his execution he wrote a note to Jesus. “Are you the One we 
should expect, or should we turn to another?” 

(Matt. 11:3, MPV) He was the same man who, only a few 
years earlier, had declared, “Behold the Lamb of God Who 
takes away the sins of the world!” John 1:29, KJV) What 
emotions must have risen within Christ, as He considered 
His cousin’s questions? 


We can just as easily reflect on the lawyer who turned, 
and went away sorrowfully. Or who can forget an event that 
must have disappointed Jesus beyond belief, after He had 
said, “Unless you eat the body of The Son of Man, and drink 
His blood, you will have no connection with Him.” John 
6:53, MPV) Again, in this instance, many of his followers fell 
away. 


But Christ not only suffered emotionally, as His friends 
turned from Him, but His eyes were always fixed on the 
cross; that place where His destiny lay, and where He would 
suffer the most excruciating physical pain. His entire 


ministry represented that ascending road to the mission 
that He, and His Father had planned together, before they 
made the worlds. 


When I consider Christ’ ultimate sacrifice, my 
experiences of disillusionment, confusion, and even despair 
seem petty, and hardly worth a second thought. 


But He remembers that we are but dust, and that our 
pain is significant to us. The Psalmist tell us that “He saves 
our tears in a bottle,” (Psalms 56:8, MPV) and that we 
“should come boldly to the throne of grace, that we may 
receive mercy for our failures, and grace to help in the time 
of need.” (Hebrews 4:16, KJV) 

There is a wonderful, and very unusual verse in the Book 
of Colossians... “Filling up in our own bodies the unfinished 
sufferings of Christ.” (Col. 1:24, KJV) 


Now I’m not exactly sure what that means, but I think 
this dynamic occurs when we suffer needlessly, when 
confusion reigns, as friends drift away from us, or when we 
endure physical sufferings for months or years on end; no 
hope or relief in sight. 


We must find ourselves making that same journey, going 
out to Jesus “Who suffered outside the camp.” (Hebrews 
13:13, MPV) For if He suffered, we cannot expect to escape 
suffering. 


The kind of discipline that encounters suffering, pain, 
and disillusionment has been refined in the fires of 
experience. I think it helps us to realize the inevitability of 
circumstances, change and confusion. We cannot escape it, 
but we can embrace that spiritual mindset that says, “God 
will use this for good, He will make a way of escape, and 
this thing will pass.” 


Hold steady, dear friend. He has counted you worthy to 
bear His pain. He lingers close to you, and this thing will 
pass. 
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BECOMING A “BED-SIDE BAPTIST” 


“Not forsaking the assembling of yourselves together, as the 
manner of some is. But exhorting one another, and so much 
the more, as you see the day approaching.” (Hebrews 10:25, 
KJV) 


In my counseling practice, and more generically in life, I 
have heard similar statements among both Christians and 
secular people alike. “I’ve decided not to attend church. 
There are too many hypocrites there,” or “I keep getting 
tripped up. I’ll attend church somewhere, and it always 
happens. Either the pastor or a member disappoints me.” 


No one can dispute the weaknesses of any local church. 
In some cases, they’re downright glaring. Anyone who 
attends church anywhere for any length of time will find 
some reason to leave and never come back. 


I’ve heard of people leaving churches as a result of a 
remark in a sermon; often very innocuous, and incidental. In 
some cases, entire church bodies have split over the color of 
new carpet. 


More than a few people have decided to do “the Bedside 
Baptist” thing. And years go by while they omit spiritual 
fellowship, in favor of countless TV preachers, (and I’m not 
against TV preachers). 


This is hard, since you can never take such hurts and 
opinions for granted. People will hurt us; sometimes by 
accident, and sometimes on purpose. 


Yet the scripture that highlights this devotional doesn’t 
represent “God’s Suggestion,” but rather His Command. 


Yes, I deal with the question of hypocrites, and 
disappointments in the church from time to time. And I 
always respond in one of two ways: 


“Well, come on back and join us. There’s always room 
for one more hypocrite” or “You know, when you stand 
before God, at the foot of His Throne, He’s not going to ask 
you about Bob or Bill. He’s going to ask you about you.” 


I never attended a church yet, (and I’ve attended 
several) that I considered perfect. There’s a local billboard 
advertising a nearby church and the caption reads, “The 
Perfect Church for people who aren’t.” 


But we have to recognize that even this wording fails to 
pass the proverbial lie detector test. There are no perfect 
churches, nor perfect people. 


But I think when we “bomb out” on church and spiritual 
people, we participate in an act of surrender. I can tell you, 
that’s not pleasing to the Creator. 


If you’ve given up on church, come on back. Come back 
and do your best to help complete whatever you think is 
missing. Come on back and love the local hypocrites so 
much that they’re humbled into change. Come on back and 
renew Spiritual fellowship with those brothers and sisters 
who will probably admit that... 


they’re not perfect. 
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THE ANGEL OF FREDERICKSBURG 
I was listening recently to a audio tape that my father 


made a few years ago. While he was in his mid-seventies at 
the time, he has always been “real taken up” with leaving 


something of himself behind; something that his 
descendants can pass down to succeeding generations. 


In one interesting segment he speaks of the farms that 
dotted Southern Georgia during The Great Depression. He 
relates that farmers dug wells, by hand, in order to meet the 
needs of family and animals. 


It was hard work, but the task was crucial. No farm 
could exist without a life-giving flow of water. I expect the 
farmer had his half-grown children out there with him, not 
to mention his wife, and friends. And though hours, and 
perhaps days went by, time only inspired the farmer to 
redouble his efforts. 


My Dad will tell you that the task usually ended with, at 
first a whisper, and then a gurgle of fresh flowing water; 
water that would eventually rise and slosh against the 
earthen walls of the well. 


It has been said that “you can’t go back home.” But my 
Dad did go back, almost seventy years after the well was 
newly dug. The old, unpainted, wooden house is still there, 
but “progress” will likely to see it demolished in the next 
decade. 


It’s the closest thing to a time machine. His memories of 
that house come flooding back, and he walks past it, and 
into a nearby woods. Because he wonders, “Could that well 
still exist?” He treads lightly, moving around tall pines, and 
avoiding what might be poison ivy. 


And then he sees it. He can just make out a waist-high 
brick enclosure. My Dad picks up a rock, and tosses it into 
the abyss. Suddenly, after hardly a second, he hears the 
unmistakable sound of a splash. I can’t even imagine his 
emotions at that moment. Perhaps his first thought was, 
“I’ve drank from that well,” or “I remember digging that 
hole in the ground.” 


My father’s southern drawl is so poignant, as he speaks 
of the long, lost well. 


“Tt was hard to dig. We were dripping sweat, but we kept 
at it. Clay is so stable, but that’s what makes it so hard to 
dig. But we kept at it. We dug that bugger deep. And I can 
tell you that when we hit water; well, that was a sight.” 


My father’s tale reminds me of something Jesus said, 
“But he that drinks of the water I give him will be like a well 
of water springing forth unto eternal life.” ohn 4:14, MPV) 


That well my father dug remains ‘til this day. And I 
suppose if it were dug out a bit, it might still be used. 


I think my father’s well is a lesson unto itself. 


As helpers, our lives should look a lot like that old 
reservoir. Maturity comes slowly, and requires a whole lot 
of disciplined effort. And the walls and foundations of our 
lives ought to exude a sense of stability. Nothing marks the 
man of God any more than that day in and day out stability 
in his life; come what may, in weakness or in suffering, in 
daylight or in storm. 


It was a tradition in my Father’s day to hang an empty 
gourd next to the well, so that the tenants or even “passers 
by” might find refreshment there. 


One of my favorite stories took place during the American 
Civil War. It was 1862, and the battlefield was 
Fredericksburg, Virginia. Both Federal and Confederate 
troops were being hopelessly slaughtered by bullet, 
shrapnel, and cannonball. 


The blessed night came on, and soldiers on both sides 
tried to sleep. Veterans of that battle recounted how they 
lay their heads against their dead comrades, or covered 


themselves with the coats of those who would never need 
them again. 


The moans of countless wounded echoed across the 
bloody battlefield. But one man wrestled with their fate. I’ve 
long since forgotten his name, but he’s been permanently 
commemorated for his deeds that night. For if you go to 
that place today, you’ll see a statue of that man. Some call 
him - 


“The Angel of Fredericksburg.” 


That young soldier offered himself as a living sacrifice. 
For as hundreds of troops, on each side, screamed in agony, 
he crept out onto the battlefield. In his hands, and across 
his neck and shoulders, he carried several canteens, full of 
life-giving water. Bravely, (for he might have been shot by 
either 
side) and tenderly, he moved across that field, from one 
wounded soldier to another. 


And this young fellow wasn’t content to do anything in a 
superficial manner, for he returned to those poor boys, 
again and again, pouring pure water unto their brows and 
into their parched mouths. 


I like to hope I will be remembered in much the same 
way as this young soldier. 


We ought to be wells of water; dug deep, stable, pleasant 
to the taste and long-lasting. Those are the kind of qualities 
that have the potential to impact 
our generation and many more to come. 


For so much like “my father’s well,” which continues to 
exist long after some of its makers have passed from this 
life, we have the potential to influence some who have yet to 
be born, and whom we may never know. 


For impact is everything, and I’m convinced that those 
we impact today will go right on impacting the next 
generation, and those they impact will do the same, and so 
it goes. 


I think that old well has a lot to teach us. 
Post-script - 


I have the privilege to visit that old well. My Dad and I 
drove to Georgia recently, and then out to his ancient 
homestead. My friends, it took a little doing, but we found 
the well. My cousin happened to see it as we were driving 
out of the area. 


Someone had filled it with rubble, and there’s not a sign 
of water in it now. 
But, Oh the thirsts that well has quenched. 
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THE OLD SYRUP PAIL 


My father tells another story, from his childhood, that 
reminds me of “Littlhe House on the Prairie.” 


America was in the throes of The Great Depression, and 
my dad’s family were Georgians, and like many southerners, 
the children would take their lunch to school in used syrup 
pails. 


Well, it so happened that my father and his family moved 
to Florida, where things were a little more “up town.” But 
that old syrup pail followed my dad to what must have 
seemed a very modern place. 


People were a little better off in Florida, and most of the 
kids brought lunch boxes to school. Of course, my dad was 
immediately ashamed of his syrup pail. 


Little Henry was embarrassed to walk into his 
elementary school with the beat up old thing. And it seems 
he often hid it behind a bush, just before he walked into the 
schoolhouse door. 


He’d retrieve his sandwiches during recess, and the 
syrup pail would go home with him at the end of the day. 


Shame. Memories. Dysfunction. Sin. 


All so like that old syrup pail. We cover up. We alienate. 
We deny. We hide the evidence. 


So like Adam and Eve. They discovered they were 
naked, and hid in the bushes. 


As a counselor, I hear all kinds of stories. Some are so 
horrendous I’m prone to drop my jaw in shock, and shake 
my head. And my clients often tell me that I’m the first one 
they’ve ever told, or the first time they’ve spoken of the 
matter in years. 

So like the gold in Aiken’s tent, hid away under a rug, as 
if putting a rug on it, or hiding it behind a bush causes it to 
disappear. Out of sight, out of mind. 


Sin and Shame exists in the shadows. Such things cannot 
bear the light of day. So like that old proverbial lunch pail; 
hidden under a bush. 


Time and time again I’ve encouraged clients to speak of 
particularly hurtful things, memories or personal sin. Again, 
and again, when such things have been exposed to light, the 
darkness has fled. 


I have been blessed to help people divest themselves of 
those things that have bowed them down for far too long. 
There is nothing more rewarding or long-lasting. 
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FEEDING THE PIGS 


My dad has told me another story from his childhood. 


It seems that it was moving day in Barwick, Georgia, and 
the Mc Donald clan were debating a plan to move their 
hogs. Now I don’t know if it was a local custom, or whether 
the thing had been done for generations. 


But the children were loaded up in the back of a mule- 
drawn wagon, and the pigs were fooled into making a four 
mile trek across hill and dale. Webster, the children’s 


father, had shoveled a hundred pounds of corn onto the 
wagon, and told the kids to sprinkle the pathway behind 
them with the grain. 


So as the wagon bounced and swayed on it’s long and 
tenuous journey, my dad, and his siblings tossed the grain 
on the ground behind them. And it worked. 


The small herd of hogs obediently followed the wagon. 
So as the wooden vehicle wobbled its way across the 
landscape, the pigs enjoyed a bounty they’d never enjoyed. 


Now I don’t mean to compare people with pigs, (but in 
some cases there is some resemblance) yet the story readily 
lends itself to the moral. 


Discipleship demands that leaders have something “to 
feed” what I refer to as their disciples. 


It’s a matter of personal preparation. If we hope to lead 
new converts “from here to there,” we must not only be 
aware of the destination, but we must have something to 
feed them. 


I feel such a heavy responsibility to bring both converts 
and disciples along. 


I was presented with a wonderful opportunity recently. A 
premarital counseling couple prayed with me, and gave 
their lives to God. They experienced a rich conversion 
experience. So like the wagon and the corn. So like the 
scripture, “Taste and see that the Lord is good” (Psalms 
34:8, KJV) 


But it will never be enough to leave them “in the front 
yard.” 


As soon as “the wagon leaves the yard” these precious 
souls can rightfully be called Disciples. They must place 


themselves under discipline, (and I’m not talking about 
punishment here) and begin the long journey that leads 
from mortality to eternity. And that’s not an easy journey. 


If we would raise up disciples, if we would offer our new 
converts anything, we must have a plan, we must know 
where we’re going, and we must offer them something 
substantial. 


The children didn’t have to beg those old hogs to follow 
the wagon. They followed easily. The animals had tasted the 
food and found that it was good. 


What are we feeding those who follow our wagon? And 
do we have the slightest clue where we’re going? 
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THE BEST TEACHER IN ROOM 32 


I was watching the local school board channel today, a 
channel I never watch, but found myself momentarily 
interested in an awards program for gifted teachers. 


I suddenly realized that the program was slightly dated, 
since I recognized a member of our church on stage, a fine 
man named Sam Bennett. He was being presented the Polk 
County Teacher of the Year Award. 


Sam was asked to say a few words, and he humbly 
stepped forward. The words he spoke were so poignant, so 
telling, so provocative. 


“As I look out at all of you here, I may not be the best 
teacher in this county, or the best in my section, or even the 
best at Garner Elementary. But I hope I’m the best...in room 
32. Teaching is a ministry. Teaching is what I can get 
enthused about. Teaching is my ministry.” 


I think Sam’s implication was “It’s nice to be awarded 
Teacher of the Year. This may be the most important award 
I ever receive. But it all comes down to ‘God, let me 
minister in that small corner where you have put me. Let 
me reach the few you have placed in my hand.’” 


That has been my prayer, again and again. I don’t care if 
I ever “have aname.” It really doesn’t matter if fame and 
fortune grace my path. I just want to minister in what my 
associate calls, “The Unfinished Room.” (And I’m convinced 
that the room will remain unfinished as long as Iam doing 
and saying those things He has called me to do and Say). 


For there’s always more work to do, there’s always more 
words to speak, there’s always more people to touch, 
there’s always more tears to shed. 


For I think a man will never be truly happy ‘til he finds 
himself in that proverbial room of God’s choice, be it big or 


small; cooperating with God to the saving of souls, and 
encouragement of the human spirit. 
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PUTTING “FAIR” IN GOD’S HANDS 


“You Shall no the truth, and the truth will make you 
free.” 
John 8:32, KJV) 


Martin Luther King Jr. stood on the capitol steps in 
Montgomery, Alabama, and as he spoke to a throng of 
thousands, he exclaimed, “How long? Not long. For no lie 
shall live forever.” He was an eloquent speaker, and this 
beautiful phrase was among the most poignant of his 
statements. 


I am constantly exposed to clients who question the 
fairness of life, the decency of other human beings, the 
accusations of untruthful men. And “I feel put upon” to give 
them good answers. 


It’s almost like that classic movie, “Forrest Gump.” 
There’s one especially bitter-sweet scene in which Jenny 
visits her childhood home; a home where she was sexually- 
abused by her father. Suddenly, she picks up a rock and 
throws it at a window. The first rock misses, and she throws 
several more. We see the glass shattering, and Jenny falls 
down in exhaustion and emotion. Forrest muses afterwards, 
“Sometimes there’s just not enough rocks.” 


Well, sometimes there’s just not enough answers. 


I can think of numerous examples in which clients have 
believed they were being libeled by others. In one case a 
deacon and staff member were at odds about the truth 
behind a certain matter. 


And then there are the ex-spouses who stand by as the 
non-custodial parent (or vice-versa) slanders them to their 
children. There is hardly a more excruciating situation. I 
can only look at these miserable souls, and say, “If not now, 
sometime. Your child will grow up, and understand what he 
has failed to understand. 


I think we must put “Fair” in God’s hands. We will never 
be big enough to handle “Fair” and we must be content that 
His mighty heart is touched with our grief. 


So while sometimes there’s not enough answers, we can 
rest assured that God will win out, that the truth will come 
out, and that no lie will live forever. 
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BOUGHT WITH A PRICE 


My father tells the story of how Georgia farmers used to 
mark their livestock in the early part of the 20" century. 


Every cow and pig on the place had their ears notched 
with a particular pattern; be it a triangle, circle or 
something more complicated. 


Daddy relates that in one case, his father “went missing” 
about twenty-five pigs. Of course, Webster was disturbed 
over this turn of events, and began to look for his farm 
animals. Well, he found them. A nearby farmer had them “in 
his care.” Claimed they had taken up at his place. But the 
notches told the tale. These were my grandfather’s hogs. 
And though domestic livestock were allowed to roam free in 
those times, it seemed unlikely that they “just took up 
there.” 


It’s interesting that in New Testament times, slaves had 
their ears notched in much the same way. Notching often 
included having a dowel driven through the ear lobe, or 
cutting a particular pattern of marks on this area of the 
body. 


Paul tells the story of one of those slaves in the Book Of 
Philemon. He has run away, and Paul entreats him to return 
to his master. That particular slave, and every other slave in 
the Roman World were slaves against their will. They did 
not just submit themselves to slavery. Some were soldiers 
taken in battle. Others were debtors who failed to cover 
their debts. Some merely had the misfortune of being 
citizens of a conquered land. 


There’s a scripture, “You are not your own. You have 
been bought with a price” (1°' Cor. 7:23, KJV) The 
implication is that we are slaves serving a master. But so 
different from any other slave that lived in those times. 


For we are love slaves. We love a Master Who first loved 
us. And we find ourselves willingly submitting to His mark. 
We figuratively lay our heads on the block, and submit to 
the brand that identifies us as slaves of the Lowly Nazarene. 
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A SPIRITUAL COVERING 


“Every good gift, and every perfect gift comes down from 
above; from the Father of lights, with Whom is no 
variableness, neither shadow of turning James 1:17, KJV) 


I was given a gift yesterday. Oh, it wasn’t the average 
gift, but it was a gift, nonetheless. 


Sherri came on board originally as a client. And I was 
given the opportunity to impact her far beyond that which 
has been referred to as “Short Term Therapy.” For, at this 
writing, we are moving into our eighth year of our 
counseling ministry together. 


I was disturbed recently, when Sherri announced her 
intention to go on an indefinite sabbatical. There were all 
the usual emotions associated with change. But my 
emotions have been a bit more pronounced, and my 
thoughts a bit more poignant in nature, since she and I have 
developed such a singular relationship together. 


There are those seasons of the soul that closely resemble 
the story of Jacob and The Angel. I think both Sherri and I 
have been “wrestling with that Angel.” There has been 
some depression. There has been some confusion. 


I don’t think either of us can properly quantify the reason 
she has chosen to step away for awhile, but it can certainly 
be attributed to fatigue, her home school duties, and her 
understandable need to spend more time with her husband. 
But more than any of these things, my ministry partner 
longs for that kind of spiritual assurance that can only come 
down from above. She is waiting before God. She is 
wrestling with God for an answer, since she is determined 
to discover God’s most perfect plan for the rest of her life. 


And I think that’s just so healthy, so necessary, when too 
many Christians seem content to “just let the world go by.” 


I once accused Sherri of “having greatness flowing 
through (her) veins.” You could have heard a pin drop. It 
was like, “Are you talking to me?” I assured her that I was. I 
think that statement has had a profound effect on her life; 
that another human being could recognize that invisible, yet 
very tangible quality that resides within her spirit. 


And this person that I set out to influence has influenced 
me. This former client I set out to impact spiritually has 
spiritually impacted me. This precious soul that I sought to 
counsel has long since begun to counsel me. 


But to return to my original premise. Sherri gave me a 
gift yesterday. At a time when the function of our ministry, 


and our friendship are threatened by change, everything 
seems to come back “full circle.” 


Sherri, her husband and I “broke bread together” last 
night. It was a momentary thing. They “just happened” to 
ask if I’d care to join them at a local restaurant. But 
sometimes the Momentary seems to cooperate with Destiny. 


As we Sat down to a wonderful meal, Sherri presented 
me with both a gift and a profound responsibility. 


“Bill, as a woman the Bible urges me to place myself 
under the spiritual covering of a male. I want you to 
continue to fulfill this role in my life.” Then turning to her 
husband, she said, “And Jeff, I place myself under you as 
well.” Then finally, “And guys, I want you to fill this role not 
only now, but throughout my future life and ministry.” 


Well. You could have heard a pin drop, again. 


I was immediately relieved of all my doubts, struggles, 
wrestlings, and yes, despair. 


I realize it’s going to be okay now, whether Sherri ever 
returns to this particular ministry. 


For she has given me both a gift, and an enduring 
responsibility, and I intend to fulfill that role well. 
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A LIVING SACRIFICE 
“But I beseech you therefore brethren by the mercies of 
God that you present your bodies a living sacrifice, wholly 


acceptable unto God which is your reasonable service.” 
(Romans 12:1, KJV) 


I heard those words in a sermon today, and I’m writing 
these words on Easter Sunday. I thought it was a rather 
unusual subject for Easter, but that’s what Jesus was before 
He died, and since He didn’t stay dead, He was literally 
resurrected as a living sacrifice. 


The speaker showed a film clip, as a visual 
representation of his sermon. It depicted the most poignant 
story; a piece of footage that I’ve seen before, but which 
always causes me to weep. 


I don’t remember names, nor remember to write them 
down, but the film reflected on a baby born with the 
umbilical cord around his neck, and what was to become an 
amazing life; well-lived. 


The unfortunate lad was blessed with a father who might 
easily have won the title, “Best Father in the World.” For 
the man was determined to add immense quality and value 
to his son’s life. 


Both father and son had an intense interest in sports, 
and from somewhere came a profound idea. This middle- 
aged man would prepare both himself and his son for the 
Ironman Triathlon. 


And they entered that race. 


As race day begins, we see the father pulling his son 
across two miles of water in a raft. From there he carries 
his grown son to a specifically-equipped bicycle. Laying him 
down, in a basket of sorts, the man begins peddling for all 
he’s worth. 100 miles. Then finally, the last leg of the race. 
This great-hearted father pushes his son, mile after mile, 
while he runs behind, totally winded, but determined to 
finish the race. 26 miles. 


Now friend, I can’t tell you this wonderful duo came in 
first. I’m not even sure they finished in the maximum- 
allowed time. But, you know, I don’t think their time was all 
that important to them. For they crossed the finish line, and 
I think that all of heaven rejoiced with a great shout. 


And I neglected to tell you. The son, who for all the world 
looks totally unable and inept, earned his Bachelor of 
Science degree at a well-known university in 
Massachusetts. His major? Computer Science, with a 
specialty related to making computers more relevant to 
disabled people. 


Never, ever in all my days have I seen a more literal 
representation of: “Present your bodies a living sacrifice.” 
Who could doubt that this father went the distance, stayed 
the course, and made his son proud? 
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GREATNESS IN HIS VEINS 


I think that of all the qualities a Christian can possess, 
certainly God must put a premium on Excellence. 


One of the greatest athletes of our time, Michael Jordan 
is so thoroughly aware of this quality. During his high 
school years people came from fifty and sixty miles away, 
just to see him play “the game of hoops.” Excellence seemed 
to exude from his veins. 


High school was over, and Michael had the opportunity 
to attend college. There was never any other choice for him. 
He enrolled at The University of North Carolina. 


In a conference with his coach, the man said, “Michael 
you're going to have to play hard. You’re not in high school 
any longer.” Jordan responded with “Coach, I’ll work as 
hard as anyone else here.” Smiling the man responded, 
“Mike, do you want to be like everyone else?” He didn’t. 
Who can forget those gravity-defying shots? Who can forget 
his thirty and forty point games? I never had a taste for 
basketball, but watching Michael has always been a treat. 


Throughout the years, our hero has been the Model Par 
Excellence, the Mold, The Standard. But not just in the 
game of basketball. 


Granted, he has made mistakes, like the rest of us. At 
times, during especially contentious games, he got into 
fights with opposing team members. But, as his teammates 


can tell you, time after time, after things cooled down, he 
would apologize. 


One reporter, Andrea Kremer of ESPN, said of Michael, 
“My Mom had recently died, and I had just finished covering 
one of Jordan’s games. A swirl of players, fans, and 
reporters were trailing off through a nearby exit, while I 
chose a different route, and began to walk down a darkened 
hallway. 


I heard someone behind me, and turned my head. It 
was Michael. He had J/eft the clamoring throng, and 
followed me into the exit. His grace surprised me, for he 
suddenly said, ‘Andrea, I’m so sorry to hear about your 
Mom.’” 


Then there was a time that Jordan tried a new game, 
Baseball. The minor leagues beckoned him, but did not 
bless him. Even here, he gave it his all. But failed to 
succeed. Greatness never guarantees success, but success 
is elusive without it. 


Excellence. 


Greatness as a quality is twofold. It is both a theory, and 
a resulting action. And this lovely lady will tell you that 
greatness does not always result in success; that theories do 
not always have proportionate results. Her life motto is, 
“Every time I fall down, and get right back up, I just geta 
little bit stronger.” 


I long to be a man of excellence. There’s far too few to go 
around. 
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“NOT A MAN LIKE YOU” 


Contrary to the date on this page, the date of this writing 
is April 1, 2005. John Paul II, that most wonderful Catholic 
patriarch, seems to be dying. 


I learned something today. It seems that the Papal 
Chamberlain is required to perform a particular ceremony, 
at the time of the suspected death of “The Holy See.” When 
life signs fade, and the Pope becomes still, the Chamberlain 
taps on the Pope’s forehead, and calls him by his baptismal 
name, three times. It’s doubtful that there’s ever been a 
corresponding response. 


Because of the various ceremonial requirements, and the 
necessary presence of certain people, one Pope was 
declared to be alive three days after his demise! 


But faithful believers realize that “to be absent from the 
body is to be present with our Lord.” (2™ Cor. 5:6, MPV) 


There’s not a man, or woman who can extend their own 
lives, or the lives of anyone else, a single moment. God 
always wins out. 


I’m so glad that we have a hope that doesn’t depend on 
this sometimes cruel and fragile world. But we have a 
Saviour Who has both died, and risen to new life, and Who 
serves as The Earnest of our Inheritance. He is the first 
fruits of those who rise from the dead. 


And to summon up another movie here... “Meet Joe 
Black” is some writer’s interpretation of what it must be to 
meet Death. In that film, one of the two main characters, 
(Anthony Perkins) is heard to ask, “Should I be afraid?” And 
the Death character, (Brad Pitt) responds, “Not a man like 
you!” 


That’s all very keen, and swell, and all that, and it 
conjures up a little emotion, but in fact “that ain’t how it is.” 


If we were to be perfectly scriptural, I suppose it might 
sound more like, “Should I be afraid?” and the Death Angel 
might respond, “Not if you’ve met the Lord Himself, and He 
has cleansed you white as snow.” 


Death is so momentary, so fleeting, and we must all walk 
through that portal, but Life and Health and all Good Things 
are just beyond the threshold. 
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THE “QUALITY” OF BITTERNESS 


As I write this, the Pope still lives, though it is expected 
that today may bring the fateful news of his passing. 


I recall a day, many years ago, when Pope John Paul II, 
experienced an attempt on his life. He was traveling in the 
“Pope Mobile” when a would-be assassin’s bullet ripped into 
his body. Staggered, he fell backwards into the seat; a 
scene that conjured up memories of the Kennedy 
assassination. 


As everyone knows, the Pope recovered, and was able to 
resume his duties. But “a man like this” wasn’t content to 
forgive from afar. John Paul visited the would-be assassin, 


Ali Agca, in prison. And there is the famous film footage of 
the two men praying together. Later, wonder of wonders, 
the Pope was instrumental in having his offender released. 


It’s possible that in my writings, that I have used the 
following quotation before. But it is so poignant, and so 
fitting here. 


“Bitterness is like taking poison and expecting the other 
fella 
to die.” 


Our lives ought not embrace and nourish the “quality” of 
Bitterness. Bitterness should have no place in the 
Christian’s life. I’m convinced that there is not a trait or 
tendency that is more self-destructive, than that of 
Bitterness. 


That is not to say that feelings don’t linger, even after 
words are spoken, but I think that healing begins with 
words; words that begin with an attitude. 


There are those among us who could never approach 
those who offended them, for one reason or another. The 
offender may have died, or may be incarcerated. There may 
be an understandable fear of confronting a childhood 
abuser. But we can embrace an attitude, and verbalize 
forgiving words, if only in the mirror. 


I encourage my clients to begin a process of forgiving, 
realizing that darkness must always give sway to the light; 
that hidden things can only fester, and create an 
environment for spiritual infection. 


Function, relationships, ministry itself, is hindered by a 
spirit of bitterness, and unforgiveness. Life is too short to 
live this way. 
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SHORT-TERM SATISFACTION VS. LONG TERM 
RESULTS 


I have been increasingly frustrated with the choices that 
many well-known, and not so known pastors and ministers, 
as well as Christian leaders and laymen have made. 


We live in an age in which temptation abounds on every 
hand. Job spoke about it: 


“T have made a covenant with my eyes. I will not look 
upon a maiden (with lust).” Job 31:1, KJV) 


At one time or another, all men have struggled with that 
age-old condition we call Lust. Men are testosterone-driven 
creatures. And while we do not govern the flow of that 
hormone, we are always in a place to govern how we 
respond to it. 


Joseph knew that battle of the flesh. It was not foreign to 
him. 


In Genesis Chapter 42, we see Potiphar’s wife “coming 
on to him.” One practical teaching I provide men struggling 
with infidelity, relates to Joseph, and this particular event. 


Joseph had obviously pre-planned a response to this 
woman. And when “push came to shove,” he refused to 
allow his emotions to overcome his better judgment. 


Morality and Fidelity are a choice. It will always remain 
a choice. 


One of the most relevant verses I’ve found on this issue, 
is in the Book of First Corinthians: 


“But God is faithful, and He will not allow you to be 
tempted above 

that you are able. But will, with the temptation, also 
provide you a 

way to escape” (1* Cor. 10:13, KJV) 


I’m convinced that some don’t want to escape. I’m 
convinced that many fail to plan, and in so doing, they plan 
to fail. 


Morality is a decision to do the right thing, multiplied 
over a lifetime. 


The cost of moral failure is too great. We can live for 
short-term satisfaction, or long-term results. It will always 
be our choice. 


We are in the process of making small choices daily. The 
final sum of our lives represents the accumulation of all 
those small choices. 


August 1 


LIFE BEGETS LIFE 


I have written about this subject before, but it bears 
repeating. 


Life begets life. This is one of the premier doctrines or 
principles in the early chapters of Genesis. And as it is so 
biologically, it is meant to be so spiritually. 


I have been elated in the past few weeks with some truly 
marvelous things occurring in my local ministry. 


In one case, a young premarital couple asked Christ into 
their lives. In another case an aging, retired highway 
patrolman, with a history of alcohol abuse, did the same. 
Not only that, but shortly thereafter, he was instrumental in 
bringing another person into the kingdom. 


In this age of political correctness, I think that far too 
many Christians fail to take advantage of those precious 
moments they have been given with another. There is a fear 
of offending someone, saying the wrong thing; a fear that 
cooperates with a spirit of “stuckness.” We become 
spiritually lethargic, and unwilling or unable to speak up for 
our faith. 


My friend, I can tell you that there’s nothing more 
satisfying than to see the light of the Son suddenly shine 
forth from another’s eyes. So often, tears seem to 
accompany the conversion experience, as in the case of one 
of the three people I’ve recently seen converted. It is like, 
“Whereas I was blind, now I can see.” (John 9:25, KJV) 


Life begets life. We are meant to reproduce ourselves, 
physically, and spiritually. Iam grateful for those who came 
before me, and who in different ways contributed to my 
salvation. 


Since they are watching from the grandstands of heaven, 
and are pinning their faith on me, can I afford to do any 
differently than they have done for me? 
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Failure need not be a dirty word. 


In our culture, especially among young adults, failure is 
considered anathema. Unacceptable, unallowable, beyond 
the realm. But isn’t failure an integral part of life? 


That is not to say that I encourage people to fail. I don’t 
know about you, but I’d rather succeed. But we may as well 
gear up for the possibility of failure, because it comes to 
each of us. 


In my counseling practice, I’ve told more than one 
parent, “You have to give your child the opportunity to fail.” 
I might as well have dumped acid in their laps! But I think 
young people must have that opportunity. 


Failure reinforces the need to, as a famous Civil War 
movie characterized 
it, “Ante up and kick in.” 


Why, Thomas Edison failed over a thousand times in his 
attempt to construct a viable light bulb. Students of science 
know that the Wright brothers “crashed and burned” 


several times along the way. And Abraham Lincoln lost 
virtually every election, short of Dog Catcher, prior to being 
elected President of the United States! 


No, failure for failure’s sake isn’t pleasant, and chronic 
failure isn’t something with which we wish to be intimately 
acquainted. But we must all endure it at sometime in our 
lives. 


There’s a phrase, “I’d rather fail trying, than succeed in 
doing nothing.” At least, that’s my own heart cry. 


August 3 


OUR PARTICIPATION 


There’s a poignant scripture in The Book of Colossians. 
“Filling up in my own body the unfinished sufferings of 
Christ” (1:24, KJV) 


I have thought of this verse, again and again, and it has 
become one of my favorite in scripture. At the same time, 
I’ve wondered about it’s meaning. Granted, I’ve had some 
idea. 


But as I was watching television tonight, it became all 
too understandable. For you see, Pope John Paul II died 
today. (April 2, 2005) 

He was a man acquainted with suffering, especially late in a 
life that spanned almost 85 years. 


A commentator asked some church expert about the 
Pope’s suffering, and he quoted the verse at the top of the 
page. And what he said next brought tears to my eyes. 


“What does this verse imply? What is missing from 
Christ’ suffering? Why, simply, that the one thing that’s 
missing is... our participation.” 


This “man of the cloth” went on to say that “we 
cooperate with Christ in our suffering” and “that our sense 
of identification with Christ’ suffering should affirm our own 
suffering, and make it somewhat easier to bear.” 


I do not relish suffering. It’s excruciating. It can be nigh 
on to unbearable. However, I think it becomes more 
endurable when we consider “Him that died without the 
camp.” Let us go out to Him. 


We have a Great Christ Who has led the way for us. We 
have a great mission that may, at times, include suffering. 
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LITTLE BOY BLUE 


“T have a dream.” One of our notable civil rights leaders 
made this statement many years ago. The Bible tells us 
“Without a vision the people perish.” (Proverbs 29:18, KJV) 
Goals, visions and dreams are crucial to life. Without a 
vision, life becomes mundane and stagnant. 


I also have a dream. I grasp that dream as if it had 
substance. I embrace that dream like I would a lover. I see 


that goal looming out there in the future, virtually hanging 
in mid-air, waiting for me. 


I perceive that this will be the last completed dream of 
my lifetime. Given the environment and the obvious 
circumstances, it will likely be the last, and final 
achievement of my life on earth. And I strive after that 
dream, and do those things that will contribute to the 
completion of that goal. 


I will be an very old man by the time this dream is 
fulfilled. I cannot be sure that it will be completed, but I 
follow after it. If I do not believe, there is no potential for 
success. If I neglect certain incremental action-steps, I can 
“kiss my dream goodbye.” 


The only thing I will add, for I will not share my dream 
with you, is that the dream came to me two years ago. 
There was a definite time and day that “I heard the voice” 
and “understood the call.” 


Are you dreaming dreams? Can you see your dream 
hovering out there, just beyond your grasp? Is it tangible in 
your mind and spirit? I love the following verse: 


“Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the 
evidence of things 
not seen.” (Hebrews 11:1, KJV) 


If our visions are to transcend theory, if our dreams are 
to become real and practical, we must count them valuable 
and worthy of honor. We must give our commitment, time, 
and efforts to the achievement of those goals. 

There’s a poem by Eugene Field entitled “Little Boy 
Blue” that is so poignant, and speaks of the love of two toys 
for a toddler who was taken before his time. Ages roll by, as 
the two little friends await his return. 


“And they wonder as waiting the long years thru, in the 
dust of the 
little chair, what has become of our Little Boy Blue, since 
he kissed 
them and put them there?” 


Dreams take patience, and they are not always fulfilled, 
but what else do you have to do with your life? 


My dream awaits me. 
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SNATCHING DEFEAT OUT OF THE JAWS OF VICTORY 


The worst American General in history? 


General Ambrose Burnside admitted to being “not the 
best officer under the command of President Lincoln.” The 
Civil War was raging, and North and South sacrificed their 
best and brightest at the altar of bigotry, and bitterness. 


This overweight general found himself at the center of 
attention at least twice. He led a large body of Union men 
against at smaller Confederate force in Fredericksburg, 
Virginia. For whatever reason, Burnside camped his men 
across the Rappahonock River from the city, rather than 
invade at the earliest opportunity. 


The “dig” was that the smaller Confederate Army 
reinforced itself during the pause. When the battle was 
joined, and finished, the Union Army embarrassed itself on 
the field of battle. Burnside was openly criticized for 
allowing so much time to lapse, before his invasion force 
moved into Fredericksburg. The President, so well known 
for his quips, commented: “Burnside found a way to snatch 
defeat out of the jaws of victory!” 


The General “met his waterloo” at Petersburg, Virginia. 
His men were facing a formidable Confederate force, and 
the “pause mentality” that he openly embraced kicked in 
again. Burnside came up with a plan to dig a tunnel from his 
lines into and under enemy lines. He happened to have a 
number of former miners with him, and they set to work. 


It took time, but the mission was accomplished. Having 
finished the shaft, Union soldiers set gunpowder and fuses 
beneath their “enemy-brethren.” The fuses were lit and the 
miners ran from the tunnel, just before a massive explosion 


shook the ground, and reverberated as far as the nearby 
city. 


And so, the old general found a way to fail again. 


For some unknown reason, he sent his troops into the 
long, deep ditch created when the tunnel exploded. What 
might have been a good plan deteriorated quickly. As his 
brave, but ill-advised Union men stormed the ditch, those 
Confederate troops who survived the explosion began to 
rain lethal leaden bullets upon their enemies. As in 
Fredericksburg, Burnside realized a humiliating defeat. 


“Snatching defeat out of the jaws of victory.” 


There is a difference between failing, learning from 
one’s failures, and making a habit of failure. Burnside made 
a habit of failure. His unwillingness to learn from the past, 
cost him present victory. That is not to say that any of us 
are perfect, or that we won’t fail multiple times in life, but it 
is crucial that we develop lessons from our mistakes, and 
that we plan our present, and future based on the lessons 
our mistakes provide us. 
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ERNEST 


I remember one particular “case” I worked. This client 
was extraordinarily inarticulate, spoke in monosyllables, 
was depressive, and exhibited poor eye contact. Though 
counseling was expected to be more singular than marital, 
his wife came with him “to interpret” for me. The man had 
displayed these behavior patterns since “time immemorial.” 


Of course, counseling per se cannot begin under such 
conditions. Therefore, I suggested we focus on teaching 
devoted to communication tools, over the course of the 
initial several weeks. I also recommended that he speak to a 
medical doctor about an antidepressant medication, which 
he did. The physician was happy to prescribe for him. 


“John” continued to come in for several weeks, and we 
continued to work together on various communication 
techniques. He slowly, but surely progressed ‘til on his last 
“tools and techniques” visit, he was conversing with me in 
paragraphs, rather than monosyllables. I was thrilled, as 
was his wife. Even extended family members commented on 
the positive changes they were seeing in him. 


We are “fearfully and wonderfully made.” We are 
capable of more than we might dream. We are given power 


to excel. Even those who are “stymied and stuck” may 
blossom like wild flowers, after a Spring rain. 


Ernest Shackleton was a man of like passion as we are, 
but his exploits easily rank with the Neil Armstrong’s and 
Charles Lindbergh’s of the world. Shackleton lead a British 
expedition to the South Pole during World War I. A great- 
masted ship, with a diesel engine, was procured for the trip, 
and he and his men left with light hearts and grand 
expectations. 


Everything seemed to fall together well ‘til the ship 
encountered ice flows, too thick to navigate. The ship 
slowed, and stopped. The proud wooden ship never made 
another mile. The crew attempted every trick to dislodge 
her, but she was stuck fast. 

Weeks passed, and the sturdy ship began to creak and 
shudder, as the sea ice took its toll. Eventually, the fine 
vessel was crushed between competing flows of ice. 


Though the ship’s fate had been anticipated, shock 
registered on the faces of every crew member. Only 
Shackleton’s voice brought them out of their stupor. “Let’s 
go home, boys!” Their focus changed immediately, and they 
prepared to turn for home. 


Much has been told of that fateful journey home. The 
men set out on dog sleds, and made slow progress towards 
civilization. Ernest knew that a small island, named 
Elephant, was within reach, but it would take immeasurable 
effort and skill to get there. When navigable water was 
reached, the dogs were sacrificed for food, and the ship’s 
lifeboats, which had been drug behind the sleds, were 
lowered into the icy sea. Elephant Island was reached, and 
the first leg of the journey was accomplished. But there 
were extreme Challenges ahead. 


Shackleton selected a few of the most fit men to try for 
South Georgia Island. South Georgia boasted a small fishing 


colony, and this small speck in a “world of hurt” was his 
only hope. The island was 800 miles distant, and these poor 
travelers had only a couple of lifeboats to their credit. 


But nothing would deter our hero. Navigation was 
imperative, for had the crew been by off by only one degree, 
the island would have been missed completely. Ernest was 
absolutely intent on reaching his goal. He had left ten men 
on Elephant Island, and he was determined to go back for 
them. 


Miraculously Shackleton reached South Georgia Island, 
but the “fun” wasn’t over. A range of mountains lay between 
the stalwart Englishman and his prize. Thirty-six hours later 
he reached the fishing village, having climbed over 
numerous snow-capped mountains. Recently, a modern 
mountaineering team, decked out with all the modern 
equipment available today, took three days to traverse the 
same route! 


Well my friends, Ernest did go back for his men, though 
months passed e’er he was able to navigate the sea ice. His 
men were Safe, and not one had perished. 


We are marvelous creatures indeed, and God has set 
such a mind and attitude in us. We have seen the most 
secular and wicked of men achieve things beyond their 
wildest figments and imaginations. What can God do with a 
man who is wholly sold out to Him? I think the more we 
cooperate with God, the greater our opportunity for 
success. He chooses to work in us and through us, and bids 
us dream big dreams. 
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MAKING GOOD MEMORIES 


It’s funny the things you remember. 


I was reflecting today on an event, or perhaps more 
properly, a memory of several years ago. It must have been 
the late ‘80’s. 


I was a member of a local reserve unit, and we were out 
on monthly maneuvers. As we arrived at Avon Park 
Bombing Range, the rain was coming down in sheets. 


There was very little to do but wait. And wait we did. 


Five of us climbed into the back of a small, canvas- 
covered cargo trailer. And like I said, we waited. And waited 
some more. 


But it was a pleasant time. We talked about so many 
things, and I thoroughly enjoyed the fellowship. And though 
it’s unlikely that the other soldiers have ever conjured up 
this same memory, (I mean it was so small and 
inconsequential,) it remains a special little memory to me. 


Our memories either bless us or condemn us, and I think 
it’s important to make good ones. If I make many more like 


this one, (though it was small) I think I shall die a happy 
man. 
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THE POPE’S BANK ACCOUNT 


My wife and I were talking about the annual salary the 
Pope receives, and I chimed in that “certainly he must make 
a substantial amount.” 


I stand corrected. 


Contrary to the date of this devotional, today’s date is 
April 8, 2005, and Pope John Paul II is being laid to rest 
today. Thousands, no millions have filled up the square 
surrounding St. Peter’s Basilica, and have spilled out across 
the City of Rome, itself. 


I have just been enlightened concerning the question my 
wife and I discussed. The Pope received no salary during his 
26 years of service. It seems he will receive the only earthly 
remuneration he will receive, today. Since three bags of 
coins will be placed in his casket; one of gold, one of silver, 
and one of cooper. 


This fact struck me odd. Here was a man who lived in the 
seeming lap of luxury, surrounded by a princely 
environment of exceptionally beautiful buildings, containing 
literally thousands of rooms. The Sistine Chapel decorated 
with the most lavish and colorful paintings of Michael 
Angelo. Rooms filled with the most ornate and valuable 
frescos, and statues ever created. 


And yet the Pope received no salary. 


I think there is a close correlation to our own lives. We 
are surrounded on every hand by not only the created 
riches of this life, but the natural. 


Banks aplenty. Commercials extolling the wisdom of 
“putting a little aside for a rainy day.” The New York Stock 
Exchange. 


But far beyond man’s futile attempt to mimic God; the 
creations of nature. The beauty of Yosemite, the 


unsearchable wilds of Alaska, the rain forests of South 
America. 

And yet, Christians seem to know lack. We live in a most 
glorious world, and still we experience lack. 


God seems to have called me to a life, not of poverty, but 
of lack. And I am too often tempted to complain, and live in 
the land of “not fair.” Surrounded as it were, by riches 
aplenty, and those things denied me. 


But my associate, and indeed others have reminded me, 
again and again, that there is a mansion laid up for me in 
heaven. A place that will not only rival The Vatican, but will 
make it look like someone’s back bedroom. 


I have often reflected on my friend’s admonition to not 
be discouraged, but to comfort myself, with thoughts of that 
which is being prepared for me on the other side of this 
earthly veil. 


August 9 
RE-RUNS 


“A man Shall leave his father and his mother, and be joined 
to his wife, and the two shall be one flesh.” (Genesis 2:24, 
KJV) 


Today’s devotional represents a memorable day in my 
own life. 


For you see, I was married on this date; thirty-five years 
hence. And yet Iam not celebrating my thirty-fifth 
anniversary today, since my first marriage ended in divorce 
after just eleven years. 


It was a very different man than I who entered into that 
arrangement. He was a very immature fellow. Though I hold 
no grudge, nor lack of forgiveness towards that young man, 
he did make many mistakes, and he was at least equally 
responsible for the death of that marriage. That guy with 
my own name floated from job to job; literally dozens. And 
he moved his family from state to state, city to city; a full 17 
moves in those 11 years. 


I am remarried now, and serve as a marriage counselor 
in my local church. I like to think that I have learned a great 
deal since that first marriage ended twenty-five years 
hence. I like to think I have a lot to share with the clients 
that place themselves under my care. 


And like no one can, who have never been divorced, I 
can empathize with those who have, and it grieves me to 


see “recycled couples” returning to my office. Since, 
whereas I do premarital and marital counseling with 
numerous couples, I find many coming back to me in new 
configurations, with new partners; their previous, (and they 
have been multiple) marriages having ended in divorce. I, 
not too humorously call them “re-runs.” 


I can only hope my intervention bears fruit in the lives of 
some. I remind myself that people make their own choices, 
and their own mistakes. As counselors and helpers we can 
only encourage, admonish, guide, and generally “stand in 
the gap” for these precious souls. But we do not choose for 
them. 


May the choices of young and old be increasingly good. 
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THE (LESS THAN) ROYAL MARRIAGE 


Charles & Camilla are getting married tomorrow. It 
seems the Queen of England won’t be present for the civil 
ceremony. (I don’t blame her). 


Now you don’t want to get me started, since I think 
royalty is a “crock” anyway. Those who call themselves by 
that high and mighty name, at least in Great Britain, ought 
to be royally ashamed. One is hard pressed to think of these 
folks, stringing too many days together, without some kind 
of scandal. 


Evidently The Church of England, (which has seen it’s 
share of scandal among royalty) has reached a compromise 
with the prince. For I understand that the couple is being 
required to make a verbal confession of their sins, in an 
attempt to solicit God’s blessings on their marriage. The 
language of that confession is extremely humbling and 
specific, if 1 can believe my FOX news anchorman. 


No one reading this volume could be unaware of the 
royal “dilly-dallyings” of Charles and Diana during their 
brief, and ludicrous marriage. They both “played the field,” 
and if they were given positive grades for their negative 
antics, an A Plus would not be sufficient. 


Who can forget Princess Diana’s BBC interview? Sad and 
Specific was the order of the day, that day. While each of 
the marital partners had been unfaithful to the other, she 
seemed to focus on her husband’s discrepancies; (and 
perhaps he was the first to cheat. I cannot be sure). 


Charles went into the “Royal Marriage” with a long- 
standing “crush” on Camilla Parker Bowles, someone else’s 
wife; (So reminiscent of King David, and all that). It seems 
when the two were much younger, Camilla approached 
Charles after a polo match in which he’d participated. It has 
been reported that she said, “Charles, I thought it was time 
we met. You realize, don’t you, that we’re long-lost cousins.” 
The story goes that the prince’s great granddaddy had an 
extra-marital affair, (here we go again) from which sprang 
Camilla’s side of the “royal family.” 


As aman, I just can’t identify with what Charles has 
been thinking all these years. I mean when you compare the 
wife he had, with the mistress he wanted; there’s just no 
comparison. 


I, for one, am in favor of “canning” the whole lot of those 
pitiful creatures we humble ourselves to call royalty. But 
I’m not being too charitable here, am I? 


Infidelity is rampant in our culture. I suppose a full half of 
divorces must be the result of people lusting after “strange 
flesh.” In my counseling practice, I deal with this “issue” all 
the time. Oh, the hurt. Oh, the pain such behaviors cause 
people. And, Oh, how unnecessary. 


I hasten here to add that I am nobody’s judge. We “have 
all sinned and come short of the glory of God.” But if we 
take royalty as our example, (or numerous clients that I’ve 
dealt with personally) some people seem to be working hard 
at remaining in a quagmire. 


God grant us the wisdom and the power to remain 
faithful to those we love. 
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STANDING DOWN 


I’ve written about my “Little Buddy” before. 


My little Shih Tzu is, at the same time, intelligent and 
quirky. But I guess we all find ourselves emulating that 
second category. 


Lately I’ve allowed my dog to sit in my lounge chair. It 
was “the beginning of the end” of my own comfort. 


For I find myself “playing second fiddle” to my dog. I'll 
sit down, and within two minutes, my Little Buddy assumes 
the “parade rest position.” There she sits, staring me down, 
and though she doesn’t talk “human,” there’s little doubt 
about what she expects, (or is the appropriate word, 
“demands”)? 


I think that God has placed within all higher animals, a 
spirit that craves rest, for we must all “come away,” in 
order to survive; hence the antics of my Little Buddy. 


Jesus “went up into a mountain.” Elijah ran to a brook. 
Moses also went up into a proverbial mountain. Without 
rest, we perish; emotionally and sometimes literally. 


But rest is never a waste of our time. We must come 


away, if we are to be renewed in body and spirit. Just ask 
my dog. She seems to be an expert. 


August 12 
GREAT EXPECTATIONS 


This year has been one of confusion. 


I am writing this devotional in early April, contrary to the 
date on this page. And boy, am I confused, (and a little 
depressed, I think). 


Last year was one of great expectation, and my 
expectations were not in vain. Wonderful things happened 
in our local counseling ministry. Granted, we closed down 
our recovery ministry, but I believe it was “for such a time 
as this” anyway. But, my co-counselor, mentors, and I 
initiated a couple of new, and innovative programs that held 
great promise for future years. 


This year is one of great alienation, and I must admit that 
I feel increasingly separated from my friends, and at times, 
from God. My associate is taking an indefinite sabbatical, 
and my mentors have been mostly inactive in this ministry; 
due to their own time constraints. 


I heard a sermon today with a very similar theme. It 
seems you prepare diligently for something, and you know 
it’s God, and things fall together pretty well for awhile. And 
then...confusion and incompletion. 


If someone were to ask me, “Are you content with the 
progress of your life and ministry?” I would tell them “No.” 


But I’ve been involved in ministry long enough to know 
that there’s no rhyme or reason to it... except that God 
never quits being God. 


I’ve also learned that I am helpless to “kick-start” 
anything before it’s time. I can cry in desperation, I can kick 
my dog, I can go out into the desert and scream, and it’s 
just not going to make much difference. 


Friends, I’m resolved that I have to place my ministry, 
and indeed my fate, in the mighty hands of God. He knows 
my destiny. He knows my path. He knows my end from my 
beginning. 


It’s just so hard waiting. 
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SHADOWS 


There’s a line in the famous novel, Jane Eyre, that goes, 
“The shadows are as important as the light.” The heroine, 
Jane, has just given her pupil, Adeile, some practical advice 
about the choice of colors in a chalk drawing. 


That’s all well and good in a novel, but it wears heavy on 
our shoulders when it’s real life. 


But in spite of my last devotional, I have to admit that 
God is still working behind the scenes, and that He hasn’t 
given up on this ministry. 


I’ve been counseling with a precious, young lady the past 
six months. I have made reference to her in previous 
devotions. She came with the hideous issue called “cutting.” 
Nikki had become progressively worse in terms of her 
behavior pattern, and I strongly considered sending her 
elsewhere for clinical treatment. I came so close to doing 
SO. 


I think we arrived at “the edge of the cliff” when she cut 
two words into her arm; “rage and pain.” That’s when I sent 
her to a local psychiatric doctor for the administration of 
medication. It helped. 


But I continued counseling this adolescent girl; against 
my better judgment. 


Well, Nikki began getting progressively better. We had 
turned the corner. She began to gain insight into both the 
causes and cures of her issues. And relapse has become 
increasingly unlikely. 


My little client testified in her youth group this past 
week. And Oh, what a testimony! 


I remember three particular lines... 

“T used to want to be like those models in the magazines. 
Now I just want to be Nikki.” 

and 

“T’ll never cut myself again.” 

and 


“Tf you don’t like the things I just told you, then I guess 
that has to be your problem.” 


In terms of these statements; someone like Nikki has to 
arrive at a place where: 


*they are content with who they are, and how God made 
them. 


*they can truthfully say they will never do such things 
again 


*they just don’t care who knows about their pasts... 
because they, 
themselves, are more concerned about their future 


Do you know how proud I am of this dear girl? Do you 
have a clue how far she’s come? Well, (and I say this with 
tears) Nikki and I do! 
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POLITICAL CORRECTNESS 


I was watching television a few minutes ago, and the 
program caused me to consider what is commonly referred 
to today as “Political Correctness.” 


In our culture, today, we tend to rework Present and 
rewrite History. All in the name of Political Correctness. 


There’s a commercial that’s running lately that serves as 
a good example. 
In the advertisement, two women, one white and one black, 
are riding on an elevator. The elevator stops at a particular 
floor, and a muscular, (and slightly suspicious) black man 
steps on. Well, with this the white woman holds her purse 
close to herself. 


Towards the end of the commercial, the riders disembark 
the elevator, and begin to go on their way. However, just as 
the two women part, the black woman challenges the other 
lady with: 


“T saw that, and I didn’t like what I saw.” 


Of course, the white woman responds with, “What? Oh, 
you mean the thing with my purse. It didn’t mean anything.’ 
To which the black woman responds, 


U 


“Well, it did to me.” 


Now, I don’t know about you, but if this commercial isn’t 
promoting modern-day, ACLU-oriented propaganda, then 
I’m totally naive. 

If I had been put in that particular situation, (as a woman) I 
would have done as the white woman did; (and I’m sure “in 
real life” the black lady would have been just as cautious). 


But this writing has very little to do with the subject of 
racism. 


Joseph Stalin was the cruel and ruthless dictator of the 
Soviet Union during World War II. No man, no entity, and 
certainly Truth itself were not allowed to stand in his way. 


According to one documentary, the very name of Adolph 
Hitler caused him to quake in his boots. And we know now 
that Russia managed to defeat Germany, in spite of, not due 
to Stalin. 


But Joseph Stalin was the master of propaganda. He was 
particularly fond of cinematography. 


In one case, he “asked” a well-known producer of that 
era to produce a movie that glorified his supposed exploits 
during the war. The movie depicted his visit to Berlin, just 
after Nazi Germany had been defeated. We see masses of 
Russian soldiers, and civilians virtually falling down to 
worship him. 


Something that never happened. (He never visited 
Berlin)! 


But what goes around, comes around. After Stalin’s 
death, President Khrushchev had the movie altered to 
remove Stalin from the limelight. The actor who portrayed 
Stalin had been cleverly hidden by the insertion of a 
Russian soldier; his back to the audience. 


But it’s comforting, (and sometimes not) to realize that 
God has it all straight in His mind. Nothing is ever put over 
on Him. There is no Political Correctness in heaven. Truth is 
Truth is Truth, and it always will be. 


When we stand before The Great Judge, The God of the 
Whole Universe, The King of kings and Lord of lords, we can 
be sure that He will have all the facts close at hand. His 
book has never been altered, and His Word can never be 
changed. 


But we can depend on Him to be completely trustworthy, 
fair, and gracious to those He calls by His Name. 


August 15 
THE SMILE 


We are “in between” pastors at this writing. 


But in between is not without in this case. A college 
professor from our nearby denominational school has been 
filling in for us. I like the sermon he preached tonight more 
than almost any I’ve ever heard, because it was so poignant 
and so there. 


The minister spoke from the First Book of Thessalonians, 
but he might just well have chosen any of St. Paul’s books. 
Because Paul is Paul is Paul. For my money, outside of 
Christ, Himself, there never was a man like Paul. 


The subject of the preacher’s sermon included the 
themes of: Character, Vulnerability, Sensitivity, Empathy 
and Impact. These adjectives might easily have listed “Paul” 
as their example in Webster’s Dictionary. 


I sat transfixed, as I rarely have, as the professor 
summarized a man who cannot be easily or briefly 
summarized. Tears coursed down my cheeks. And as much 
as I attempted to stem that flow, words like Impact, and 
phrases like Passing the Mantle renewed the liquid tide. 


For Iam about Jmpact. It is my life. It burns within me, 
“and will not let me go.” Oh, it would be easier to “just go 
about my business,” but I can’t, and I won’t. 


One illustration the professor used tonight involved a 
question he had previously asked another elderly professor 
at the college. 


“Doc, you’ve been forced to travel a lot in your ministry. 
What keeps you faithful to your wife?” 


The answer has remained with him through the years. 


“Well, Bill, someone has to set the standard for our 
students. Someone 
has to model God’s faithfulness for them. I decided it might 
as well be me.” 


As a counselor, I am in the place to raise up disciples. 
And I can’t imagine putting myself in a place to let them 
down. 


Tonight was a good example of what I can “get off on.” It 
beats the socks off “just being mediocre.” During our 
congregational prayer tonight, I walked across the 
sanctuary, between and through several pews and aisles, in 
order to pray with Nikki, one of my current ‘disciples.” 


I sat behind her, and placed my hand on her head, and 
prayed a prayer of resolution and gratefulness for her. After 
the prayer was concluded, I left her a copy of the devotion I 
had recently written about her. (See August 13") 

Having sat back down, I looked back at her. Nikki had 
opened the envelope, and was eagerly reading the pages. 


When she finished, she glanced up, and our eyes met. The 
most amazing smile lit up her face. 


Tell me that Impact isn’t worth it all. 


August 16 


CONSTANCY 


“For with Him is no variableness, nor even the slightest 
shadow of turning.” 
(James 1:17, MPV) 


I walked outside tonight to “pee my dog.” (Sorry) As I 
stood there taking in the cool night air, I chanced to look to 
the West. What greeted me in the starry heavens was a little 
surprising. 


The moon was in full eclipse. A tiny sliver of light shone 
on the lower rim. 


The Book of Hebrews tells us that, “(the heavens) will 
perish... and they will all grow old like a garment. Like a 
Cloak You will fold them up, and they will be changed.” 
(Hebrews 1:11-12, KJV) 


Even in the “daily comings and goings” of the stars, 
moons and planets, change is the order of the day. Seasons 
change, sun spots become more numerous and then 
diminish, stars explode in what has been referred to as 
“super novas,” eclipses occur, and meteorites gash large 
craters into the lunar surface. 


But we are assured that God’s creations are pale 
reflections of His glory. 
For, “You, Lord, in the beginning laid the foundation of the 
earth, and the heavens are the work of Your hands... 


They shall be changed, but You remain the same, and 
Your years will not fail.” (Hebrews 1:10,12, KJV) 


I am reminded, as I write these words, that God ordained 
one particular heavenly sign to be a constant reminder of 


His unchangeableness. Do you remember? The rainbow. He 
gave this sign as a constant memorial that His grace would 
forever be extended to those who call upon His name. 


We have a God Who bends low to hear our faintest cry, 
and Who can be trusted to provide for us, day in and day 
out, light or darkness, mountain or valley. 


Our God is an awesome God. 


August 17 
DARK SKETCHINGS 


“For I reckon that the sufferings of this present world are 
not worthy to be compared to the glory that will be revealed 
in us.” (Romans 8:18, KJV) 


A friend called me today. I admitted that I’d been a bit 
depressed the past couple of days, and I asked her to pray 
for me. This friend has no compulsion about praying on the 
phone, or otherwise, and she gladly acquiesced. 


Though we are created in the likeness of God, we fall far 
short of emulating his unchangeableness. 


This year has been so uncertain, and in terms of 
ministry, nothing is falling together the way I’d expected. It 
seems God is using a lot more shadow in his “sketchings,” 
than color. But I like to think that though He winds up with 
a dark drawing, it will, (nonetheless) be beautiful. 


August 18 


DIGGING IN THE MUD 


“Not by works of righteousness that we have done, but by 
his mercy he saved us; by the washing of regeneration, and 
the renewal of the Holy Ghost.” (Titus 3:5, KJV) 


When I was about eight or ten, I remember a friend and I 
digging a large hole in the ground, under an old oak tree. 


We had the notion that we would dig ourselves a 
swimming pool. 


Well, after the hole was dug to our satisfaction, we began to 
carry buckets of water from his house. It took a little doing, 

but we finally filled it up to the brim. (Someone forgot to tell 
me that a pool requires a hard bottom). 


We looked at the thing awhile, and figured we didn’t have 
much to lose, so... we jumped in. Needless to say, it was 
more mud than water, and more swamp than swimming 
pool. But I admit, at least at the time, it was fun. 


We “swam” about as long as we could enjoy it, and 
decided, at some point that we’d get out. Of course, we 
stumbled out just about as filthy as you can imagine. We 


must have looked very similar to Anne Shirley, in the movie, 
“Anne of Green Gables,” (who when chasing a cow) fell onto 
her face in the mud. 


Well, my friend and I finally crawled out of the mud hole; 
(we no longer thought of it “a pool.”) And we headed 
straight to our respective homes. The mud was already 
drying on our bodies, and it was “plain hateful.” I don’t 
quite remember what my mom had to say when I got home, 
but there’s little doubt she was “flabbergasted.” 


I think our lives are a lot like the mud hole of my youth. 


We work so hard “digging a swimming pool,” only to 
discover we've created a morass. But we’re not content to 
just dig it. We summarily dive into the thing, and find 
ourselves neck deep in... mud. 


Only to realize, again and again, that “we just can’t make 
it happen.” 


Too many of us, Christian and otherwise, live this way. 
We “try hard at it,” but we find ourselves unequal to the 
task. When it’s all said and done, we’re covered up with 
mud, and generally miserable. 


Scripture tells us that we are helpless to save ourselves, 
and that all our works are like filthy rages. Since if works 
could save us, a whole lot more people would be saved. 


My associate reminded me recently that Salvation is 
free, since the Lord Jesus paid the ultimate price for it; His 
life. I think we might rest, if we could realize that there’s 
not a thing we can add to that free gift. The Book of 
Hebrews speaks of the wisdom of resting from our (dead) 
works, as Christ rested from His. 


Life muddies us up, but there is Someone to Whom we 
can go; that Someone who gives of the water of life freely. 
He’ll help us get the mud off. 


August 19 


COOPERATING WITH GOD 


There’s a sermon that I’ve never heard preached; a bit of 
theology I’ve never heard pronounced. 


I guess God was just waiting for the advent of “yours 
truly” to bring it to light. But seriously I think this bit of 
insight is so “radical” that, as one of my adolescent clients 
might say, “It rocks!” 


I can’t say when I first noticed it, possibly within the past 
five years. I can’t say what triggered my recognition of it, 
but once I realized how amazingly wonderful it is, I share 
the concept as often as I can, and with as many people as I 
can. 


So, what is this amazingly wonderful principle that you’ve 
never heard, or realized about scripture? 


Simply this. There are literally thousands of scriptures 
that have a reference to God and man in the same verse. 


The reference to man may come in the form of someone’s 
name, (John or Paul,) a pronoun, (he or she,) or a generic 
term that represents man, (people, mankind, Romans, etc.) 


The reference to God may take any of the names of God, 
(such as, Lord, Father, Christ, Holy Spirit, etc.) 


Following are just a few examples of where I’m going 
with this: 


“And there went with Saul, a band of men, whose heart God 
had 
touched.” (1** Samuel 10:26, KJV) 


and 


“The Lord will accomplish that which concerns me.” (Psalms 
138:8, 
KJV) 

and 


“T, therefore, the prisoner of the Lord beseech you that you 
walk worthy of the vocation to which you are called.” 
(Ephesians 4:1, KJV) 


Well, this bit of theology may not seem especially 
enlightening to you, but it has changed my entire life. 


My counseling partner, and I have often reflected on 
Michelangelo’s painting of Adam and God on the ceiling of 
the Sistine Chapel. Sherri picked up on my own terminology 
after that. I have referred to that painting as “Cooperating 
with God.” 


In the past few months, she and I have been remodeling 
our counseling office, and we discussed putting an artistic 
border along the ceiling line. Of course, I gave Sherri the 
mission to scout around for a fitting pattern. I could not 
have guessed how fitting it would be. 


A week or so went by, and my partner walked in with a 
couple of wallpaper bags. I could only smile, and shake my 
head as I pulled the first roll from the bag. 


Looking back at me was, (are you ready for this?...) 
Michelangelo’s painting. (Perfect in every detail, except for 
a Slightly more modest Adam than the original.) I was 
almost ecstatic. Now we have a visual representation of 
“Cooperating with God” anytime we care to use this word 
picture with our clients. It’s replicated dozens of times 
across our own ceiling. 


But let me call your attention to the original principle. As 
the famous painting visually represents God, and man in the 
process of cooperating together, so does the multitude of 
scriptures represent God, and man involved in that same 
process. 


Bottom Line? God rarely does what He does alone. He 
has voluntarily humbled Himself to the principle of 
cooperating with man. 


And as weak, and as inept as we sometimes are, God just 
isn’t optional. 


I will never read the scripture the same way again. I 
can’t help but look for a reference to both God and man... in 
the same verse. We have been blessed beyond reason. We 
have the inestimable opportunity to cooperate with God, 
Himself! 


August 20 


RECIPROCAL LOVE 


“Whatsoever you would that men should do to you, do 
you even so to them.” (Matthew 7:12, KJV) 


My dog takes this verse liberally and literally. She’s what 
has been referred to as a “palace dog.” Legend has it that 
the original Shih Tzus lived among the Buddhist monks of 
Tibet. They were very loyal and loving animals. 


My wife has had five surgeries in the past two years. 
Leading up to her diagnosis of breast cancer, and before we 
had the slightest clue, Buddy would follow Jean around the 
house; something she wasn’t prone to do before. It was as if 
Buddy just knew something was wrong. 


In the past week, Jean had surgery on her knee. Buddy 
has been real protective of her, seemingly very interested in 
the bandages on her leg. And sacrificial to a fault. 


Yesterday I was on my way to the post office, and called 
my dog’s name aloud, along with the accompanying phrase, 
“You wanna go?” That question usually fires her up like 
nothing else. She will run as hard as her four feet, nine 
years, and twenty pounds will allow; but this time was 
different. I repeated, “Buddy, you wanna go?” Nothing. No 
response. My empathetic little dog didn’t budge. And 
though I couldn’t see her, I knew she was still lying next to 
the couch; ever protective of my sleeping wife. I 
immediately guessed at her agenda, and walked out the 
door. 


But Buddy and I have an unspoken, but firm 
understanding. Our love and care for one another will 
always be reciprocal. 


Tonight “my little Buddy” was “under the weather.” She 
seemed to have a slight fever, and her breathing was 
labored. Though she usually sits an arm’s length away, (a 
tendency of this breed) tonight she made a point to jump up 
on my footrest, and began to “stare me down.” 


And though she still hasn’t learned “to talk human,” she 
has no trouble communicating with me. Her unspoken 
words were obvious... 


“Hey, you. (Yes, I mean you). Pick me up. I need a little 
tenderness.” 


Could I possibly ignore that precious little face? (If 
you've ever seen a Shih Tzu, you would have no illusions 
about what I mean). 


Of course, I picked her up. And I held her close. And I 
smoothed her fur. And I spoke tender words to her. After 
all, she wasn’t feeling good. 


I think if the family of God would treat one another this 
well... Well, it would be a very different family, indeed. 


I’m convinced that God often uses animals to put us to 
shame. Granted, it takes some watching. It takes a little 
reflection. But it’s there for those who take time to observe. 


And lest my rapport with Buddy seems to exceed my 
relationship with my friends, think again. God has given me 
four of the best friends that exist anywhere on the face of 
this planet. As I write these words, I can honestly say, they 
have never let me down. They are the kind of friends that 
love me in spite of my own inconsistencies, and slightly 
eccentric behavior. I have been able to confide in them, and 
never once have they patronized me, or screwed up their 
faces in abject shock. They are both my confidants, and 
have become my spiritual siblings. I am convinced that any 


one of them would lay down their life for me. I once asked 
one of them, “How could I hope to have a friend like you?” 
How indeed? 


I am grateful for the little dog I call “Buddy.” I am 
eternally grateful for my... friends. 


August 21 


THE DOG WHO ATE WITH A FORK 


I hope you don’t get tired of stories about my dog. But I 
have “to put pen to paper” when the thoughts are fresh. 


Without exception, people do a “double-take,” if they 
happen to be present when I feed my dog. 


Zip, and the lid is off the can. Nothing unusual about 
that. But from this point, everything changes. I open the 
silverware drawer, (what’s that look I see forming on your 
face)? and I take out a fork. Before we’re done, Buddy has 
consumed a third of the can, and she walks away with a 
satisfied look. Maybe she’s thinking, “the food and the 
service are above average in this place. It gets at least a 
three star rating.” 


Seriously though, owners of Shih Tzu’s tend to be a little 
more sensitive to the plight of their pets, since this breed 
has a history of serious allergies; specifically food and flea 


allergies. Bottom line, I like to keep my dog’s face clean. 
(Thus, the fork)! 


Unfortunately, I can’t get my dog to exercise, or expend 
calories. I have tried. In the past I have put a collar around 
her neck, and snapped a leash to it, and we walked out the 
door together. But that’s when it all began to fall apart. No 
sooner had we left the yard, and stepped into the street, 
than Buddy “threw on her brakes.” I found myself dragging 
the hapless animal several feet. I didn’t have to trim her 
claws for several months after that; (just kidding). 


I have tried different things to keep my dog healthy. I 
have thrown a ball (and when she was young, she’d chase it; 
no more). In terms of walking, the only time that ever 
worked was “coming back.” For you see, a few times, I toted 
my dog a hundred yards down the street, take off it’s leash, 
and begin walking back home; with scarcely a look behind 
me. She followed me all the way home. She knows where 
her bread is buttered! 


I am constantly in the process of feeding people; yes, 
people. Oh, not in the traditional sense, though some of my 
income winds up in the local grocery chain’s cash registers. 


But not only do I feed people. I hand-feed them. 


Raising up disciples is demanding business. It requires a 
lot of personal attention. And one has to be busy procuring, 
and dispensing food; lots of it. 

A father enjoys watching his children eat. 


I hope I am feeding my disciples good spiritual food, 
since I must require them to do something with all those 
calories. I love to see them settle down to eat, but eating is 
not all they’re about. I’m going to require them to burn up 
those calories doing something worthwhile. I’m so glad that, 


almost without exception, my disciples have made me 
proud. They are busy hand-feeding their own converts; 
plumping them up, getting them ready for service. 


I haven’t been real successful with my dog. I guess I’ll be 
hand-feeding Buddy ‘til she “lays it all down.” I’m grateful 
that with people it’s been “a whole ‘nother thing.” 


August 22 


SKELETONS IN THE CLOSET 


There’s a current news story that relates to a man living 
in a married woman’s closet. (The man in the closet wasn’t 
her husband). 


Ultimately, “the man in the closet” was discovered by a 
surprised and irate husband. The angry man took very little 
time “dispatching” his foe. The murderer has been arrested, 
and will be charged with first degree murder. 


I’m aware of various and sundry stories that follow this 
same theme. 


It has been said that Patrick Henry, the author of “Give 
me liberty, or give me death,” kept a deranged wife in his 
attic. (But that is not to say that she was ill-treated). 


In the popular volume by Charlotte Bronte, Jane Eyre, 
Mr. Rochester does the same thing. Perhaps the author was 
working off her prior knowledge of the famous American 
patriot. 


But such stories are by no means singular, or unusual. 
Such examples have occurred, and still occur by the 
millions. 


Before you contradict me, I’m not talking literal here, 
but figurative; or better put, spiritual. At some time or 
another, we have all been guilty of hiding memories in our 
closets, and storing past events in our attics. 


Or, to coin a much more familiar phrase, we have all had, 
(or have) skeletons in our closets. 


From my own subjective survey of this principle, 99% 
admit to having skeletons in their closets; (and the other 1% 
are liars)! 


That is not to say that everyone is in favor of doing 
something about it. Few of us have unloaded all our “dark 
secrets” onto a trusted person in our lives. We “stuff.” We 
“numb out.” We play “hide and seek.” 


As a counselor I have been as guilty as any of my clients, 
in terms of “hiding skeletons.” Granted, the bones would 
occasionally rattle, and unnerve me a bit. And sometimes 
the closet door would be hard to close; (too many bones, 
and too little storage space). 


But even counselors arrive at a time and place when 
closets have to be cleaned. I’m no exception. And the results 
of my sharing has been beyond my expectations. 


I encourage people to share those pent-up secrets and 
memories that have never been reconciled in their minds 
and spirits. Substance groups speak of “People, Places, and 
Things.” That’s what were talking about. 


In my own life I’ve chosen two same-gender and two 
opposite-gender people with whom to share my hurts, 
memories and secrets. While I almost always recommend 
people use only same-gender accountability persons, I have 
found myself in a particular circumstance. 


The men and women, with whom I consult, are two 
married couples, and are my best friends. Beyond this, all 
four serve as mentor figures in this church agency. And, one 
of the women serves as my associate counselor 


And all this is not to say that we have to “unload” every 
sin, every Memory, every excruciating specific from our 
pasts. God is the ultimate forgiver of sins. But I’m convinced 
that He uses people; people who are full of the spirit of 
empathy, understanding, and intervention. 


It is not for nothing that we find verses in The Holy Writ 
that refer to counseling: 


“Without counsel the plans of a man are disappointed. But 
in the multitude of counselors, they are established.” 
(Proverbs 15:22, KJV) 


and 


“In the multitude of counselors, there is safety.” (Proverbs 
11:14, KJV) 


and 


“Counsel in the heart of a man is like deep waters, but the 
man of understanding will draw it out.” (Proverbs 20:5, KJV) 


I have found the catharsis that flows out of what 
counselors refer to as “self-report.” I have experienced 
freedom from guilt, and a newness Of life. 

I have left various mind-sets behind, and conquered certain 
defensive mechanisms. I recommend accountability. I 
recommend the presence of a mentor figure. We are all 
needy people. 


Fven counselors need counsel. 
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JESUS’ TAX ASSESSMENT 


Even Jesus paid taxes! 


In an age when our taxes of all kinds overwhelm us, and 
we might be inclined to host our own “personal Boston Tea 
Party,” one example in Christ’ life causes us to reflect. 


For we read: 


“When they had come to Capernaum, those who received 
the tax came to Peter and said, ‘Does your Teacher not pay 
the tax?’ 


“(and) He (answered), ‘yes.’ 


“And when he had come into the house, Jesus, anticipated 
him, saying, ‘What do you think, Simon? From whom do the 
kings of the earth take customs or taxes, from their sons or 
from strangers?’ 


“Peter said to Him, ‘From strangers.’ 


“Jesus said to him, “Then the sons are free. Nevertheless, 
lest we offend them, go to the sea, cast in a hook, and take 
the fish that comes up first. And when you have opened its 
mouth, you will find a piece of money; take that and give it 
to them for Me and you.’” (Matt. 17:24-27, KJV) 


I’m on my way this very moment to pay my own taxes, or 
at least have them prepared. (I may have to request an 
extension). 


I have to admit taxes “eat me for lunch.” They just plain 
make me angry. It’s not only that they’re outrageously high, 
(they are,) but that they’re foolishly spent. 


We've all read of the $97.00 toilet seat, and “the pig ina 
poke” that often characterizes what’s referred to as pork in 
the budget. There are those ludicrous expenditures, such as 
research projects designed to determine the mating habits 
of a particular jellyfish, or the building of a museum 
dedicated to the memory of Hank Williams. (And I’m not 
against Hank Williams, but I don’t think the federal 
government should be “singing” hillbilly music)! 


I don’t get it! 
There are those groups that protest the paying of taxes. 
Some have said that we can’t be compelled to pay them. 


Some find themselves in prison when they refuse. 


But I will submit myself to Christ’ example. If it was good 
enough for Him, then it’s good enough for me. 


(But I’m still miffed). 


August 24 


I LOVE YOU GUYS 


There’s a particular movie I watch from time to time. 
It’s called “Hoosiers.” 


I expect most of you have seen it at one time, or the 
other. And though I’m certainly no fan of basketball, (I don’t 
think I attended any of my high school games), I love this 
movie. 


It’s a slightly fictionalized, but basically true story of an 
Indiana high school team from a very small, early ‘50’s 
town. 


The coach was a “has been,” (having been fired from a 
college team) and at this juncture, he had pulled together 
just enough players to fill up a roster. 


As the movie progresses, the town’s people are hard on 
“Coach Dale.” He’s hardly given a chance to prove himself, 
as his team goes down to inglorious defeat in the first few 


games. According to the cinematic script, Dale comes up for 
a dismissal vote, and is barely retained. 


But there’s something about this team and this coach. 
They’re no slackers, and they’re no quitters. It’s almost as if 
Norman, (since that’s his first name) is focused on what 
could be, rather than what was. And I think “that’s what 
separates the men from the boys.” 


Suddenly the team seemed to regroup. No time to do 
otherwise. No time to dwell on the past, as dismal as it has 
been ‘til now. 


Bigger and better teams fell to the “Hoosiers.” Indiana 
basketball was shaken to its core. It was nothing short of a 
figurative earthquake, in this state that almost worships the 
game of basketball. 


Well, “the little team that could” did what any soothsayer 
might have called “Impossible.” They found themselves at 
the Indiana State Basketball 
Championship, playing in the biggest gymnasium any of 
them had ever seen. 


We see Coach Dale and his team all “huddled up,” just 
prior to taking the court. We see a minister as he bows his 
head in prayer. We listen to the most 
poignant, and fitting scripture he could have possibly read: 


“Then David put his hand in his bag and took a stone; and 
he slung it and struck the Philistine in his forehead, and he 
fell on his face to the earth.” 

(18 Samuel 17:49, KJV) 


Whereas the team seemed more focused on the size of 
the gym, and the butterflies in their stomach, before the 
verse was read, afterwards, it was an altogether different 
spirit that permeated the little group of athletes. 


Well, I could tell you this team played their heart out and 
won. I could tell you that, and... 


I’d be telling you the truth! 


The team that never could, and never should... Did! The 
final score? 
“Hoosiers” - 42. Visiting Team - 40. 


I love the end of the movie. The last scene takes us back 
to that old gymnasium where the dream had its genesis. A 
little boy is shooting baskets, and the camera zooms in ona 
large picture on the wall. The caption reads, “Indiana State 
Champions, 1952.” We see Coach Dale and his magnificent 
little men; his “Little David's.” 


And as the movie fades to black, we hear the coach’s 
closing words: 


“T love you guys.” 
I’ve lived too long, and worked too hard to not believe 
the almost unbelievable. We are called to believe when 


believing is almost incredulous. 


As someone once said, “When a little guy doesn’t know 
he’s little, he can do some pretty big things.” 


I yearn to be a “Little David.” 
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“lM NOT EVEN CATHOLIC” 


I don’t know why I’m fascinated with the Pope lately. 
(I’m not even Catholic)! 


But the latest Pope, (with the accent on “Late”) has been 
laid to rest, and The College of Cardinals is preparing to 
select a new one. 


It seems the papal tailor has made three new Papal 
uniforms; duplicates, except for their size. One of the red- 
capped priests, who entered the conclave as a Cardinal, will 
emerge as a Pope. He will appear on the balcony of “St. 
Peters” wearing one of these three uniforms. I suppose the 
other two costumes will be put away, or destroyed, since 
they “don’t fit the man.” 


There’s a wonderful verse in The Book of Ephesians that 
“fits” the last illustration well: 


“I, therefore, the prisoner of the Lord, beseech you that you 
walk worthy of the vocation to which you are called.” (4:1, 
KJV) 


God is a lot like that papal tailor. I like to think the 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit sat down together, and made 
decisions about every day of my life. Now you may think 
that’s assuming a lot, but there are plenty of verses that 
support this principle. He has made specific decisions about 
our lives, and I think the call on our individual lives is a lot 
like the uniform the Pope clothes himself with. God’s plan 
for us, as individuals, is a perfect fit. 


But I think, too often, we are prone to do our own thing. 
We insist on putting on “the wrong suit.” It doesn’t fit, (but 
perhaps it’s close enough to fool other people). It may be 
thoroughly uncomfortable, but we make do, and get by. 


But we would never do this with our literal clothing. Most 
of us enjoy colors that match our complexion, and styles 
that match our tastes. If we have a 36” waist, we don’t try 
on a 42. If we wear an extra large shirt, we don’t purchase a 
small. 


I’m convinced that God has a desperately specific plan 
for each of our lives, and it behooves us to both discover, 
and perform that plan. 


If we will allow it, He will clothe us in a suit that fits 


August 26 
SACRIFICE 


During the fall of South Vietnam, thousands of what we 
regarded as our Vietnamese friends were brought out of the 
country. Over the course of a couple of days, hundreds of 
helicopter flights were flown from Saigon, to American 
aircraft carriers offshore. The North Vietnamese Army was 
pushing forward towards the capitol city, were within 
twenty five miles, and closing quickly. 


Chaos reigned in Saigon, as thousands of South 
Vietnamese troops attempted to blend into the civilian 
population, and poets and peasants alike flooded into the 
area around the United States Embassy. 


Dozens of United States Marines, M-16’s at the ready, 
guarded the embassy building, and were stationed within 
the walls around it. Personal documents were being hastily 
checked, as Vietnamese men, women, and children were 
either admitted, or denied admittance. 


Helicopters landed, and were quickly boarded, as other 
“choppers” paused, and hovered a few hundred feet away. 
It has been referred to as the greatest helicopter rescue in 
history. And it progressed with wonderful precision. 


One curious result of the massive airlift was the 
overwhelming speed of the rescue mission, and the 
corresponding lack of space on the American carriers. It so 
happened that South Vietnamese helicopter pilots became 
“unofficial participants” in the armada, as many of them 
ferried family, friends, and selves to the waiting ships. As 
they arrived, the decks were crowded, and many of our 
“unofficial friends” were forced to ditch in the ocean, and 


“swim for it.” In other cases, perfectly good American 
helicopters were pushed overboard, in order to make room 
for arriving flights. 


There were few glitches, as the mission proceeded, and 
caution was the watchword. One seasoned Marine sergeant 
warned his men to check every passenger that climbed up 
the stairs leading to the embassy helicopter pad. 


“Check everyone. Pat them down; men, women and 
children. I mean check them thoroughly. Even babies. Put 
your hand in their diapers.” 


Well, that didn’t sit very well with some of the hardened 
Marines. They were used to shooting enemy combatants, 
but putting their hand in dirty baby diapers; well, that was 
an entirely different matter. 


“Oh, Sarge. You don’t expect us to do that!” 


Indeed, he did, and he gave them “an ear full.” His tone 
was loud and certain. 


“You'll do it and like it!” 


So they did, and by the time it was all over, they were 
glad they did. 
For all kind of contraband was discovered, and as one 
particular Marine searched a baby’s diaper, he came out 
with more than human feces. In his hand he held a live 
grenade! Of course, the baby’s mother was denied the 
opportunity to board the helicopter; the result of what was 
obviously a sabotage attempt. 


Imagine. A mother willing to sacrifice herself and her 
child to bring down an aircraft and its occupants! For 
almost certainly, had she boarded the aircraft, she would 
have detonated the grenade. 


There have always been people willing to sacrifice their 
lives for one philosophy or another. We have only to 
consider what has been referred to as 911. John Kennedy 
once reflected, (on the day he was assassinated) that, 
“Killing the president would be easy if one were willing to 
sacrifice their life doing it.” 


And if we are surrounded by all manner of political and 
“religious” fanatics, who are willing to do anything to 
promote their cause, how can we resist the Siren Call that 
flows from heaven itself? 


St. Stephen knew that rare spiritual wherewithal that 
boldly faced down Saul; he who at the time was an Apostle 
of Death. And Stephen willingly submitted to the stones of 
his affliction and “gave up the ghost.” 

There are those like Stephen who have proceeded us. I 
would be remiss to omit Peter, that wonderful disciple who, 
like His Master, stretched out his hands, and died ona 
cross; upside down. Or my favorite apostle, Paul; 
he who had previously stood by while Stephen was stoned. 
But who, after his conversion, willingly laid his head on 
Caesar’s chopping block. 


We have but to read Hebrews Chapter 11. Time would 
fail me to elaborate on these wonderful saints. And we have 
Foxes Book of Martyrs. Christians throughout history have 
sacrificed life and limb for the Gospel of Christ. 


We, as “modern day Christians,” may avoid dying in His 
name. Most of us will, no doubt, die natural deaths. But I 
think we are too comfortable. I think, as Americans, we take 
life a little too much for granted. I think we’ve quit 
“storming the gates of Hell.” 


There’s much to be done, and I think sometimes our 
actions, (or lack thereof,) reflect poorly on those who have 
gone before us. 


If suddenly Jim Elliott, or Nate Saint, or any of the other 
three martyred missionaries of Through Gates of Splendor 
fame were resurrected, what might they say of us? 


What would Amy Carmichael’s opinion be? A recently 
deceased saint left little to be imagined, since she was both 
humble, and outspoken at the same time. Mother Theresa 
mourned the “weak-kneed” condition that permeates The 
Church. 


While we may never be called to die on behalf of The 
Saviour, all of us are called to live for Him. Not a mediocre, 
“just get-by” kind of living, but a vigorous, “storm the gates 
of hell” kind of living. 


We are called to excel. We are called to be all that we 
were ever meant to me. We are called to set the standard. 
We ought to wake up every morning and say, “Lord, help 
me to do something special with my life.” 


“Seeing how we are surrounded by such a great cloud of 
witnesses, let us strip off everything that hinders us, and let 
us run with patience the race that is set before us.” 
(Hebrews 12:1-2, KJV) 


August 27 


MAKING MOLE HILLS INTO MOUNTAINS 


We live in an age of discontent. 


While change is so often considered inconvenient, or 
worse, and to be avoided, we find ourselves practicing 
change. Such a contradiction. 


Perhaps one of the most prominent examples of change 
available to us, in this culture, is the medical innovation 
called plastic surgery. “Everyone’s doing it.” 


We need only tune in to various television programs to 
come face to face with news anchors, movie stars, and just 
“plain old people” who have had various medical procedures 
done. Several “well-known people” betray their multiple and 
“progressive” surgeries, by the cat-like slant of their eyes. 


And who among us can remain ignorant, when 
confronted with slight and slender women, whose bosoms 
seem disproportionate to their small frames? One woman, 
who was preparing for breast augmentation, said, 


“You hear about making mountains into mole hills. Well 
I’m going to make these mole hills into mountains!” 


Whereas, I used to have a completely different opinion 
about plastic surgery, I find myself cautiously in favor of the 
practice now. Too many of my clients have solicited my 
opinions about nose and “boob” jobs. And I have witnessed 
the metamorphosis of their esteem; pre-surgery/post- 
surgery. Some have obsessed over a physical condition for 
years, prior to electing a cosmetic surgical procedure. One 
of my clients reflected, “I’m not flat-chested anymore. I 
think I was obsessed with it. I don’t have to think about it 


yw 


now. 


In spite of various opinions, among Christians and 
otherwise, I think that unless we walk in “the identified 


patient’s” moccasins, our perspectives will always be 
limited. 


We are frail creatures of the dust, and are constrained 
by our mortality. Our physical characteristics vary, and 
many find themselves discontented with their bodies, and 
their lives. Many are desperate to do something about it. Of 
course, the emotional results of such changes may vary. 


Some “go under the knife” once, and it seems to be 
enough. Others, like the legendary woman who is driven to 


emulate Barbie, has endured dozens of surgeries. (It makes 
one wonder where she finds so much money to invest into 
something that never seems to bring her lasting 
contentment). 


And while there will always be differences of opinion 
about elective surgery, and the potential benefits of such 
change, I am glad that One Thing never changes. 


I cannot praise our Lord enough for His consistency. 
Without it, the very stars of the heavens would fly into all 
directions. Without it, the oceans would invade the seven 
continents, and all of mankind would perish. 


Without His consistency, the very laws of gravity and 
motion would revert to theory. 


I am grateful for the precious and multiple scriptures 
that extol the unchangeableness of our Creator. 


“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever Thou has 
created the earth and the worlds, from everlasting to 
everlasting, Thou art God.” (Psalms 90:1-2, KJV) 


and 
“Every good gift, and every perfect gift comes down from 
above, from the Father of lights, with Whom is no 
variableness, nor (even) shadow of turning.” (James 1:17, 
KJV) 


and 


“Jesus Christ. The same yesterday, today and forever.” 
(Hebrews 13:8, KJV) 


Our bodies change. We age. The perception we have of 
ourselves change. We may even purposely change our 


physical bodies. But I’m glad that God has given us a soul 
that yearns for permanence. A quest for permanence that 
can only find its fruition in the God who never changes. 


August 28 


DICK B. 


Dick Butkus, the former pro football player and coach, 
grew up with an immigrant father who never learned to 
speak English. 


As a first generation American, who could only speak 
English, Butkus was forced to “guess at” his father’s needs, 
opinions and intentions. The boy would attempt to read his 
Dad’s expressions, or signs; sometimes “getting it right.” 
But this, no doubt, led to a great deal of frustration, and 
father-son contention. 


As a result, Butkus developed two prominent tendencies. 
He withdrew into himself, and those who didn’t know him 
well accused him of being aloof. When the fact was, he was 
just plain shy and insecure. 


But the other tendency was that of being an 
overachiever; a seeming contradiction of the first behavior 
pattern. But I think we find such contradictions among 
many “persons of excellence.” 


Dick Butkus grew up with a father who could not speak 
his language. I think many Christians are content to live this 
way as well. 


We, (because we've all been there,) drift through life 
without hearing from God, our Father. Granted, we pray. 
We “say the right things.” But we remain too shallow in our 
faith, or don’t take time to listen. It becomes a exercise in 
futility. 


I think when Jesus prayed, He expected to get an answer 
to his prayers. 
It’s obvious when we read his words in John 14. 


“Remember, I am not making up the answer to your 
question. It is the answer given by the Father who sent me.’ 
(john 14:24, LB) 


U 


In the same way, we should expect to hear the Heavenly 
Father’s voice. This is perfectly clear when we consider the 
following verses: 


“I no longer call you slaves, for a master doesn’t confide in 
his slaves; now 

you are my friends, proved by the fact that I have told you 
everything the Father has told me.” John 15:15, LB) 


and 


“But I will send you the Comforter-the Holy Spirit, the 
source of all truth. He will come to you from the Father and 
will tell you all about Me.” (John 15:26, LB) 


So contrary to the earlier illustration, the Heavenly 
Father speaks our language. He is mindful of our needs 
before we even pray. And He is more than able to provide 
the answers we need; when we need them. I think we need 
to practice believing and receiving this. 


August 29 


THROW-AWAY MARRIAGES 


We live in the age of “throw-away marriages.” 


Just writing those words grieves me. But I’m convinced 
that this is true. You see, I’m a counselor, and my client load 
fluctuates from “light” to “moderate.” Obviously, half of all 
marriages in our country are ending in divorce. So, where’s 
all the clients? 


Pride and a “who cares” attitude keep many from ever 
exploring counseling as an option. I’ve estimated that 
perhaps one in five troubled marriages ever find themselves 
into a counseling office. (And that’s a very optimistic 
estimate). People will “eat out” week after week, and spend 
big money doing so, but they won’t invest “a mite” to 
salvage a marriage on the edge of disaster. 


When you factor in those couples who do enroll in 
counseling, but drop out after a couple of sessions, and 
those who move through an entire counseling process, but 
never become vulnerable to one another, the whole thing 
borders on Dismal. 


But I cannot afford to dwell on such things. 


Because there are those who I have managed to impact. 
There are those who are touched. There are those who 
leave the counseling environment with renewed and more 
functional marriages. And glory of glories, there have been 
children born to those restored couples; children who would 
have never been born save for my humble efforts! I take 
pleasure in these things. 


Only a few have been given to me to impact. Only a few 
“darken my door.” But these are those God has given me, 
and I will give my best efforts to them. I think that Christ 
understood these things, as well as I ever did. 


“But some will come to me-those the Father has given me- 
and I will never, never reject them.” John 6:37, LB) 


August 30 


FAIREST LORD JESUS 


Very few hymns have had such an impact on me as this 
one. 


I love it! It is both simple and poignant. It is both 
informative and encouraging. It is both provocative and 
humbling. The beauty of our Lord Jesus Christ virtually and 
vitally exudes from it. Though we cannot be sure of the 
identity of its writer, it is thought to have originated with 
seventeenth- century German Jesuits. 


I grew up in The Methodist Church, and like both John 
and Charles Wesley, it was years before I gave my heart to 
Christ. Still, what I refer to as “the high music” of my local 


church inspired me, and I felt “strangely warmed” in my 
Spirit. 


This eerily beautiful hymn emphasizes the duel nature of 
our Lord; human, but none the less Divine. Imagine. The 
most singular creature Who ever graced our troubled 
planet, since He was One of a kind; equally man and God. 


John Chrysostom, a fourth-century Christian orator, 
waxed eloquent with the following words: “I do not think of 
Christ as God alone, or man alone, but both together. For I 
know that He was hungry, and I know that with five loaves 
He fed five thousand. I know He was thirsty, and I know 
that He turned the water into wine. I know He was carried 
in a ship, and I know that He walked on the sea. I know that 
He died, and I know that He raised the dead. I know that He 
was Set before Pilate, and I know that He sits with the 
Father on His throne. I know that He was worshipped by 
angels, and I know that He was stoned by the Jews. And 
truly some of these things I ascribe to the human, and 
others to the Divine nature. For by reason of this He is said 
to have been both God and man.” 


I think that my favorite verse of this ancient hymn is: 
“Fair is the sunshine; Fairer still the moonlight, 
And all the twinkling starry host, 

Jesus shines brighter; Jesus shines purer, 
Than all the angels heav’n can boast.” 


We should cast our eyes down in awe. 


August 31 


MORE THAN JUST ME 


An interviewer once asked Rosanne Barr what she’d 
learned about relationships. The actress, (being the 
character she is,) grinned and laughingly responded, “I 
learned that it’s more than just me involved!” 


What a great phrase. What a great response. 


“Tt takes two to tango.” It takes two to form a 
relationship. One simply doesn’t equal a relationship, 
(unless, of course, a person exhibits Multiple Personality 
Disorder)! 


I struggle to help clients who are still committed to their 
marriages, but their spouses act like “they don’t give a rip.” 
More often than not, the male spouse refuses to attend 
counseling. It plain makes me angry. I’m thinking of one 
particular client right now. 


Too many act like it’s just “yours truly” in the 
relationship. It’s “my way or the highway.” They’re selfish, 
and have shut and locked their “mind gate.” 


I work hard to provide insight to such people. It’s 
frustrating to meet with them a couple for weeks, only to 
have them fume, argue, and generally disagree in every 
subsequent session. 


Sometimes I think of myself as a good chef. I cook it all 
up, put a sprig of parsley on top, and serve it up on a silver 
platter. Only to have clients drop their plates on the floor, 
dump them in the trash can, or walk out without eating. 


And oh, how I feel for that lone spouse who attends 
counseling every week, without their mates. I am 
Challenged to help them. 


I think though, that a good counselor realizes his 


limitations. A good relationship must be owned by two 
people. I cannot own it for them. 


September 1 


THE ONLY WAY 


“Neither is there salvation in any other, for there is no other 
name given under heaven whereby we must be saved.” 
(Acts 4:12, KJV) 


Now I know that this verse isn’t politically correct. It 
never has been. That’s why Paul, and Peter, and all the 
other Apostles struggled so, and why thousands laid down 
their lives in unspeakable ways. 


In our culture, we are taught this same kind of spiritual 
political correctness. In spite of the Christian heritage, that 
permeated the genesis of our own country, every 
presidential funeral, or national function seem to include 
“ministers of different faiths;” Christian, Muslim, Jewish, 
etc. 


Now I am all for tolerance, but I cannot, and will never 
consider other religions equal with what Christ 
characterized as the only viable Way. Christian pastors, and 
laymen, alike have been forced to provide “an answer to 
everyone who (have asked) a reason for the hope that (was) 
within (them.”) (1 Peter 3:15, KJV) And in so doing, have 
found themselves criticized for being narrow-minded. 


But it was Jesus, Himself Who claimed that He was (is) 
the only Mediator between God and man. It was Christ Who 
referred to Himself as, The Son of God. It was Christ Who 
died, and rose again from the dead. What other “so-called” 
prophet ever rose from the dead? 


If indeed Christ was only a prophet, (both Judaism and 
the Muslim faith call Him a prophet,) then He is also a /iar; 
since He claimed to be the very Son of God. 


My “take” on this subject is that people who serve other 
religions are sincerely wrong, since anyone with eyes and 


ears has to admit their abject sincerity. (I think the average 
Muslim is more devout than the average Christian). But if I 
am to embrace Christ’ own claim, I cannot allow that there 
may be an alternative way to approach the Heavenly Father. 

I have wondered what the average Muslim has been 
thinking when the “whole world has been going up in 
flames,” as a result of their religion, and the terrorism 
spawned by it. Whether their doctrine is kind and loving 
and seeks to bring men to God, or no, some men’s practice 
of that faith is flawed and inherently evil. 


Christ, Himself is the rightful Heir to the Throne. Only 
One can sit on that Throne. He is our Hope, and our soon 
coming King. 


“Tam the Way-yes, the Truth, and the Life. No one can 
approach the Father except through Me. If you had known 
Me, then you would have known My Father. Now you know 
Him-and have seen Him.” (John 14:6-7, MPV) 


September 2 


“TAKE ONE LAST LOOK, (YOU SCUM)” 


I was on my way to church this morning, and as I put on 
my shoes and picked up my keys, my little Buddy sprang 
into action. These two signs always tip her off. Her eyes 
open wide, she springs to her feet. Then, looking up 
expectantly at me seems to plead, “Okay, are you going to 
take me this time?” 


(I do take her places. She always rides with me to the 
post office, and I have been known to take her to my 
parents’ house. Until one day she decided to “do her 
business” on their floor. That ended that notion. It was like 
old times. My Dad treated me like a child again that day). 


But to return to my story. I was preparing to walk out the 
door, and Buddy was at the ready, when I began to say, “I’m 
sorry, Buddy. You can’t go, Buddy.” That’s my standard 
phrase, and she knows it. It always causes her to turn her 
back on me, and sulk. 


But today, I added a few additional words. 


“I’m sorry, Buddy. They don’t let dogs in church. Except 
for one day of the year.” (You know, that special service in 
New York City in which they bless all the animals. Why, 
they have dogs, and cats, and even snakes, and elephants)! 


I didn’t give it another thought, ‘til I sat listening to the 
sermon. 


The minister began with an illusion related to airline 
travel. His words were humorous. 


“You prepare to board the airplane, and have to wait on 
the first class passengers. They stroll casually, (and slowly) 
onto the airplane, almost begging to be noticed. 


“All eight of them sit down in the front cabin, and you 
walk somewhat embarrassingly past them; as if to say, 
‘Sorry, I didn’t ask to be born. Please excuse me for living.’ 


“AS soon as everyone is boarded, the curtain between 
first class and coach is hastily pulled shut, as if to say, ‘You 
better take your one last look, you scum.’ 


“Well, the aircraft leaves the ground, and the first class 
passengers are served first, and best. They eat off china 
plates, and the several courses of their meal are slowly 
eaten, but largely relished. Of course, as passenger in 
“coach,” you are fed peanuts. Literally. 


“You discover that, after your ‘meal’ is finished, you need 
to visit the restroom, and you wait in line “forever,” since 
there’s only two “johns” for 200 passengers. Of course, the 
eight first class passengers casually move in and out of their 
two rest rooms.” 


In Matthew, Chapter 15 a little Gentile lady approached 
Jesus for a favor, pleading, 


“Have mercy on me, O Lord, King David’s Son! For my 
daughter has a demon within her, and it torments her 
constantly.” (Matt. 15:22, LB) 


Christ’ response wasn’t very comforting. 


“I was sent to help the Jews-the lost sheep of Israel-not the 
Gentiles.” 
(Matt. 15:24, LB) 


But she would not be denied. And she worshipped Him, 
saying, 
“Sir, help me!” (Matt. 15:25, KJV) 


Further testing her, Jesus retorted, 


“Tt just isn’t right to take bread from the children and throw 
it to the dogs.” 
(Matt. 15:26, MPV) 


To which she responded, 


“Yes, Lord, but even dogs eat the crumbs that fall beneath 
the Master’s table.” (Matt. 15:27, MPV) 


It’s comforting to know that none of us are second class 
passengers on the ship we call Salvation. And we are 
certainly not dogs. God has declared us worthy, special, and 
precious. 


For He has said, “I have loved you with an everlasting 
love.” Jere. 31:1, KJV) 


September 3 


TRAIL OF TEARS 


During the “reign” of our seventh president, Andrew 
Jackson, Native American people were persecuted, and 
faced being driven off their lands. 

Jackson decided that there was no place, east of the 
Mississippi, for people of Indian origin. 


It so happens that my ancestors, on my father’s side, 
regularly fought against bands of Native Americans. My 
triple-great, and double-great grandfathers, “good Scotch- 
Irishmen,” were members of the Georgia Militia; a 
forerunner of the National Guard, from which I, myself 
retired. 


Five tribes, including the Creek, Cherokee, and 
Seminole nations were in imminent danger of losing their 
ancestral lands. But rather than fight a regional war, those 
“noble savages” took their case to The Supreme Court. 
They won... and lost. For you see, Andrew Jackson refused 
to recognize the decision of the court. 


And from this sprang what has been referred to as “The 
Trail of Tears.” 


Except for a few renegade Indians, (Cherokees who fled 
to the mountains of North Carolina) thousands of Native 
Americans were rounded up, and forced to march towards 
the western territories. A full one-quarter of those 
unfortunate souls died during the expedition. It’s both 
interesting, and sad that some of my mother’s people, of 
Creek and Cherokee origin, were participants on that 
grueling march. For Iam a man of mixed ethnicity. 


Sometimes I find myself almost struggling within myself, 
as I consider that era. For I find myself trying to understand 
the perspectives of both my ancient cultures. And I regret 
that they couldn’t “just get along.” My very facial features 
speak of that blending of two seemingly contradictory races 
of people, and I wonder what my ancestor, old Isham Mc 
Donald, (he who killed Indians) would think of me. 


But very much like The Trail of Tears, and those 
unfortunate Native Americans, as Christians we are also 
“pilgrims on the earth.” Suffering is often our lot, and we 
cannot stay here. 

That is not to say that life is utterly dismal, for even here 
God gives us joy, and peace, and rest for our souls. And very 
few of us are in any particular hurry to leave this life 
behind. 


But I am glad for the promises of scripture, and I am 
fascinated with what I am given to understand about the 


Eternal City. How beautiful it must be. How wonderful it 
must be to live there eternally. 


And I am thankful that, at the moment of my repentance, 
my eternal life began. Jesus has gone to prepare a place for 
me, and I know that I shall receive a mansion that has no 
equal on this earth. 


There are those among us whose lives have 
overwhelmingly been a “Trail of Tears.” But we serve a God 
Who “stores up our tears in a bottle.” He is mindful of our 
confusion, disillusionment, and pain. 


And our trail of tears must very soon yield to the glories 
of heaven itself. 


September 4 


GHOULIES AND GHOSTIES 


I don’t remember whether it was Easter, Thanksgiving or 
Christmas day. I do remember that Jean and I were doing 
our Patriarchal and Matriarchal duties, since a couple of our 
children and their families were with us, and we were 
sitting around the dinner table. (Don’t ask me. I don’t 
remember whether we were eating ham, chicken or turkey). 


But I began, for no apparent reason, to talk about ghosts. 
Now before you jump to conclusions, I have no particular 
view on the subject. Yet I’ve always been convinced that 
there’s something out there. At the same time, I’ve 
wondered why there’s so little evidence. Certain hotels and 
bars and houses boast that their establishments are 
haunted, but for some reason there’s a dearth of film 
footage. Oh, there’s the “floating orbs,” but that could be 
flaws on the film. Sorry, I’m bouncing off the margins of 
where I want to take you. 


At any rate, I was telling ghost stories, or making 
references to such entities and the most amazing things 
began to happen. Suddenly a picture fell off the wall. 
Immediately afterwards, one of my daughter-in-law’s 
earrings popped out of her ear. 


Well friends, needless to say, I quit talking about ghosts! 
I kid you not, these two happenings gave us all the “willies.” 
But we only thought it was over. As our children went out 
the door, one of their cars failed to start. Thus, I got out my 
jumper cables and prepared to assist them using my car. 
And if you assumed my car wouldn’t start... you’d be right! 


Now I don’t know how to account for such things. I won’t 
even try. But as a counselor, I’m much more concerned 
about the ghosts of our pasts, than what some would refer 
to as the literal ones. In the movie, “A Beautiful Mind,” a 
professor friends asks John Nash, “John, aren’t you 


concerned about your ghosts?” To which he responds, 
“Well, Robert everyone has ghosts. I’ve gotten used to 
ignoring mine, and I think they’ve given up on me.” 


Now I can’t speak for Dr. Nash, but I’m convinced that 
the ghosts of our pasts can’t just be “numbed away.” I think 
they so often need to be figuratively exorcised. As a 
counselor, I know the benefit, experientially and 
professionally, of interacting with someone who has the 
power to help. 


September 5 


“HI, SUB” 


I am not just a counselor. I am also a teacher. 


I am blessed to have an opportunity to do what I had 
originally prepared to do: Teach. Though it is a “part-time 
job,” I enjoy it, and intend to give it my very best. I am a so- 
called “Substitute Teacher.” 


But substitute, or not, it is a rich and responsible 
undertaking. 


I was walking out of my church this morning, and 
happened to pause at the lobby table. A couple of 
adolescent girls smiled at me, and one of them exclaimed, 


“Hi, Sub.” 


And though I didn’t recognize these young ladies, I 
responded, 


“Ah, let’s see. Stambaugh Middle School. Right?” And 
they responded in the affirmative. 


I like to think I’m leaving an impression; some kind of 
fragrance behind me in my wake. And this includes my 
presence in the classroom. 


Several years ago, (those students must be adults now) I 
was teaching in a local middle school, and I ad-libbed a 
segment on Bats; (since bats were what they were 
studying). Finally, the bell rang, and the students filed out. 
One girl, (I still remember her name, Mary G) smiled 
broadly as she walked out of the room. Her words still 
resonate in my spirit. 


“Dr. Bill, I really enjoyed your teaching about bats. I 
liked it better than any lecture, ever!” It may be that she 
still remembers that day. At least, I do. 


Teachers, Counselors, and helpers of all sorts are 
blessed to impact people on a daily basis. It is such an 
opportunity to advance another’s understanding, provide 
information, or just smooth the way before them. 


Bats, indeed! 


September 6 


PEOPLE I KNEW, BUT HAD NEVER MET 


I laid down this afternoon, and was startled awake by a 
dream. I regret waking up. The dream was just so poignant. 
It was just so vivid. 


I met several people today that I never had the 
opportunity to meet in life. 


I find myself getting out of a beautiful car, and I have 
two small children with me. I realize I don’t know them, but 
I seem to know them. 

We walk up and over a small rise, and...there, before me, is 
a beautiful mansion. As I get closer, I see an old woman 
sweeping the porch, and an old man standing next to her. 


And then it hits me. I know who they are. 


They are my mother’s grandparents. I never met them in 
life, but now I find myself running towards them, almost 
dragging the two small children with me. 


I reach the aged lady, and scoop her up into my arms. I 
begin to cry and never want to let her go. And regretfully, I 
wake up. 


It was only after waking up, and reflecting on the dream 
that I realized who the small children are. They are my own 
descendants; not anyone present on the earth today, (but 
perhaps one of you who is reading my manuscript at this 
moment). Obviously, if that is so, I, no doubt, have gone on 
to my reward. 


I have reflected on the meaning of this volume, and my 
raison d’etre is to give my descendants access to my life; my 
memories, my opinions, my spirituality, some essence of 
who I was in life. (And, of course, I wouldn’t mind selling a 
few of the books, as well). 


I cannot but look into their eyes, those who I call Great- 
Grandfather, Great Grandmother or Great, Great 
Grandfather without regret. Their features are fading now, 
beneath the yellowed paper on which their visage is printed. 
Who were they? What might they have offered me had they 
left something of themselves behind. 


And so, the dream is both poignant and precious to me. 
In that nebulous world we call “Dreams,” we can journey in 
time; backwards and forwards at a whim. 


But this dream I dreamed causes me to consider 
Eternity. One day I will, God willing, have the opportunity to 
meet those I never knew in this life; past and future. For we 
must all take our leave of this earth. 


Should you be among my descendants, I bid you to 
consider the import of your own soul. I bid you to reflect on 
He, Who willingly laid down His life for you. 


I challenge you to follow me, for I have a mansion laid 
up on the other side of the veil. I will not only have the 
opportunity to meet my ancestors, but the One Who lovingly 
sacrificed Himself on my behalf. 


And I hope to meet you there! 


September 7 
I KNOW HIM, AND HE KNOWS ME 


I was watching a TV documentary last night. It was 
about FDR. 


Now I never knew FDR. I’m old, but not that old. But it 
so happens that when “the old man” died, there was an 
immense outpouring of public grief. 


Thousands lined the streets of Washington, D.C., and 
hundreds of signs were sprinkled across the crowd. One 
particularly poignant sign read, 


“IT never knew FDR, but he knew me.” Such expressions 
reflected on the multiplied social programs he established 
to bring America out of The Depression. There were tears 
aplenty, and some sobbed unabashedly. 


Such an illustration reminds me that we serve a God 
Who knows us, and Who, as John Eldredge in his book, 
“Captivating” said so eloquently, has a void in His heart that 
only one can fill. 


“You are meant to fill a place in the heart of God (that) 
no one 
and nothing else can fill. Whoa, He longs for you.” 
(Eldredge, Pg. 120) 


But unlike the way FDR, (that great, but mortal man) 
was Characterized, relationship is not a one-way street. God 
has never been content just to know us. He longs for us to 
know Him. For we have a very similar “God-shaped hole” in 
our own hearts. 


This thing we call Christianity is so much more a 
relationship, than a religion. I have quoted the subsequent 
verse in the past, but it bears repeating here. 


“We have not a high priest Who cannot be touched by the 
feelings of our infirmities, but was in all points tempted like 
as we are, yet without sin. 


“Let us come boldly to the Throne of Grace that we may 
receive mercy for our failures, and grace to help in the time 
of need.” (Hebrews 4:15,16, KJV) 


In the Old Testament God is characterized, (and none 
can deny it,) as knowing us; but there is that continual, 
unremitting struggle to know Him there. He seems 
Separate, Holy, but somehow still at odds with His creation. 


But that is forever remedied in The Testament of Grace. 
Now, (and none can deny it,) we can also know Him. 


Yes, My Dear Saviour knows me, but, (and this is 
wonderful) I also have the inestimable privilege of knowing 
Him. 


September 8 


NEVER LOST WITH GOD 


8,000 men are still listed as missing from the Korean 
Conflict. 


As I write these words, the retrieval of remains from that 
war has been halted; as least for now. It seems that North 
Korea is rather miffed with our country. Our President is 
insisting that their nuclear arms capabilities be destroyed. 


I think of the thousands of families who still wonder 
where their Paul, or John, or David lies. What little grove of 
trees, or what river still hides them from discovery? How 
many will never be found? The recovery process has been 
slow, though 200 skeletal remains were discovered in the 
past year. 


And it’s the same with all wars. There are those 
unidentified dead; those unfortunate souls who fall, and 
their bones languish on the battlefield. And I think that is 
why America doesn’t easily give up on it’s dead. There is 
that realization of abject unfairness; the unfairness of 
leaving such brave men unattended, unsung, unfound. 


But try as we will, they will not all be found, and even 
when they are, so often they will remain unidentified. 


The tread of the tomb guard is measured, steady and the 
only sound this night, and it reverberates off thousands of 
headstones. Day in, day out, rain, or shine, storm or snow. 
The Old Guard never deserts their post. Faithful always. 
Those 21 steps ever so closely examined by tourists, while 
their whispers are hushed, and reverent. And the soldier 
treads out the same measured course, as darkness 
mercifully covers the sadness of this place, and only God 
lingers now. The Tomb of the Unknown Soldier. 


I have stood there, and watched these blessed men, as 
they step off their paces; a sense of reverence, and pride 
about them. And I have heard them challenge the 
irreverent. For when a child carelessly steps across a 
certain invisible line, or when an adult speaks too loudly, 
the soldier barks out what has the flavor of an order. 


“It is requested by the Army and The United States of 
America that you maintain decorum in this sacred place.” 


There is a phrase imprinted on that famous tomb. 
“Here lies an honored soldier. Known only to God.” 


It has been said that no American soldier will ever go 
unidentified again. For you see, every soldier, marine, and 
airman is required to submit a blood sample now, and this 
DNA is kept on file, against future wars. But obviously, 
there’s nothing retroactive about it, and millions will remain 
either undiscovered, or unidentified. 


I’m so glad that I’m never lost to God. 

For Psalms 139 assures me: 

“If I ascend into heaven, You are there; If I make my bed 
in hell, 


behold, You are there. If I take the wings of the morning, 
and 


dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea, even there Your 
hand 
shall hold me.” 


And we are assured in The Book of Revelation that even 
the ocean will one day give up it’s dead. (For we need only 
consider the thousands of ships that have gone down, as a 
result of military action, or nature to grasp the implication 
of this portion of scripture). 


For we shall a// stand before God, and give account for 
the deeds done in our mortal bodies. 


And I am confident that, though some have been lost on 
this earth, I will never be lost to God, and that God has 
never yet lost one of His own. 


September 9 
NOT CONTENT TO BE MEDIOCRE 


Christ made an awesome statement about Nathaniel. 
“Here is a man with whom is no guile.” 


Now that may not seem all that awesome or extreme to 
you, but I think that quality is rare in our times, and 
probably was in “Bible Times.” Granted, I’ve never 
considered that phrase, “with whom is no guile” this way 
before, but it occurred to me today. 


What does this phrase mean? Well, I believe that the 
presence of Guile is all about having an agenda, or ulterior 
motive for the things we choose to do. I think that guile is 
foremost an attitude that translates into a reciprocal action. 


There’s a wonderful verse in Galatians that reads, 


“As we therefore have opportunity, let us do good to all 
men, especially to the household of faith.” (6:10, KJV) 


And there’s an equally precious verse in Hebrews that 
challenges us. 


“But every passing day, and for as many today’s as you are 
given, continue to encourage one another.” (3:13, MPV) 


Now, it occurs to me that such verses exhort us to give 
of ourselves, without guile, without ulterior motive, and 
without any agenda, whatsoever. 


I made a call to a client today. She is one of my favorite 
ever, since I’ve had a powerful influence in her life, (and it 
shows.) She has asked me to perform her wedding 
ceremony, and today’s call related to a resource I had sent 
her. Her words were so affirming to me. 


“Dr. Bill, I just want to thank you for the different things 
you’ve mailed us in relation to our upcoming wedding. It 
means so much.” 


To which I responded, 


“Judy, you know I’m like that. I don’t believe in doing 
things half-way, or being mediocre. I’m a man of excellence. 
And I want you to do the same for others in your own life. 
Learn from me.” What a thrill to be able to model your life 
on behalf of others. 


Now I don’t know about you, but I would be perfectly 
happy having an absence of guile in my life; my only 
agenda... to serve others. 


September 10 


A BIT TOO MUCH TO PAY 


We have a German-born, retired minister filling in on 
Wednesday nights right now, in the absence of a pastor. 
Otto knows, first-hand, the impermanence of man, his 
frailties, his selfishness; that which flows through his veins. 
For Otto lived in “Hitler’s Germany” during World War II. 


His sermon tonight was poignant, as he spoke with his 
clipped, distinct foreign accent. 


He cited the scripture concerning the woman who had 
an issue of blood, and how that the Saviour felt power going 
out of Him, as the little lady stretched out her hand for 
healing. He spoke of the Jesus of the Garden of 
Gethsemane; how that He endured distress and depression. 
He spoke of the Christ Who understood fatigue; a man who 
retreated to the mountains, finding himself in “the need of 
prayer.” 


Though Jesus was Infinite, He purposely took on 
finiteness. Though He was Immortal, He purposely 
submitted to mortality. He was full of power and the Holy 
Spirit, but that power resided in a body that could be 
drained, like a battery. He felt power going out of Himself, 
as the woman touched Him. Jesus, literally, lived in an 
environment that knew limitations; namely, the human 
body. 


We think of Jesus as the God-man, and indeed He was. 
But we too easily dismiss the limitations wherewith He 
limited Himself. He could have made excuses, had He 
wanted to. 


My friend, Otto, had it about right. He went on to say 
that Christ might easily have shirked His purpose, (death 
itself) with excuses like, “Oh, this is just too hard,” or 
“Maybe Peter could take care of this one.” But we never see 
Jesus asking His disciples to pray for Him, that He might 
avoid the cross. This frail human, (since we know He limited 


Himself) was absolutely bent on the task at hand. Nothing, 
and certainly no one would deter Him, ‘til he completed 
what He set out to do. 

We too easily excuse ourselves for our own weaknesses. 
We too easily escape the bonds of Christ, and throw them 
off in favor of our own designs. 


You see, I’m convinced that if Jesus reigned above His 
limitations, that He provides me the same power. I’m 
convinced that if He, as a human being, (albeit the God- 
man) walked in the power of the Holy Spirit, then we too 
can “do awesome” by that same power. 


We too easily escape those sacred bonds. We too often 
count the price a bit too much to pay. 
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WE’VE MANAGED BEFORE, WE’LL MANAGE AGAIN 


How could I hope to share my thoughts with you today, 
without focusing on one of the most hideous days in 
American history? 


I was, (believe it or not) coloring my wife’s hair that day. 
I have been loathe to color it again, lest something similar 
occur. I think we develop these little superstitions as we go 
along. 


We were watching TV, (we watch too much of it) and 
suddenly a “news break” flashed on the screen. A large 
civilian passenger plane had hit one of the World Trade 
Towers in New York City. Of course, the news anchors were 
conjecturing about how such a thing had occurred. I don’t 
remember the subject of terrorism being brought up... yet. 


But suddenly, on national television, millions of 
Americans witnessed a fireball of massive proportions. For a 
second passenger aircraft had rammed the other tower. 


The word “terrorism” flashed indelibly in my brain, and 
was immediately seconded by the newscasters. There could 
be no doubt now. Two crashes in the space of less than an 
hour. 


There’s a sprawling memorial to the Oklahoma City 
Bombing built on the previous site of the doomed building. 
On one end is a tall wall with “9:01” etched into it. On the 


other side of the memorial, another wall with “9:03” etched 
into it. 9:01AM represents the last minute prior to the 
explosion. 9:03PM represents the minute immediately after 
the bombing occurred. 


I think we might just as easily consider “911” in the 
same light. We were innocents, in the scheme of things, on 
9-10-01, and seasoned veterans by the time 9-12-01 rolled 
around. Nothing would ever be the same again. 


And at this writing, we are still fighting a declared war 
against something a lot more nebulous, than any war we’ve 
ever attempted to fight. You can’t define it. You can’t 
adequately locate it. One month it’s here, and another, it’s 
there. There’s no conceivable end in sight. 


My former National Guard battalion, and its subordinate 
units, have just been mobilized. They’re on their way to 
Afghanistan. Who can know whether some will return early? 
Very early, but also very dead. 


I’m a little fearful for our country, since the fight is not 
confined to somewhere else. It has the potential to rage 
around us. 


Perhaps I’m a bit biased. Perhaps I’m soaked in a half- 
blind patriotic spirit. But, in spite of our flaws, in spite of 
America’s sin, in spite of its secularism, it has a history that 
hearkens back to God; the God of the Bible. 

It is a nation, when awakened, of great both great 
retribution and great empathy. It has been a good nation 
whose God was the Lord, and whose God is still the Lord; 
(at least among many of us). 


We will come through this, as we have come through so 
many other things. We’ve managed before, we’ll manage 
again. I’m convinced that God will shelter us in the shadow 
of His wings. 


September 12 


DOING PENANCE 


“For I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ, for it is 
the power of God unto salvation to everyone that believes; 
to the Jew first and also to the Greek. For therein is the 
Gospel of Christ revealed from faith to faith. As it is written, 
‘the just shall live by faith.’” (Romans 1:16-17, KJV) 


I am writing today, not about something never before 
written about, but in relation to a well-known illustration 
from the past. 


It seems that the monk we know as Martin Luther was 
“doing penance” one day, and found himself climbing up the 
steps of St. Peters Cathedral, on his knees; across broken 
glass! It was a habit of his, this penance thing. We know 
Luther today as a fairly “quirky” kind of guy. But he was a 


good man, a spiritual man. And he continually “paid the 
price” that Christ had already paid. 


But this was a singular day. This was a day that would 
change his very life. 


For as he climbed, he heard a voice. I suppose, had he 
been one of my clients, I might have urged him to visit his 
local psychiatrist. But Sigmund Freud wasn’t yet a theory. 


Yet, this was The Voice of God. This was the “I AM” of 
scripture. This was the Y __H of the Old Testament; (a 
name that I refrain from writing in its complete form). Call 
it reverence or superstition, but, as with the ancient Jews, I 
will not write it or speak it aloud. 


And the voice said, “Rise Martin Luther. The just shall 
live by faith.” And he did; once for all. And that made all the 
difference. 


Iam so grateful that Luther came away from those dead 
works that had never served him anyway. I am so grateful 
that he set a standard. So much so that today we know him 
as the father of The Protestant Reformation. We need more 
men willing to set a standard. The Just Shall Live by Faith. 
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SCORNING “A NAME” 


The deacon and I collected the offering in the church 
service tonight. It’s not a chore I especially enjoy, nor one I 
especially shun. 


This particular fellow, and I often linger at the “counting 
table” a few minutes before returning to the service. We 
began talking about the influence a Godly man exerts on 
those who are subordinate to him. And we decided that 


sometimes authority equals influence, but that influence is 
so often suggestive in nature. 


As our conversation wore its way to its conclusion, there 
was the strong inference, by me, that my influence has 
almost always been suggestive in nature, based on my 
counseling role in the church. That I “don’t need a name.” I 
even Said at one point, “I scorn a name.” 


Now I don’t consider that contrary to the scripture 
related to having a fine name, but my implication was that 
we don’t need a big name; since big names often bring us 
down, or puff us up. 


My church office is at the top of a staircase, and the only 
other thing up there is the sound booth. My clients and I, 
according to my own brochure, have the benefit of an “out 
of the way” environment. And since that is the case, my 
visible presence is reduced, even among the staff. And I’m 
quite happy with that. 


I’m currently busy exerting an influence on one of the 
clients of whom I have previously written. Her name is 
Nikki, and she used to have a issue with something referred 
to as “cutting.” She and I have decided that I would offer 
her a personal leadership and discipleship program; kind of 
a dry run of a program I’m writing for leaders in this church 
community. 


The girl has dreams. Big ones. (She hopes to establish an 
AIDS mission in Africa). So, I’ve decided to apply my 
influence full tilt. I want to see her dreams materialize, and 
I’m thinking that God has caused our lives to transect at 
this very point in time. I’m convinced that with her, as with 
many of my clients, that God planned all this out sometime 
during the ancient eons. 


I consider influence to be among our best of potential 
traits. I personally prefer mine to be suggestive in nature. 


It’s left then, for the client or understudy, to adopt or reject 
that influence. 


Many reject my suggestions, but that has to be okay. I 
cannot own those choices for them. 


And I will always subject my name to the influence I am 
given to exert. 


September 14 


BUS 149 


It’s funny how things roll on pretty much as they always 
have, and then something changes. Just when we least 
expect it, something changes; for good or ill. 


It’s the “to everything there’s a season” syndrome. 
(Eccl. 3:1, KJV) 


Change is often welcome, and at other times disruptive. 
Just when you get used to “the way it’s always been,” it isn’t 
anymore. I happen to be experiencing what I believe is a 
permanent change, at this time in my life. At least in this 
case I hope this proves true. 


You see I have experienced a chronic ringing in my ears, 
over the past several years. The effects can be excruciating, 
as anyone with such symptoms could readily agree. I have 
visited various doctors, and they have all assured me that 
“there’s nothing you can do about it. Just buck up and 
endure it.” I have begged, no pleaded with God to deliver 
me from this thing. 


I’m thinking He has decided to respond to me, since the 
symptoms have been absent for ten days. Now don’t ask me 
why healing has lingered for so long. Perhaps it goes back 
to Colossians, Chapter One, Verse Twenty-four, in which we 
are exhorted to fill “up in our own body the unfinished 
sufferings of Christ.” (KJV) 


I’m convinced that God is a God of seasons and change. 
I’m convinced that He honors those words, in 1* Corinthians 
Chapter Ten, that assure us that “God is faithful, and He 
will not allow you to be tempted above that which you are 
able, but will with the temptation also make a way of 
escape.” (10:13, KJV) 


Perhaps when things seem to go very badly, (or 
extremely well) we should ask God, “What are you 
attempting to teach me?” 


Change is certain, but our response to change tends to 
vary. I have wondered how I will respond to my own 
retirement. Because it is beginning to loom large a few 
years out. 


It seems only yesterday that I was riding old bus #149 to 
high school. I suppose that bus has been recycled into cars, 
or doorknobs a dozen times by now. I last stepped off that 
bus forty years ago. Kind of sad. 


I think we ought to welcome change, as we would an old 
friend, since there’s absolutely nothing we can do about it 
anyway. The “I AM” has already been there, ahead of us, 
preparing the way. 
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PRINCESS ROSE 


I had the inestimable privilege of providing an old client 
insight yesterday. 


“Rose” is a young, newly-married woman. She has 
always struggled with her weight, and her self-esteem 
fluctuates all over the chart, but mostly hovers near the 
bottom of it. I’ve struggled to help her, but mostly to no 
avail. 


Something seemed to happen yesterday. We were taking 
turns reading the written word, and a little light suddenly 
shone in her eyes. (The eyes are always a dead give-away). 


We were reading from John and Stasi Eldredge’s book, 
Captivating; a book related to women’s misconceptions 
about their own value. There are some captivating words on 
those pages. 


“You've probably heard that there is in every human 
heart a place that 
only God can fill... 


“It follows that there is also a chamber in God Himself, 
into which none can enter but one, the individual. You are 
meant to fill a place in the 


heart of God no one and nothing else can fill. Whoa. He 
longs for you.” 
(Pg. 120) 


There is another page that I have learned to love. The 
words are equally insightful. John has been looking at 
Stasi’s childhood photographs, and he praises her for a 
certain inner beauty there; that the test of time affirms. 


Then there is the story of another little girl; all grown up. 
It was only as an adult that she “came into her own.” It was 
only then that she was able to recognize “the princess 
inside.” Someone asks her, “What does your heart do with 
that possibility?” To which she deliberately responds; 
“Hooray and Damn! Hooray that it might have been true 
after all, and Damn because what have I been doing all 
these years?” (Pg. 108-109) 


Before our session concluded yesterday, I urged Rose to 
try on her new name for size. “Say it. Princess Rose.” She 
did... 


and she smiled. 
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A SAD STATE OF AFFAIRS 


I don’t particularly like Dennis Miller. He can be a 
rather crude comedian. 


But I liked what he said today, (April 21, 2005) on CNN. 
For whatever reason, (I suppose because a new Pope has 
been elected) the host asked him about what is known as 
“The Confessional.” 


Miller, a semi-practicing Catholic, said that if, and when 
he returns to The Confessional that he will most likely sit 
down, and say to the priest, “Okay, bub, you go first.” And 
he continues to spin his yarn. 


“T tell my son that the church and those in it are okay. 
But just be sure to leave a cloud behind you, like Road 
Runner, if a priest ‘comes on’ to you. 

And, “The Pope could take care of these matters very 
quickly. All he has to do is tell the priests, ‘Look guys, if you 
harm a child I’m going to immediately excommunicate you, 
pay to have you prosecuted, and send you directly to Hell.” I 
can only embrace Mr. Miller’s semi-serious attempt at 
spiritual comedy. 


There is hypocrisy, galore, in both the Catholic and 
Protestant churches. We find ourselves wondering who we 
can trust. 


Though we have been called to forgive sins on earth, 
and cooperate with God in that effort, some have come up 
lacking. There are those among us who, most gladly, use 
and abuse those in their care. 


And it’s true that the most heinous of situations get the 
most attention. There are thousands of good moral 
Christians leaders for every one or two of the others. 

I recognize that this is one of my most depressing 


devotions, but I suppose we will fight this battle ‘til Jesus 
comes back. 
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LANTERNS IN THE GRAVEYARD 


My wife and I were in the little town of Bartow 
yesterday. 


We live only a few miles from this singular little town, 
and often go there for a chili and a frosty at the local 
Wendy’s. It has become almost a ritual with us, since 
afterwards we'll drive past the big yellow house that served 
as the primary location for the well-known movie, “My Girl.” 
It’s a bed and breakfast now. 


Just around the corner sits the elementary school that 
my wife and I attended half a century ago. The main 
building is a grand, old thing; three stories, with a definite 
Spanish flavor. Back then, I didn’t realize how beautiful it 
was. Another large building once stood in the recreational 
field. The fifth and sixth grade classrooms were housed 
there. I remember how proud I was when they transferred 
me to “The Annex.” 


On one winter’s morning in 1961, I sat watching the 
inauguration of President Kennedy, on a black and white 
television set. Mr. Ball, my sixth grade teacher, apparently 
thought his students needed an introduction to American 
politics. 


Well, we did something yesterday that we had never 
done in our almost thirty years of marriage, or for that 
matter, not since we “graduated” from our elementary 
school. We parked our car, and walked out on that 
recreational field. Now, no one is supposed to be out there 
during off-hours, but honestly, I didn’t care. I figured the 
Bartow Police Department, made famous by “My Girl” could 
just come and run us out of there, if they took a notion. (We 
never saw them). 


Jean and I walked across the ball field, and we reflected 
on the distant past. The Annex Building is no longer there; 
torn down years ago. Recently, four portables were erected 
on the site. Not nearly as architectural. 


Yesterday was among my favorite of days. We hit the old 
tether-ball back and forth. It was almost like Someone knew 


we would be there, since we were surprised to find a 
perfectly good basketball lying next to the courts. 


Of course, we “shot hoops” for a little while, and finally 
rolled the ball back to the place from whence it came. 
Funny, while the ball was filled to capacity, it was worn as 
smooth as any I’ve ever seen. The black lines had long since 
faded away, and only the color of a pumpkin was left 
behind. The obvious age of that ball provided just a little 
more poignancy to the day. 


We turned from our recreational pursuits, and walked 
back out the way we had come. As we stepped back into the 
street that bordered the primary building, I noticed how 
worn and cracked the pavement was. The asphalt had been 
smooth in the “50’s,” and my wife and I reminisced about 
square dancing on the site. I suppose some teacher thought 
we needed an introduction to the culture of “Uncle Wilbur 
and Aunt Polly.” 


I looked over at the school auditorium; what has become 
a cultural center for both the school, and the community. (I 
remembered attending a function there, in the late “70's.” 
The auditorium was being dedicated to an “old-maid” choral 
teacher who had once taught me the basics of good music. 
My ninth grade English teacher was at the event. I didn’t 
speak to Mrs. Belflower. I wish I had now. She was 
terminally-ill with cancer, and passed away the next year). 


Finally, we got back into the car, and decided to make a 
“pilgrimage” to the local cemetery. My wife’s mother, 
brother, and nephew are buried there. We visited each of 
their grave sites, and even stopped by a couple of our 
classmate’s final resting places. And as dusk was coming on, 
and the sun seemed a great orange ball in the west, we 
turned our automobile towards the east gate. 


What greeted us next was a bit startling, since I’ve never 
seen anything like it before. Oh, it may be what is quickly 


becoming “the thing” in permanent funeral attire, but it was 
new to me. As we turned the last corner, we noticed the 
little lights. In a couple of cases they seemed to be mounted 
on tombstones. In most cases they were hung off small posts 
on each side of the grave. Little lanterns, they were. 

It was a good day, full of a myriad of things that 
represented both Past and Present. But considering all we 
did yesterday, one thought still lingers with me; the little 
lanterns. 


They were beautiful little things, and, somehow, they 
looked kinda natural in such an uncharacteristic setting. 
But I’m forced to wonder if the lives of those “dearly 
departed” shone so brightly in life, as they do in death. 


“Don’t hide your light! Let it shine for all; let your good 
deeds glow for all to see, so that men may praise your 
heavenly Father.” (Matt. 5:16, LB) 


September 18 
JUST JUMP IN MY WHEELBARROW 


Too many of us are “fair-weather Christians.” Oh, we talk 
pretty good talk, but our walk falls far short of our words. 


A hundred years ago, a famous tight-rope walker was 
known for his numerous trips across Niagara Falls. 
Thousands flocked to the falls to watch their hero conquer 
that great wonder of the world. 


Men, women, boys, and girls gazed in awe, as the man 
maneuvered the tight rope; hundreds of feet separating him 
from the other side. Women passed out and had to be 
revived. Even strong men hid their eyes, as wafts of wind 
threatened to topple the figure from the taut rope. 


More than once, the courageous daredevil put a 
particular question to the crowd. (And more than once the 
result was the same). 


“How many of you believe that I can push a wheel barrow 
across the falls?” And of course, most of the crowd nodded 
affirmatively, and applauded with glee. 


And at this point our hero upped the ante. “How many of 
you believe that I can put a person in this wheel barrow, 
and push him across the falls?” This didn’t deter the 


crowd’s enthusiasm, as they screamed aloud... “Yes, Yes. 
We know you can!” 


Then he posed a final question to one man who seemed 
the most enthusiastic of them all. “Sir, are you convinced I 
can do it?” And this time a lone voice echoed softly in the 
still air. “Well, yes. I believe.” 


The tight-rope walker smiled, and his next challenge 
seemed to shake the man to his core. “Then hop in.” He 
waited for a response. The response was immediate. 


The man who seemed so sure, so calm, so stalwart in his 
belief that the feat could be accomplished... quickly 
disappeared into the crowd. 

Now I honestly don’t recall whether that daredevil ever 
had any “takers,” in all the time he fearlessly walked across 
the falls. But if so, I expect they were few in number. 


The fearless dare-devil always reached the other side 
successfully. And he lived to a good old age, and died a 
natural death. 


There’s a scripture quoted as much as any other, except 
John 3:16. It is always fresh, always poignant, always 
challenging. 


“Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the 
evidence of things not seen.” (Hebrews 11:6, KJV) 


And I think this verse is so reminiscent of the challenge 
of that tight-rope walker. For our Lord calls us to “get into 
His wheel barrow,” and take that life-long journey “across 
the falls” that we call “life.” 


Too many of us are content to stand on the brink, too 
transfixed by the threatening chasm to even contemplate 
getting into the wheel barrow. Though He calls out again 
and again, and assures us of His power to overcome nature 


itself, we politely nod, and quickly look away from those 
piercing eyes of His. 


For here is One that did the daredevil one better. Christ 
walked on the water. And he spoke the most reassuring 
words His disciples could ever have hoped to hear, as they 
languished on that sea that day. 


“Be not afraid. It is I.” ohn 6:20, KJV) 


There will always be those stand on the edge, and speak 
courageous words. They may even urge us to get into their 
“wheel barrow.” But their very lives are testaments of 
futility, fear, and failure. 


I won’t live that way. And though fear permeates my very 
being, I will get into God’s wheel barrow, again and again. 
And I will allow Him to push me across the deepest chasms 
and the most threatening falls. Since He is incapable of 
falling, and He will also protect me from falling. 


September 19 


EXISTING IN BLACK AND WHITE 


I was watching a World War II documentary today. Of 
course, it was full of the time-worn, black and white bits of 
film footage. And as interesting and compelling as such stuff 
is, the first or second time, the increasingly boring it 
becomes with each replay. Oh, that is not to say that anyone 
my age ought take these brave men’s exploits for granted, 
but war footage and black and white film can be a less than 
dynamic duo. 


I understand that the first black and white, (or any other) 
photograph ever made was a rare reflection of life in a Paris 


square. Sometime in the 1840’s a photographer captured 
two lone lovers, seated on a bench, in a sprawling park. 
While there were hundreds of people in the park that day, 
only two images registered on the film. It seems the shutter- 
speed was so slow in those days, that movement could not 
be captured on film. 


As a history major, I’m reminded how the previous 
illustrations typify the average high school student’s lack of 
connection with the distant past. It becomes all names, 
dates, events, and the like. 


It’s all Black and White, Lack of Movement, and There’s 
“Something Missing” in the Picture. 


I love history, but I can also come along side that 
“average student.” But I think we do our ancestors and 
ourselves a disservice, if we relegate the past to fading, and 
inarticulate photographs of “dead presidents and poets.” 


I think we must remind ourselves that those we call 
“heroes” lived, and loved, and were loved, before we were 
“a twinkle” on the earth. I look into the uncomprehending 
eyes of my great, great grandfather William, and realize 
that the photograph was made well before the advent of the 
20 century. There’s so little I know about the man. He 
homesteaded in Georgia, and fought Creek Indians. 


If we lack a tangible connection with those we call 
“relatives,” how can we expect to identify with the others? 
It’s just Black and White, dull and colorless. 

But to revisit an earlier illustration, I can “get off” on 
those few Color films that have survived The Second World 
War. They’re so fresh, so vibrant, so real. After you’ve 
watched countless Black and White segments from that war, 
the Color ones; well, they’re just so poignant. 


Yes, I can come along side those students who relegate 
history to Black and White images. For you see, like a Don 


Knotts movie that came out a few years ago, I once had my 
own experience with a Black and White world. 


My National Guard unit assisted the Cities of 
Homestead, and Florida City in the aftermath of Hurricane 
Andrew in 1992. What greeted me there was more than 
shocking. It was a domestic war zone. Every building was 
damaged, every tree was stripped bare, every traffic light 
was out. It was Black and White and Gray, and very little 
else. Over the course of forty days, the environment wore on 
me. My eyes, and subsequently my brain were consistently 
denied Color. It was only after I returned to “civilization,” 
and only after the space of three weeks, that I began to feel 
like a human being again. We are meant to see in Color. 


And I think that’s the wonder that is ours when we come 
into Our Own. We were meant to know, and develop a 
increasingly intimate relationship with The Creator of the 
Universe. Until we are introduced to Him through Person of 
His Son, ours is only a Black and White existence. But 
Christ has promised that He would bring Life, and that 
more abundantly. 


He keeps His promises. 


September 20 


THAT INFERNAL RINGING 


Since this volume is being passed down among my 
descendants, I may as well be as honest as possible. (No 
sugar-coating here). 


I was feeling sorry for myself today; (April 24, 2005.) I 
have had a chronic ringing of my ears the past several 
years. Doctors tell me it’s the result of my twenty years 
behind a UPS engine, and the almost humorous 
circumstance of walking behind a Army cannon “when it 
went off.” I was in the National Guard, and I had unwittingly 
walked into “a hot zone.” (At least I didn’t walk in front of 
it)! 


Well, I’m not ashamed to tell you that I believe in Divine 
Healing. I believe that Christ won that for us as He died on 
the cross. We have only to read Isaiah Chapter 53. 


“But He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities. The chastisement of our sins was 
upon Him, and by His stripes we are healed.” (Isaiah 53:5,6, 
KJV) 


That is not to say we can demand healing, or take it for 
granted. Some “receive” quickly, while others languish for 
years. I seem to be among the latter. 


Yes, I was feeling sorry for myself today. For I had begun 
to think that something magnificent had occurred. My 
symptoms disappeared thirteen days ago,... and returned 
today. That infernal ringing! 


I’ve told God that I can’t imagine living this way another 
thirty years. And physicians have told me that I have no 
choice. 


It’s makes me want to find a bridge, or run away, or give 
up on my ministry, altogether. But just as the ringing 
returned, I experienced a particular dream today. 


I laid down for a nap, and saw myself counseling with a 
current client. (She’s an adolescent who has finished her 
process, and with whom I’m about to begin a discipleship 
program. I had just seen her at church this morning). Later 
in the dream, some fellow I didn’t know sat down at my 
computer keyboard and began to type; without my 
permission. I remember being “miffed.” 


Interpreting dreams has become a past time of mine, 
since I have so many of them, and the meaning of this one 
wasn’t extremely difficult. I have been given the privilege of 
helping countless people with a myriad of issues. I am 
especially proud of Nikki, the girl in the dream. 


The man at the computer represents that person who will 
ultimately replace me in my current ministry. What legacy 
will I pass on to my clients and to “the unknown man?” 
What reputation will be left to me? Will they be able to say, 
“He got so close, and then he flushed it all down the drain,” 
or “He encouraged me for a little while, but turned out to be 
just another hypocrite.” 


And then tonight I sat down to watch TV. There’s a fine 
movie, starring Mel Gibson, named “The Patriot.” I was 
enjoying the movie, when one poignant scene stood out 
from the rest. Our hero’s sons are killed in battle, and he’s 
all mournful, and ready to chuck it all. One of his friends 
says, “You’ve got to stay the course,” to which Gibson 
responds, “I’ve run my course.” 


It was at this point that the dream, and the movie 
cooperated to teach me a lesson that I can only refer to asa 
“re-run.” God has reminded me before. It’s so like that verse 


in Jonah. “And God spoke to Jonah a second time.” (Jonah 
3:1, MPV) 


Lessons come hard, and they often have to be taught a 
second, or twenty-second time. God spoke to me again 
today, and reminded me that “It’s always too soon to quit.” 


Come “hell or high water,” physical or spiritual 
challenge, I intend to stay the course. 


September 21 


TIGERS AT THE TEATS 


I admit it. I watch too much TV. But what came on just 
now astounded me. 


The network anchorman began with, “When you think 
you've seen it all... you haven’t.” It seems that two tiger 
cubs, at a particular wildlife sanctuary, had been rejected 
by their mother. Of course, a decision had to be made to 
navigate the problem... It was. 


Now “hold on to your hats.” It so happens that one of the 
attendants is, (you guessed it) a nursing mother; apparently 
at the end of her “tour of duty” with her own infant. She has 
graciously volunteered to lend a hand, (well, not exactly a 
hand)! 


You might have expected a little more modesty, but sadly 
this news story was too juicy to resist! Seated on the floor, 
“in all her glory,” sits the woman... with a wild cat on each 
breast. 


As the news piece ends, the male anchor responds with, 
“Well, what can I add to that!” And his opposite, a woman, 


answers, “Don’t cats have tongues like sand paper?” and “I 
wonder what she’ll do when they start teething!” 


This may well be the zaniest illustration you’ll be exposed 
to during the course of this entire year, but I couldn’t resist 
this one. 


Life can be this way. Sometimes we find we have “a tiger 
by the tail,” (or vice versa). We can’t turn loose, but we 
can’t afford not to. 


And that reminds me of a father and son hunting bobcats 
in Florida. They left the house about dusk one summer’s 
evening, and were quickly on the trail of a big male. The 
hounds were howling like banshees, and managed to chase 
the feisty animal up a tree. 


Unfortunately for the hunters, they couldn’t make out 
their prey, and so the older of the two decided he’d climb 
the tree. Bad decision. For as he got to the top, a ferocious 
battle erupted. The human, and the cat were all over the top 
of that tree, and neither of them were winning the battle 
quickly. 


Suddenly, the father shouted, “Son, shoot up in this 
tree.” Well, this astounded the young lad, and he 
responded... “But Dad, it’s dark. I might hit you.” The 
father’s answer expressed both bravery and frustration, “I 
told you to shoot up here boy. One of us needs some relief!” 

I expect that lady with the tiger cubs is in for a few cuts 
and bruises, as she continues to “lend a hand,” (well, a 
breast) to those precious little creatures. But who can deny 
that hers is a noble effort; a labor of love. 


We are laborers in the vineyards of the Lord, and it is 
given us to bless, influence, and impact countless people 
who will find themselves within our sphere of influence. 


While my first illustration is both humorous and quirky, it 
serves as an adequate reminder of what we, as Christian 
leaders, are up against. I love the following psalm: 


“Lord, who may go and find refuge and shelter in your 
tabernacle up on your holy hill? 


Anyone who leads a blameless life and is truly sincere. 
Anyone who refuses to slander others, does not listen to 
gossip, never harms his neighbor, speaks out against sin, 
criticizes those committing it, commends the faithful 
followers of the Lord, keeps a promise even if it hurts him, 
does not crush his debtors with high interest rates, and 
refuses to testify against the innocent despite the bribes 
offered him-such a man shall stand firm forever.” 

(Psalms 15:1-5, LB) 


September 22 


SHAKING OURSELVES FREE 


Depression, despondency, despair. Sadly, it can be the 
order of the day. 


None of us are immune. My associate and I were talking 
on the phone this morning, and she made the comment that, 
“I was pretty depressed Friday. It’s funny, it just comes on 
you.” And I responded in kind. “Yeah, it can be like a 


blanket. You don’t invite it, but sometimes it’s so 
oppressive.” 


I continually deal with clients who exhibit some form and 
degree of depression. Recently I heard a minister theorize 
that, “There’s some people who are so depressed, they 
wouldn’t walk across their own living room to get a 
solution.” 


There’s an interesting verse in the life of Samson that can 
lend us some insight into the situation. Samson has just told 
Delilah the truth about the source of his strength, and then 
she betrays him to the Philistines. With this, he exclaims: 


“T will do as before. I’ll just shake myself free.” Judges 
16:20, LB) 


Having dealt with “the oppression of the Philistines” as 
often as I have, both experientially and with my own clients, 
I recognize the importance of shaking ourselves free. 
Whatever that means. Whatever it takes. 


You see, we cannot “just roll over and play dead.” I have 
dealt with clients who have been content to do that. Oh, 
they say all the right things, but they just never break the 
bonds that bind them. And weeks, and months roll by. 


There comes a time when Depression must be warred 
against, like a man going into battle. It cannot be settled 
for. It must be treated like the enemy that it is. 


And warring against this savage beast is very individual 
in nature. It may look like quoting scripture aloud, it may 
look like forcing one’s self out of bed when it would be 
easier to lay there, it may require therapy, it may involve a 
light antidepressant medication. Or all of the above. 


But we mustn’t give sway to the thing. 


September 23 


SHOOTING IN ALL DIRECTIONS 


There’s a humorous quotation, spoken by an unknown 
someone, that General Custer might well have uttered at 
The Battle of the Little Big Horn: 


“They’ve got us right where we want them. Now we can 
shoot in all directions!” 


Now while that strange combination of words aptly 
characterizes what has become known as “Custer’s Last 
Stand,” I think they have something to teach us. 


That is not to say that we should carelessly, and without 
forethought, enter recklessly into battle, as Custer did. 


The “general,” as he was forever known, had been 
required to give up his two stars after the American Civil 
War. His rank had only been temporary in nature. Now, 
more than a decade after the end of that momentous war, 
he wore the silver leaf of a Lieutenant Colonel; three ranks 
reduced from his earlier glory. 


He fancied himself “an Indian fighter.” He was a “proud 
little peacock.” Why, during the Civil War he had 
commissioned tailor-made uniforms for himself; a weird 
combination of the standard army and navy uniforms of the 
day. (No doubt, his unique effort to show off those two stars 
against the sky-blue collar of a naval officer). 


Custer had it “all figured out.” With his band of veteran 
soldiers, he could whip the Sioux, and for that matter “with 
his hand tied around his back.” He seemed so “cock-sure” of 
victory that he elected to leave his Gatling Gun in the fort. 
This dangerous weapon might well have won the day for the 
general, since it represented an early (but very volatile) 
version of the machine gun. 


I’m certainly no tactician, thought I spent over twenty 
years in the military. Yet, it seems to me that he made some 


fatal errors that day. I have to question his complete lack of 
espionage, since the general might well have been 
forewarned. There were just too many of them, and not 
enough of us. 


Oh, it’s easy to sit in my armchair, and for all intents and 
purposes relegate Custer’s Last Stand to little more than a 
video game. But every expert in the field will tell you he 
made some desperate mistakes that day. 


I still like that phrase, “They’ve got us where we want 
them. Now we can shoot in all directions.” But it has to be 
joined with Wisdom. He “the general” didn’t. 


As Christians, we fight an ongoing battle against the 
designs of our natural enemy, Satan. There are times when 
we would disengage, and like Colonel Slade in the movie 
“Scent of a Woman,” we might be prone to say, “It’s just too 
damn hard.” (Excuse the “French”). And I think you’d be 
lying if you claimed you never put it this way. 


We will encounter seasons of intense conflict, when for 
all the world, it would be easier to just quit. But I think we 
need to regard difficult times as opportunities to fight a 
little bit harder, to expend a little more effort, to believe a 
little more than we ever did. We need to take those 
opportunities to "shoot in all directions.” 


“Put on that impermeable, spiritual armor so that you may 
remain safe in all of the tricks and strategies of your natural 
enemy. For we are not fighting against flesh and blood, but 
against spiritual entities; the evil rulers of the unseen world, 
the princes of darkness...” (Ephesians 6:11-12, MPV) 


September 24 


TIGERS AND TORCHES 


I have considered how the Christians martyrs might have 
felt, as they were led into the Roman Coliseum; knowing 
that they would soon be “finger food” for hungry lions and 
tigers. 


I have thought about their spiritual brothers and sisters; 
those who attended Caesar’s banquets. (Not as guests, but 
as living torches). For we understand that multiplied 
hundreds died, after having been drenched with oil, and set 
ablaze to light up the night for Caesar’s pagan revelers. 


And who could forget an earlier brother; Stephen, the 
first martyr. Paul, who ironically, would also die a martyr’s 
death, participated in this first execution of a Christian 
witness. 


We hold onto life with all our might, and are so reticent 
to let it go. Though we need but look in a mirror, or count 
our years to perceive the brevity of life, we somehow think 
ourselves the exception. 


We shun earthly sacrifice, when at all possible, and 
might hardly imagine something so magnanimous as laying 
our heads on the chopping block. But two that did quickly 
spring to mind; John, the Baptist, and Paul the Apostle. 


We too easily forget those heroes who “went before.” We 
count this world too costly, and the next too unattainable. 
But, dear friends, it is if anything, the opposite. 


Yet, that which lies beyond the veil is the truly tangible, 
and that which we perceive on this side, too quickly eludes 
our grasp. 


I think that no man relishes the possibility of martyrdom, 
but all men who aspire to greatness count it a possibility. 


September 25 


ALLOWING GOD TO “HOLD” FAIR 


There is that Discipline of Delay. We’ve all been there. 


From that client of mine, who couldn’t find a way to put 
“Fair’ in God’s hands, to another of my charges who was 
forever reminding me of the blessings of God; (while 
adamantly extolling the lack thereof in the husband she was 
divorcing). People so bent on criticism that they thoroughly 
missed the Blessings of Delay. 


We've all been there. There is an intense discipline of the 
soul that conjures up all sorts of animosity, bitterness, and 
even hatred. We are Stuck, with a capital “S.” 


I think of the first thirty years in the life of Christ. Talk 
about a Discipline of Delay. He knew it. To even remotely 
comprehend who you are, and where you’re going... and not 
being able to be and go! Yet, the heavens are brass, and the 
years accumulate, like tears in a bottle. 


I’ve met countless people who populate that land called 
“Delay.”. Some live in tents, and quickly depart, having 
been granted answers to their petitions. While others are 
forced to build stout dwelling places; answers eluding them 
for multiplied years. 


Now I don’t pretend to fully understand how Character is 
molded in such an environment. But it is. You will find that 
our most precious, and enduring saints have al/ suffered 
injustice, or hurt, or death, itself. Oh, you may have to ask 
them a few questions. They don’t just go around shouting 
their spiritual misery to the world. They’re just not like that. 


But I am convinced that “God does all things for our 
good,” and that He will win out in the end. He remains the 
Master of Delay, and The One who consoles us in our 
confusion. 


There are a couple of verses that have offered me great 
consolation: 


“My brothers, consider it pure joy when you move through 
many trials. For that trial, which so thoroughly challenges 
your faith, produces patience.” 

(James 1:2-3, MPV) 


September 26 


THE DISCIPLINE OF DOUBT 


Dr. V. Raymond Edman in his book, The Disciplines of 
Life challenges our frail sensibilities. 


“Doubt, like dismal, dank darkness, settles down upon 
our spirit; and benumbed with bewilderment, we know not 
what to do nor what road to take. Doubt, like deep-seated 
disease, gnaws ceaselessly, remorselessly at the vitals of 
our convictions and conscience; and dizzy with dismay, we 
falter and faint. We doubt ourselves and our friends, and 
our background and our future, our experience and the 


facts thereof, our faith in the Bible and the God it presents. 
Doubt defeats, discourages, destroys.” 


Someone once said, “We ought not doubt in the 
darkness, what God has told us in the light.” But it is just so 
hard. And I think only those who have borne great trials can 
identify with how difficult it can be. 


We have only to consider John the Baptist. He who had 
the privilege of not only proclaiming the Messiah, but of 
baptizing him. Imagine. To not only converse with the 
incarnate God, but to literally touch him! Yet, after only a 
few months such contrary words, such confused 
perspectives. For doubt rises up mightily in John’s bosom, 
and overwhelms what he’d ever believed about the God- 
Man. Languishing in prison, expected to be beheaded at any 
moment, he asks, “Are you the Promised One, or should we 
look for another?” (Matt: 11:3, MPV) 


Dr. Edman admonishes us to “Believe your beliefs that 
are founded upon the Word, and doubt your doubts that 
come from disease, despair, disappointment, or 
disobedience.” 


I think we are too taken up with “figuring it all out.” I 
think we lean too hard on our own benefit. I think that we 
need to have it our own way. And such attitudes, when they 
play themselves out, encourage the presence of doubt. 


But I love what Isaiah had to say on the subject: “I will 
give you riches in darkness, and treasures in secret places.” 
(45:3, KJV) I think that while the presence of doubt is 
natural, the practice of faith is always purposeful. 


Doubt can be a tenuous enemy. We too often submit 
ourselves to it. 


September 27 
I HEARD HIM SPEAK AGAIN 
There has been an incessant drumming outside my door 


recently. I haven’t taken time to investigate it thoroughly, 
but it seems to be coming from the rental house next door. 


A navy recruiter moved in several months ago. I guess he 
enjoys drums. 


There’s something about drums. They just chew on your 
nerves; especially if the “music” is unsolicited. But 
thankfully, in this case the noise is a bit muffled, and my 
house seems to resist outside sounds. 


But I think God is a lot like those drums, though I don’t 
remember Him being referred to as “Heaven’s Drummer 
Boy;” (more likely the “Hound of Heaven”). But you get the 
point. 


He is just so jealous of His plans for us, that He decided 
a long time ago, to not “leave us well enough alone.” I’m 
glad He operates like that. 


However, it has been said, (and it is true) that He is a 
Gentleman. He has set principles in place that are 
irrevocable, and one of His premier principles has been 
referred to as “Free Will.” 


Our first parents knew all about that principle, since 
after they “took a bite of the apple,” they were 
“enlightened,” and they began to make some very bad 
decisions about life. 


And unfortunately, the children of our first parents, and 
their children’s, children’s children continued to “do their 
own thing.” I think of Jonah. That “old boy” couldn’t quite 
pick up on the drum beat; at least not the first time he 
heard it. There’s one curious, but encouraging statement in 
Chapter Three of the book bearing Jonah’s name. 


“And the word of the Lord came to Jonah a second time.” 
(Jonah 3:1, KJV) 


I’m convinced that God will speak to us a second time, 
and if necessary, a twenty-second time. He longs to get our 


attention. He longs to have His own way. But that’s okay. 
His way really is the best way. 

I long to hear “the drum beat” of God. It’s so much more 
melodious than that awful sound I hear coming from next 
door. I hope that I shall be found marching to God’s melody; 
tomorrow, the next day, and ‘til He calls me to my eternal 
home. 


September 28 


FOUL WORDS 


There’s a very practical verse in the Book of James. 


“If any man seem to be religious, but does not exercise 
control over his tongue, he only deceives himself, and his 
Spirituality is without effect” 

(James 1:26, MPV) 


I have known Christians that have consistently found 
ways to excuse their filthy words, and course jokes. It has 
always been both surprising, and confusing to hear 
someone named with the Name of Christ utter four letter 
expletives. There is hardly so obvious a sin, as this one that 
has the potential for disheartening a weaker brother. 


I think that most of us have “been found wanting” in this 
regard. But it must grieve the gracious heart of God to hear 
such words pronounced aloud...by one of His own. 


We should reflect on such things. 


September 29 


GIVING THEM A RUN FOR THEIR MONEY 


God has given me the inestimable privilege of raising up 
disciples in His name. When I reflect on these things, I can 
only shake my head in virtual disbelief. 


And it occurs to me that he, who would raise up 
disciples, must at one time have been one. As indeed, I 
have. As one now considered by many, a master, Iam bound 
to remember my servanthood. For he whom our Lord 
ordains “a master,” ceases to fulfill the role when he betrays 
that imperative. 


Christ Himself, the Lord of the entire universe, set the 
standard. I love the Book of Hebrews: 


“But we see Jesus-who for a little while assumed the role of 
a man, and made himself lower than the lowliest of angels.” 
(Hebrews 2:9, MPV) 


What better example could have been set? Christ was the 
first fruits of all that would ever serve. 


I have been blessed to disciple many. I have been 
blessed to raise up 
excellent disciples, but the raw material has always been 
“quality stuff.” I sent an anniversary letter to my associate 
and her husband, and found myself writing a poignant 
sentence... “Your growing spiritual and relational maturity 


challenges me to be more than I am in Christ.” I think 
masters are always in danger of being left behind; by those 
who they once referred to as their disciples. 


But at the same time, I hope my disciples “give me a run 


for my money.” 
I think we are Masters best, when we are Servants first. 


September 30 


LONELINESS 


Of every conceivable challenge or circumstance in life, 
loneliness must be somewhere near the top. It can be 
excruciating. 


The words of Paul, in 2" Timothy, are so poignant: 


“Be diligent to come to me quickly; for Demas has forsaken 
me, having loved this present world...” (4:9-10, KJV) 


and 


“At my first defense no one stood with me, but all forsook 
me...” 
(4:16, KJV) 


Obviously, Paul was in good company. For Christ, 
Himself was betrayed by, first Judas, and then Peter. (Only 
John stood with him). 


Our church administrator read a passage to the staff 
today that closely aligned with Paul’s feelings of loneliness, 


and betrayal. I cannot embrace one of his comments, 
however. 


“A great man hardly notices when he has been left 
alone.” 


Well, I don’t infer I’ve already arrived, but “this just ain’t 
so.” Loneliness can be almost beyond enduring. It has the 
potential to drag us down to the pits of hell. 


It is a man of intense character that “can keep on 
keeping on,” when everyone has walked out on him. I have 
recently been left alone in the counseling center, (but 
certainly not as a result of betrayal or contention.) My 
associate has stepped aside for a season. It is an 
opportunity to refocus, reflect, and regroup. And I support 
her in this pursuit. 


But the feelings are the same. I have felt very alone in 
this work. I have had my share of sadness, and even 
depression. 


I think it is a man of character that rises to Greatness, 
even in the midst of multiple and extended “alone 
moments.” It is that man of intense spiritual awareness that 
refuses to bow his head to mediocrity, when there’s no one 
left to watch. It is a man of Mission who pursues Priority; 
when others have disappeared into the woodwork. 


I think it is healthy to commit to that kind of life. For it 
is, after all, a decision. 


“T will be a man that emulates the greatness of those who 
have gone before me. My thoughts, attitudes, words, and 
behaviors are not dependent on others around me, or 
whether, (for that matter) anyone surrounds or supports 
me. I will stay the course. I will go the distance.” 


October 1 
TAILGATERS AND BEGGERS 
There’s very little that makes me angry. It would be an 
understatement to say that only two things make me angry, 
but two things come to my mind at this moment. Tailgaters 
and Beggars. 


This particular devotion is not about tailgaters. 


I have seen “the guy” several times. He is always sitting 
in the same intersection, in the grassy median of a busy 


highway. His bicycle is lying beside him. And he holds a 
sign. 


“T’m hungry. I will work for food. Could you help me? God 
bless.” 


Well, it’s obvious to me that he isn’t the least interested 
in working for anything. People just don’t pick strange guys 
up off the road, and take them home with them. The guy is 
hoping that one out of a hundred automobiles will stop, and 
the driver will shell out five or ten dollars. 


I mean this obviously isn’t the case of someone who is 
temporarily out of luck. He’s been doing this for months. 
I’ve been tempted to pull over and “interview” the guy. 


Now before you accuse me of “going on about nothing,” 
Paul, himself, had something to say about it: 


“For even when we were with you, we commanded you this: 
If anyone will not work, neither shall he eat.” (1° Thess. 
3:10, KJV) 


I mean this fella could apply for food stamps, while 
looking for work. He could find temporary employment at 
one of those “work by the day” programs. But he insists on 
begging by the side of the road. 


Now what I’ve written isn’t all that encouraging, and I 
suppose it must be the strangest category that could 
possibly be included in a book of devotions. 

And I have no particular moral to present to you here. 


But I think it must grieve the heart of God to witness one 
of His creations begging on the side of a road. We have 
been made nobler than that. 


And even if God isn’t angry, I must admit that I am. 


October 2 


SETTING CLAUDIA FREE 


I was thinking about something relevant for today, and a 
memory popped into my mind. 


My wife was driving to a nearby town one day, several 
years ago, when she happened on an unusual sight. On her 
right, just along side the roadside, was a mail vehicle 
parked next to several mailboxes. Now that’s neither 
strange, or unusual, but she noticed an arm extended above 
the right side of the vehicle, waving a white handkerchief. 


Well, she drove past the jeep, applied her brakes, and 
turned around. Circling back, Jean pulled in behind the mail 
vehicle, and got out to investigate. 


Then she realized the lady’s difficulty. As my wife walked 
up to the car, the mail lady was almost hysterical, and told 
her that she’d been stuck in this position for twenty 
minutes. It seems the shoulder of the road sloped a bit here, 
and she was forced to pull up to the mailboxes ata 
precarious angle. 


Then it happened. 


As the unfortunate mail lady began to stuff the boxes, the 
jeep began to move. Before she had time to think, the 
woman found her arm penned between the vehicle and a 
mailbox. 


“Claudia” told my wife that she had waved that 
handkerchief ‘til sweat rolled down her arm; all to no avail. 
She surmised that other drivers thought she was just being 
friendly... because they waved back at her. 


After the very short discussion, Jean put her back up 
against the vehicle, and managed to leverage it enough so 
that the poor woman could wrest her arm free of its 
bondage. Needless to say, Claudia was both relieved and 
thankful to be set free. 


As Christians, we are given opportunities to “break the 
yoke of bondage” on behalf of other men and women. 
Sometimes it’s literal. Sometimes it’s spiritual. But sadly, 
and too often, we “just go about our business.” So much like 
the parable of “The Good Samaritan,” and so like that 
multitude of drivers that passed by the mail lady. 


We are called to, “As we have opportunity, do good to all 
men” (Gal. 6:10, MPV,) and dare we forget the words of 
Isaiah 61. 


“The Spirit of the Lord God is upon Me, because the Lord 
has anointed Me 

to preach good tidings to the poor; He has sent Me to heal 
the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives, and 
the opening of the prison to those who are bound...” (61:1, 
KJV) 


I think that my wife’s experience that day, so long ago, 
is a fitting example of the scripture. 


Let us go about doing good to all men. 


October 3 


“HERE, HE’S DROWNED” 


I remember a day several years ago, and I often conjure 
it up in counseling sessions. 


My wife’s children and mine are step-siblings. That is to 
say that Jean, and I have been previously married. Before all 
the children were grown, we made a monthly pilgrimage to 
Jacksonville. I was the proverbial “recreational dad.” 


On one of these virtually never-ending trips, we got an 
overnight room at The Ramada, along side Interstate 95. We 
had stayed there before, and we often found ourselves 
sitting by the pool, or taking advantage of its cool water. 


On this particular night I was sitting there, watching a 
Granddad and his Grandson, as they frolicked together in 
the pool. Grandma was seated nearby, on the deck. 


Well, this five or six year old insisted on “swimming” into 
deep water, and of course, it was left to Granddad to save 
him,... again, and again. 

I think this would have gotten a bit tedious for the most 
patient of men. Though it seems this old fella displayed a 
fair amount of the attribute. 


But enough became enough, and after about the fifth 
time, Granddad scooped up the child, thrust “little Jimmy” 
into Grandma’s arms, and said, 


“Here, he’s drowned!” (I laugh every time I think about 
it). 


Well, he wasn’t drowned, but apparently those were the 
first words the “old boy” thought to verbalize. Frustration 
Incarnate, it was. 


But I think we find ourselves in situations very much like 
this. We “keep hitting a (relational) brick wall,” and arrive 
at a time and place where we just want to “chuck it all.” We 
say things we regret. We do things we might not have 
otherwise done. 

So before “you drown it,” I’d encourage you to, as I put 
it, “take the first avenue of escape.” Only you can be 
responsible for yourself. Only I can be responsible for 
myself. 


I encourage couples to “do the right thing,” even when 
your spouse is doing the wrong thing.” That’s a wonderful 
adage, (even if I invented it). A slightly different scenario, 
granted, but Joseph took the first avenue of escape when he 
was tempted by Potiphar’s wife. He had obviously already 
pre-planned his response, and he didn’t give sway to his 
emotions. I think this is a suitable example of what I’m 
talking about. 


We are given that opportunity every time contention is 
possible. We are given the opportunity every time someone 
exhibits behavior more petty than our own. We are given 
the opportunity every time confusion reigns supreme. 


And I think that every time we resist “drowning it,” and 
we take the first avenue of escape, we just get a little bit 
stronger. 


October 4 


BLUB, BLUB, BLUB 


After having written the last devotion, I relived another 
very poignant memory. 


Before my first wife and I divorced, we had taken a 
weekend trip to visit with her sister in Ponte Vedra. Of 
course, the three children were with us, and they were 
enjoying time with their cousins. 


Steve and his cousin, “Randy” were playing together in 
the backyard pool, and the adults were seated around it. 
Suddenly, my son and his cousin “got into it,” somehow, and 
began floundering. Although they were both able to swim, 
they panicked, and began going under. 


Well, old Dad did the only thing that occurred to him. I 
jumped in the pool, street clothes and all, and walking on 
the bottom of the pool, lifting the two boys above my head. I 
managed to walk them back into shallow water. 


That reminds me of a scripture in Jude: 


“But others save with fear, pulling them out of the fire, 
hating even the garments defiled by the flesh.” (1:23, KJV) 


We are given the inestimable privilege of doing this. I 
think of a precious young lady who was given over to my 
care, several years ago. I can still remember the violent 
trembling, the tears, the hopelessness in her eyes; addicted 
to cocaine. And God gave me the unspeakable privilege of 
rescuing her from “the fire.” As I write these words, Judy 
has been clean three years. 


It may take a little effort, it may take some of our time, 


but there are those among us who are floundering, and nigh 
on to going under, and they are worthy of our care. 


October 5 


TAKING POISON, AND HOPING THE OTHER GUY 
DIES 


Rev. T.D. Jakes tells a story about his childhood dog. 


It was a big excuse of a canine; part German Shepherd 
and part “something else.” He recalls that his Dad kept “the 
beast” tied up to the front porch. They called the animal, 
“Pup,” but he was a far past that stage. 


Jakes goes on to relate that “it was kinda sad to keep him 
tied up,” but that if they hadn’t, the monster might have 
consumed one of the neighborhood children. 


Pup was constrained by a heavy leather collar that, over 
time, wore deep into its neck. Eventually, according to this 
author, they had to make “arrangements” for Pup. 


Unforgiveness is a lot like that. It constrains us. It keeps 
us stuck. It keeps us from “running free.” 


As a counselor, I deal with many clients who are 
restrained, bound up, and just plain bitter about something, 
or someone. They’re a lot like “Pup.” They can see the 
flowers, and trees. They can almost get out to where the 
sunshine is. But not quite. That old collar called 
“Unforgiveness” restrains them. 


I use a phrase that sums it up pretty well. “It’s like 
taking poison, and hoping the other person will die.” We are 
consistently negative or critical of another human being; 
while all the while they go on their merry way, without so 
much as a thought of our feelings towards them. 


I’m convinced that forgiveness begins with words. It 
doesn’t rest on feelings. If we wait ‘til we feel like forgiving, 
we may be 103! No, words are where it’s at, and where it 
begins. 


Forgiveness sets us free to be all we were ever intended 
to be. Forgiveness may be a lot more about freeing 
ourselves, than relinquishing the right to get even with that 
other person. (But it’s both). 


Forgiveness is among the best of things. 


October 6 


THE ARM CHAIR MOUNTAINEER 


I was involved in a premarital counseling session 
tonight, and I found myself discussing the height and power 
of Mount Everest. 


You may know from an earlier devotion that I’m “taken 
up” with mountain climbing... from a distance. I guess you 
might call me “an arm chair mountaineer.” 


The premarital counseling couple had experienced a bit 
of, what I refer to as verbal contention, and they were 
determined to find some resolution. 


Well, I began to describe the mountain. It’s fiercesome to 
behold, even from a distance. The great mountain towers 
29,035 feet in height, and one of six climbers who attempt 
the peak, die trying. 


You may remember an old adage I used in that previous 
writing. Famous climbers die on the mountain. Great 
climbers climb to the top, come down again, and die of old 
age. 


And this is what I tried to explain to these young lovers. 


Everest can be cruel. Winds top 100 miles per hour. 
Temperatures may drop to 60 degrees below zero, with 
wind chills so much colder yet. 


Hundreds have died in their quest to conquer the mountain. 
Bodies are left where they fall. (Too much effort to bring 
them down). If you die, and you’re lucky, they’l|l pile a few 
rocks on top of you. The air is so thin at the top that very 
few manage to climb Everest unaided. The vast majority of 
people use supplemental oxygen. 


Marriage can be a lot like Mount Everest. If you’re not 
climbing together, if you’re not working as a team, you’re 
likely to fail. We have only to look at the bodies, lying all 
around, to understand the cruelty of the mountain. It can be 


extraordinarily cold there. All marriages experience such an 
environment, at one time or another. 

Jesus often resorted to mountains. He knew both the 
solace and the fellowship of mountaintops. For we read in 
the Book of John that “He departed again to the mountain 
by Himself, alone.” (6:15, KJV) But He was never really 
alone, for His Father was waiting for Him there. 


Moses knew that same experience. For we know that He 
met God on the mountain. Wonder of wonders, Moses had 
been invited there. For His Lord entreated him, “Come up 
to Me on the mountain...(Exodus 24:12, KJV) 


Mountains need not be cold, lonely places. Granted, the 
climb is perilous, but there’s nothing like the view from the 
top. And God is there. 


I hope the young couples I counsel become great 
climbers, before they have the opportunity to be famous 
ones. 


October 7 


KEEPING OUR HEARTS WITH DILIGENCE 


Sometimes I think that Job has nothing on us. 


My wife and I have endured more than most the past 
three years. It all began when our daughter married, and 
immediately began having marital problems; that only 
subsided in the past year. 


Subsequently, my wife endured four surgeries; a D&C, 
two lumpectomies, and recently, a knee operation. And our 
grandson, having been diagnosed with multiple cardiac 
problems, underwent open-heart surgery. 


But it was only beginning. Last year, Jean’s 87 year old 
mother fell, and broke her hip. Her cognizance, and 
physical condition drifted badly, and three months later she 
was dead. 


My wife’s 90 year old father fell yesterday. He suffered a 
massive stroke that has affected one entire side of the brain. 
His prognosis is uncertain. (Note: He died two weeks later). 


During this same period of time, I developed a chronic 
ringing in my ears, and my blood pressure “reached for the 
stratosphere.” 


And did I mention? Last year we experienced three 
hurricanes (direct hits) in the course of a few weeks. 


Jean sat next to me tonight, and asked the question; 
“what did I do to deserve this?” and continuing she 
exclaimed, “I think I’m going to die!” Job’s wife told him to 
curse God and die. Well, I’m not going to do that. 


But I’m going to tie a knot and hold on. And I hope my 
wife will do the same. I find solace in a couple of scriptures. 
One is the premier scripture for all who endure suffering. 


“And we know that al/ things work together for good to 
those who love God; to those who are the called according 
to His purpose.” (Romans 8:28, K]V) 


I realize that some people dislike this verse; like it’s just 
too convenient, and it’s just too “pat.” But I happen to like 
it. Then there’s a very specific scripture that encourages me 
to extreme. 


“But God is faithful, and He will not allow you to be 
tempted above that you are able. But will, with the 
temptation, also make a way of escape.” 

(1*' Cor. 10:13, KJV) 


Now, I’m not certain when enough is enough, and I 
don’t know when God is going to “cut us a break.” I like to 
think it will be soon. We are tired, and it seems that there’s 
no time to grieve over one loss, before the next one knocks 
on the door, (and says, “Boo”)! 


I’ve heard people say, (and I’ve said it myself) that “God 
must count you worthy to endure so much suffering.” I can 
only hope that’s true. 


When I was a child, I visited Mammoth Cave in 
Kentucky. The guide took us deep into the cave, and then 
demonstrated how extraordinarily dark it could be, without 
man-made lighting. Suddenly, someone hit a switch. And I 
can tell you that this was a blackness that might almost be 


touched. Or tasted. Though I stood there with a group of 
people, I might well have been alone. I could not see my 
hand before my face. 


Sometimes what we’ve endured, the past few years, 
seems so much darker than that cave. 


But I will rest on God’s Word. That is all that is left to my 
wife and I. We are told to “keep your heart with all 
diligence, for from it are the issues of life.” (Proverbs 4:23, 
KJV) 


The issues of life can be extreme. They can tax us just 
short of our endurance. 


Our hearts are yours, Oh Lord. Help us to practice 
diligence. 


October 8 


‘GOD WILL MESS YOU UP” 


We are in the process of interviewing a new pastor, and 
the candidate did a Q.&A. session with the congregation 
today. 


One particular phrase he used was a little surprising 
and very poignant. 
“God will mess you up.” And I must admit, He will. Since 
he’s absolutely unwilling to allow an average man to be 
mediocre, or a great man to be average. 


Who can argue but that He has to get our attention 
sometimes? God is such a Wonderful Weaver of 
circumstances. And sometimes He allows us to become so 
miserable that we’ve little choice, but plead for mercy. 


He’s been called “The Hound of Heaven,” and few of us 
would gladly exchange places with the proverbial fox. Those 
dogs can be unrelenting, and deadly. 


I’m glad that God has our best interest at heart, since “if 
He messes us up,” He remains ready to refashion the mess 
into something magnificent. 
I think of the potter. He bends his back over that bowl, or 
vase, and painstakingly kneads the clay, ‘til he achieves the 
desired shape. 


But there are times when he is forced to smash the 
vessel, to crush it into fine powder; only to add water and 
begin again. Perhaps you’ve been there. Perhaps like my 
wife and I, you’ve reached the end of yourself. Maybe you 
feel crushed, (or even stomped on.) 


My Friends, Stay Encouraged. 


For He is yet able to pour cool, soothing water on your 
wounds. He will come to you. In due time, He will come to 
you. Rest in that promise. 


October 9 


SOMETIMES YOU FREE LIKE A FRAUD 
(AND SOMETIMES YOU DON’T) 


They were the last few words our professor left with us; 
the last words, on the last day, in the last class. Graduate 
school was ending, and what they refer to as “Practice,” 
was about to start. (Funny, they call it “Practice”). 


The teacher read the Velveteen Rabbit to the class. Odd 
that she would read a children’s story to a graduate class. 
But she did. Yet, it was no trivial exercise. If anything, it 
was extraordinarily compelling. 


I can still hear the professor’s words: 
“Sometimes you'll feel like a fraud.” 


A friend of mine had a habit of calling me “Dr. Quack” at 
the time. And, indeed, I felt that way then, and still have my 
moments. 


The professor continued; 


“But so like the story of The Velveteen Rabbit, we 
struggle to be real. And it hurts to be real.” 


It hurts to feel the same emotions as your clients. It 
hurts to admit that you have “issues,” as large as their own. 
It hurts to hit so many brick walls, so much so that you’re 
just two hairs short of quitting. It hurts when circumstances 
seem to disprove God’s promises. It hurts to “twist in the 
wind,” when you’ve been twisting there as long as you can 
remember. It hurts when you have to exchange the title 
“Counselor,” for the title “Client.” 


Yes, that old rabbit had his share of “issues,” and he 
didn’t look as good as he once did. The children had loved 
most of his hair off, and a couple of his buttons had come 
loose. And perhaps one of his eyes was a bit loop-sided. 


My professor’s final words mirrored those of The 
Velveteen Rabbit: 


“But once you’ve been real, you never want to be not 
real again.” 


October 10 


ESCORTING MOM 


I was thinking recently about “the will to live,” and I 
have always understood that there is a connection between 
the mind and body. 


I once had the privilege of escorting my mother-in-law 
into the arms of Jesus. I would sit next to her at her bedside, 
day after day, and sing old hymns, and modern choruses. 


This week, history repeated itself. My father-in-law had a 
life-threatening stroke, and the family gathered at his 
bedside. And my wife asked me to sing him a song. I sang 
the most famous gospel song ever written; (“Amazing 
Grace”). 


I have often thought that, were I not a counselor, I’d bea 
hospice volunteer. I’d sit by bedsides, and sing songs. 


I’m convinced that the mental attitude of those 
physically-diminished souls around us has so much to do 
with their viability. My wife works with geriatric patients in 
a local nursing home. As a nurse, she has worked with those 
aged people who, even with diminished capabilities, seem to 
love life. And with others who have a “I want to go home” 
(to heaven) mindset. 


I think the majority of the elderly, at least in terms of the 
infirmed, tend to experience depression. And perhaps 
despair creates in them an environment for physical illness. 


A dear pastor friend failed a vote of confidence at his 
church. He was probably in his mid-sixties at the time, and 
this circumstance in his life hit him hard. And I believe the 
experience J/ived in him ‘til he died. 


He seemed to be a very bitter man after that, and his 
health deteriorated as he got older. I remember going by his 


house, and visiting with him and his wife. At one point, 
“Brother Johnson” was bedridden, and his wife was forced 
to make a decision about nursing care. Since she was a 
registered nurse herself, she decided to bring in a hospital 
bed, and did her best to care for him in the home. 

On one of my visits, I listened to my former pastor rattle 
on about, “it’s time to take up the collection, Sister 
Johnson” and “I’ve got to have my books. I have to plan my 
Sunday sermon.” He was physically alive, but I think his will 
to live died the day his dream died. 


In the same way the physical health of a geriatric patient 
may be influenced by a negative mindset, the same holds 
true for any one of us. 


I recently counseled with a middle-aged Christian 
woman involved in a bitter divorce. Her spirit was troubled, 
and her mind was embittered. She seemed incapable of 
speaking positive words, and she dwelt on the unfairness of 
it all. She seemed to suffer from a myriad of real and 
imagined illnesses. One has to wonder, “Which came first, 
the chicken or the egg?” 


I’m convinced that all manner of physical maladies are 
generated by chronic depression, anxiety, anger, and 
bitterness. It becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. 


There are no easy answers, but I’m a strong advocate of 
Encouragement. We are commanded to “do good to all men, 
especially to those who are among the household of faith.” 
(Gal 6:10, KJV) 


I want to be among those who can be found offering 
encouragement. Who can know what expectations we 
inspire in that man or woman, who could be encouraged to 
hang on, expect, believe and exercise hope? And I think in 
encouraging another, we encourage ourselves. 


October 11 


THE RUNAWAY BRIDE 


A very curious situation occurred in Georgia recently. 
And it’s been the talk of every news channel the past three 
days. 


It seems that a lady named Jennifer Wilbanks emulated 
that old movie, “The Runaway Bride.” Literally. 


Jennifer was due to marry a man of some prominence, 
since his family had strong ancestral roots in the local 
community. His father had been the mayor at one time, and 
his grandfather had served as a physician in the area. 


Wilbanks had already celebrated eight wedding showers, 
and had tapped fourteen bridesmaids, and fourteen ushers 
to assist in the ceremony. Six hundred invitations had gone 
out; the cake and flowers already ordered. 


But, without a word, Jennifer disappeared. Of course, 
flyers were tacked up, and searches organized. To no avail. 
There were some skeptics who theorized she had skipped 
town. Others, including her parents, nay sayed any 
possibility she had developed “cold feet.” 


But turn up she did. In New Mexico. The little “victim” 
dialed 911, and rambled on about having been kidnapped, 
and dropped off in this faraway state. The local police and 
FBI became involved, and quizzed her about these strange 
“goings on.” 


Jennifer claimed that a man and a woman had kidnapped 
her, and driven her across country. But the more the 
authorities listened, the more skeptical they became. And 
then they gave her an opportunity to renounce her story 
with, “Well, should we continue to look for that blue van?” 
Her answer betrayed all her previous lies; “No.” 


I happened to be flipping through the news shows this 
Sunday morning, and it so happened that the anchors on 
CNN, and MSNBC were discussing these events, and each 
were interviewing psychologists. It’s curious that each 
conversation, on the two separate channels, was a virtual 
duplicate of the other. 

Anchorman: “Doctor, could you please help us 
understand why Jennifer Wilbanks made the choices she 
made?” 


Psychologist: “Well, we can’t be entirely sure.” 


Anchorman: “Now, Doctor, the facts are pretty obvious 
here. How hard 
is it to diagnose? I mean she stood the guy up. She bought 
a ticket to Albuquerque a week before she fled. She lied to 
police!” 


Psychologist: “That’s all true, but we don’t really know 
what her thought processes were.” 


Anchorman: “Well, I’m a little disappointed, Doctor. I 
thought you might have more to offer us.” 


But, as a pastoral counselor, I could easily relate to the 
psychologist’ words, and the sting of criticism he must have 
been feeling. 


People want easy answers that fit neatly into their 
preconceived boxes. They want to be agreed with. They 
expect to be treated with “kid gloves.” I’ve learned to rise 
above their expectations and criticisms. 


My associate once told me that I wasn’t confrontational 
enough with my clients. I’m learning to confront 
discrepancies. I’m learning to disagree. Because I see that I 
don’t do them any favors by agreeing for agreement sake. 


Who can know the mind of a man? Who, indeed? 


We are such complex and varied creatures, and our 
thoughts, attitudes and emotions are, sometimes, past 
finding out. I grapple, I struggle to understand those who 
invite me into their lives. It can be exhaustive work. 


And in spite of the anchorman’s implications, there just 
aren’t any pat answers. God give us, as helpers, insight into 


the heart of a man, but help us to care more about their 
welfare, than their answers. 


October 12 


PLEASE, AUNT BEA, GET SOME THERAPY 


I realize how much like prophets we are... after the fact. 


Now that’s an odd statement, but bear with me. Consider 
our most beloved media; film. We have all seen “The Wizard 
of Oz,” and learned to love “The Andy Griffith Show.” We 


have witnessed the horrific stalemate of trench warfare in 
France, and the Fall of Saigon. 


And we realize, as we watch the reruns, that every one of 
these films, and movies were filmed in “the status quo 
mode.” When the films were made they were made in 
present tense. But they have quickly become history, and 
fading memories. 


Now we know the rest of the story. Judy Garland died a 
hopeless addict. “Aunt Bea” was discovered, dead, in her 
cluttered old home; her mind having become more cluttered 
than her house. The allies won World War I, and Coca-Cola 
boast strong sales in Vietnam. 


But we have the benefit of second sight. 


I can’t explain why, but “Aunt Bea’s” plight is especially 
poignant to me; (the “Armchair Prophet” that I’ve become). 
I find that I’m especially saddened when I see “the old girl” 
on that old black and white film footage. I almost want to 
shout, “Aunt Bea, take care of yourself,” or “Maybe you 
should consider a good diet,” or “You’re going to need to 
get into therapy soon.” It’s because I know what’s looming 
ahead of her that I find myself wanting to do a “Back to the 
Future.” 


There have been various theories about time travel, and 
if my memory serves me correctly, Einstein claimed it might 
be possible, if a man could travel at the speed of light. (And 
I love that oldie goldie; “The Time Machine”). 


But I find myself reminding my clients that “there aren’t 
any time machines.” (Because if there were, I think we’d all 
go back and have a talk with those guys and gals that were 
our younger selves). 

I think the best we can hope to do is twofold in nature. 


We have a responsibility to live out our “present tense” 
in a manner that glorifies God. I was disappointed with our 
First Lady last night, as she told some vulgar jokes at the 
annual press dinner; (to include references to Chip & 
Dale’s, and milking a male horse). The “jokes” she told just 
weren’t befitting her status as a Christian, or First Lady. I 
want to challenge her, past tense, to remember Solomon’s 
words: 


I think the second thing we can do is to glean valuable 
lessons from our pasts, and make a strong determination 
not to repeat the same mistakes twice. Nothing challenges 
personal function more than to do the same old negative 
things on a chronic basis. I used to have a pet phrase in the 
recovery group I administered. “If you keep on doing the 
same things you did, you’ll on getting the same things you 
got.” I have to wonder why we repeat the same things that 
never worked, and expect to get different results. 


“This one thing I’m determined to do. I will allow the 
past to be past, and I will purposely turn to all that God has 
planned for me.” (Phil. 3:13, MPV) 


October 13 


MARJORIE 


Majorie Douglas was the premier advocate for the 
Kissimmee River Basin and Florida Everglades. 


The sugar industry in “the glades” area has managed to 
destroy much of what was once a vast array of grassy 
wetlands, canals, and every conceivable kind of wildlife. 
Harsh chemical wastes, to include mercury and fertilizers, 
have reduced the size, and viability of animal and plant life, 
alike. The alligator and panther populations have dwindled 
rapidly, and a nuisance tree, the Brazilian Pepper, has 
overrun thousands of acres to create a virtual wasteland. 


Years ago, a decision was made to change the size and 
flow of the Kissimmee River, and the Army Corps of 
Engineers was true to it’s appointed task. They did a 
wonderful job of it, in terms of following the written plan. 
However, the people of Florida gleaned a less than 
wonderful result. 


Marjorie agonized over the plight of her beloved river 
and everglades. She was a tireless advocate for the 
restoration of these two magnificent creations of nature. 
Her mission took her to, among other places, Tallahassee 
and Washington. She met with State and United States 
officials, including then Governor Graham, and President 
Clinton. She authored several books on the subject of the 
revitalization of the wetlands of Florida. 


There’s just something about adjectives, especially when 
they are wholly accurate. And Marjorie Douglas used them 


well, as she described the flora and fauna of her lost 
wetlands. Her words were as contagious as the flu. 


On one particular outing, Governor Graham and Ms. 
Douglas surveyed the damage to one small section of the 
Kissimmee River. Graham was heard to say to the grand old 
dame... 


“Majorie, when we come back here next year, it will be 
entirely different. The water will run dark and deep. The 
cattails will grow tall and wild. And the fish will be here in 
abundance.” He might as well have been a Prophet. 


Since they met together the next year, and it was exactly 
as he predicted. 


The river was magnificent. What had been a shallow, and 
almost stagnant channel was now a swift flowing river. The 
rushes had come back with a flourish, and birds of every 
size and color floated lazily on the summer breezes. 


Fishermen dotted the banks, and as they laughed and 
shouted, they pulled in speckled perch and huge catfish. 


Marjorie Douglas served as the official advocate for the 
restoration of the Florida wetlands, ‘til she reached the 
unlikely age of 100. Afterwards, she continued to be “a 
voice” in the wetlands movement ‘til her death. 


I think we have all been guilty of the kind of “renovation” 
that results in spiritual disaster. Those deep, flowing rivers 
that whelm up in our soul become blocked by “the stuff of 
life.” Those clear, refreshing springs of water become 
polluted by chemical wastes of our own making. We 
stagnate. We languish. Not so very different than the 
wetlands disaster. 


Our ministry and our personal relationship with The 
Creator suffer. The very magnificence of God’s creation 


suddenly seems less than Vital, and His still small voice 
becomes so much smaller and stiller. The river runs slower, 
and its marvelous depths dry up. 


The Prophet Jeremiah’s admonition to the people of Israel 
is uncomfortably familiar. 


“Be astonished, O heavens, at this, and be horribly afraid; 
Be very desolate says the Lord. 


For my people have committed two evils: They have 
forsaken Me, the fountain of Living Waters, and (they have) 
hewn themselves cisterns-broken cisterns that can hold no 
water.” (2:12-13, KJV) 


I hope I may always be found advocating “a spiritual 
wetlands project.” For we are given the marvelous 
opportunity to restore the broken cisterns in ours,’ and 
others’ lives, and to dig streams “deep enough to swim in.” 


October 14 


DANIEL-SON 


I was watching my “43' rerun of “The Karate Kid.” (I’m 
sorry, it’s one of my favorite movies). 


There’s a particular scene in it in which “Daniel-son” 
has just finished being, (as he supposes) used and abused by 
Mr. Miagi. You know, the “Wax on, Wax off, Paint the 
House” footage. The old man walks past the house, and 
mumbles, “You missed a spot.” Of course, that inspires 
Daniel’s ire like never before. He lets out a few choice 
words, and threatens to quit “the project.” 


Well, Daniel’s mentor decides “to let the cat out of the 
bag,” and tells the boy to demonstrate the various 
movements he has used in his labors. He complies, with a 


“what’s this about” look in his eyes. Then, without warning, 
Mr. Miagi begins to thrust his arms, and kick his feet. And 
without fail, and as a direct result of his training, Daniel 
blocks every assault. 


Suddenly, Insight dawns in the youngster’s eyes. His 
labors have not been for naught. 


Later, in a poignant, (there’s that word again) scene, the 
teenage understudy discovers his master’s Congressional 
Medal of Honor; hidden away in an old wooden box. Daniel 
bows. 


I have had the rare opportunity to mentor those I refer to 
as “People of Excellence.” I have had the distinct privilege 
of seeing Light dawn in their eyes. 

Mr. Miagi had been awarded the most prestigious medal 
the military can present to a soldier. I neither need, nor 
expect any medals. 


My reward shines brilliantly in the eyes of my students. 


October 15 
A VERY FAMILIAR ODOR 
I think there’s nothing more despicable or unacceptable 
than sexual fornication among the clergy. 
I have personally known several pastors who have 


sacrificed years of ministry for “a moment of pleasure.” And 
I think that I will never fully comprehend their choices. 


In one particular case, a pastor involved himself with a 
female member of the church, and managed to cover it up 
for an entire year. 


I talk about trading, (what might have been) long-term 
results for short-term satisfaction. It’s absolutely amazing 
how ten minutes of pleasure can follow a man throughout 
the entire rest of his life. 


Too many pastors and ministers have bartered away 
Character, and ultimately, Reputation, in exchange for 
“strange flesh.” I can only shake my head in disgust. 


I am not a real charitable kind of guy when it comes to 
this type of sin, among members of the clergy. I’m 
convinced that any one of us is capable of making a 
permanent decision to refrain from adultery, (and should) 
before taking on the responsibilities of ministry. 


In recent years, a team of archeologists happened on a 
cave in Israel; a temporary domicile for Jews who had 
escaped the destruction of Jerusalem. 

Curiosity of curiosities, the team stumbled onto a most 
unusual find. 


Digging into the floor of the cave, the scientists 
recognized a familiar odor. You guessed it. They had 
unearthed a latrine; a two thousand year old latrine! The 
human feces was still recognizable, in terms of color and 
odor, but had hardened into a stone-like material. 


Infidelity among clergy, most especially the hidden kind, 
is a lot like that old Jewish latrine. It finds a way to rear its 
ugly head; again, and again. It’s “the gift that keeps on 
giving.” Congregations have split, individuals have been 
devastated, the achievements of a lifetime have been 
ridiculed, and impact has been seriously threatened; all for 
a few moments of pleasure. 


The stench of their deeds rises to the heavens. 

And lest any misconstrue my words; forgiveness is, of 
course, available. Yet, while I am no man’s judge, I will 
always regret and condemn their choices. 


Let us be forewarned. Let us determine to escape so 
heinous a fate... before the opportunity presents itself. 


October 16 


CHARLATANS 


While I’m “going on” about “the sins of the fathers,” I 
might as well express my opinion on what I regard as 
charlatans in the Church. 


There’s a few so-called “ministers of the gospel” out 
there who regularly take advantage of gullible people. And 
it makes me angry. I think if Jesus were here, in the flesh 
today, he’d pull out his whip again. 


There’s one, with the initials R.T., who goes by the title, 
“Pastor,” (but from my perspective he is anything but). He’s 
a spinner of half-truth, and his motives are Profit, Power 
and Pride. Lately, R.T. is offering a book that describes how 
to get “filthy rich.” (The adjective is mine). 


Oh, “Rev.” T. surrounds himself with all the trappings of 
spirituality and veracity. He has a stage set that looks like 
the old city of Jerusalem, and he has a very well-worn old 
guy who sings an occasional “inspirational” song, (which 
doesn’t move me one iota). 


And his singular and continual plea is to “make your 
vow.” The implication seems to be that his viewers owe him 
the tithes that would normally be put in the local offering 
basket. Rev. T. never reveals how the money will be used; 
(though I think I know). 


It fills up his scandalous pockets! The only one destined 
to become “filthy rich” seems to be Rev. T. 


Time would fail me to describe other charlatans. But one 
fellow, (I didn’t catch his name) spins it a bit differently. His 
spiel goes something like: 


“Friends, I can’t guarantee you immense riches. But I 
will guarantee that if you send in for this miracle spring 
water, you will be healed.” 


Preposterous! Only God, Himself is capable of making 
such decisions. And only He, Himself can extend that 
healing hand. 


I’ve told you I’m not very charitable, so I might as well 
say it. I’m convinced that there’s a special place in hell for 
such scoundrels; people who not only know the gospel, but 
use it to their singular advantage. They had better enjoy the 
rewards they have in this life. 


SHAME! 


October 17 


SHE WELDS A FEARSOME SWORD 


I have considered what a great responsibility it is to 
invest in the life of another human being. 


As counselors, teachers, pastors, or laymen we have the 
privilege of investing a little of ourselves into, as I put it, 
“People of Excellence.” (I don’t bother with any other kind. I 
don’t have the time for “People of Mediocrity.” And believe 
me, I’ve tried in the past). 


My associate and I have entered into something that 
might well be referred to as both ceremony, and compact. 
Sherri, who is currently on sabbatical from this ministry, 
asked me recently if I’d be willing to serve as her “Spiritual 
Covering;” here, and in any other ministry she may assume 
in the future. 


It “goes both ways” because she has always acted in the 
role of my “Armor Bearer,” and I recently asked her to fill 
that role for me on a permanent basis. 


I’ve scheduled a meeting with my “Armor Bearer” this 
week, and since our relationship has been characterized as 


permanent, I decided to look up every scripture that relates 
to “Armor Bearing.” I was pleasantly surprised. 


And since it’s possible that you may, at some time, 
appoint an Armor Bearer, give me the latitude to provide 
you a little scriptural feedback. 


In Judges, Chapter 9, Verses 50-54 Abimelech asks an 
unnamed armor bearer to kill him with a sword. The poor 
fellow had just walked under a falling rock; dropped by a 
woman. 


In another instance, (1%* Samuel 14:12-14) Prince 
Jonathan encourages his armor bearer to assist him in a 
hand to hand battle against a large band of Philistines. The 
bodyguard readily complied, the two of them slaughtered 
the enemy, and “wrought a great victory.” 


It is no “mean” relationship that exists between master 
and armor bearer. 1°‘ Samuel 16 (v. 21) reflects on the love 
and admiration shared between master and subordinate. 
David volunteered for service, and Saul loved him for it. 


The Armor Bearer accepts the same fate as his master; 
be it good or bad. Saul’s armor bearer fell on his own 
sword, after the king had made a similar decision. (1* 
Samuel 31:4-6) 


It is no small deed to give one’s self over to such service. 
The Armor Bearer in the Old Testament, (for this is where 
he’s found,) was often not afforded “a name;” with just one, 
or two exceptions. 


He almost always volunteered for his appointed duty. He 
followed his master’s commands; without question, or 
hesitation. He went where his master went. He put himself 
in the same jeopardy as his master. He understood that 
victory is never certain. He bore the same fate as his 
master. 


And there is the implication, woven throughout every 
reference to The Armor Bearer; the implication of absolute 
trust. There is that 100% expectation that the Armor Bearer 
will give to his master his last full measure of devotion, that 
he will engage the enemy, and will not shirk or run. 


I have an Armor Bearer like that. We have “fought the 
good fight,” and we have “stayed the course.” My Armor 
Bearer has never failed to serve me, and she welds a 
fearsome sword. 


October 18 


FORGETTING TO BE GRACIOUS 


I was writing a letter yesterday, and I was forced to stop 
and look back at one of the phrases I’d written. It was a 
“classically British kind of phrase,” but which of us have not 
thought it, or said it aloud? 


“Sometimes I feel that the Lord has forgotten to be 
gracious.” 


We've all been there. We’ve all felt sorry for ourselves. 
And we’ve all suffered depression. I have theorized that the 
most common reason for depression includes a significant 


circumstance, and the inability to do anything about it. At 
least that’s the most common form of depression that ever 
“walks in my door.” 


I almost missed my evening walk tonight. It was raining, 
and growing late, but I chanced to look outside one last 
time. The rain had come and gone, and the stars were 
appearing in the heavens. The air was cool, and darkness 
had fully wrapped creation in its cloak. 


I've felt a little sorry for myself lately. More than a few 
times I’ve reminded my wife that, “I’m the lowest paid Ph.D. 
in the nation.” So much of my counseling is pro bono, and 
it’s always been hard for me to say, “No.” 


And my thoughts too often turn inward, and perhaps 
there’s an unspoken bitterness towards this seeming lack of 
reward. 


I popped the audio tape into my head set, and turned it 
on. The words were both glorious and humbling. For the 
female voice pled with God to give her a servant’s heart. 
That no price would be too high to pay. That no pain would 
be too great to bear. 


I lifted my hands to the heavens, and asked God to create 
that kind of spirit in me. Oh, that I might move past 
pettiness, and my own small world. Oh, that He would 
create such a heart in me. Oh, that I might lean on His 
mighty bosom; cognizant that He will provide for me. 


Trusting that He will never forget to be gracious. 
October 19 


A KISS BETWEEN BROTHERS 


I was preparing to meet with my associate counselor 
last night, and happened to be sitting in the lobby. It was a 


Wednesday night, and people were filtering in for the 
evening service. 


Suddenly, I saw something a bit uncharacteristic, but 
somehow not all that surprising. Our youth pastor, and 
another guy embraced, and kissed one another on the lips. 
Now I’m just not used to seeing that, among men (though it 
is very common in some foreign countries). 


But it so happens that these two men are brothers. One 
is the biological child of his parents. One is the adopted 
child of the same parents. 


It reminds me of scriptural reference to being “grafted 
in.” Paul speaks of the Jewish and Gentile nations, and how 
that it was no great task for God to graft the wild olive 
branch into the domestic olive tree. 


Like two brothers, the two nations were given the 
opportunity to commune together, and call Abraham their 
father. And while the “I AM” predicted that eventual 
blending of the nations, the two brothers remain at odds; 
oblivious of their fate. 


The concept of “brotherly love” is a bit foreign to me. My 
brothers and I do not spend time together, though we are 
all “local.” As much a year may go by. If we “run into each 
other,” it’s at my parents’ house. I cannot, in my wildest 
dreams, imagine hugging and kissing one of my brothers; 
(so much like the current condition of the Jewish and 
Gentile nations). 


The two brothers in my initial illustration might serve as 
a role model for my brothers and I, as well as for the two 
nations. 


October 20 


COLE 


There’s a wonderful scene in the movie, “Mr. Holland’s 
Opus.” 


Mr. Holland’s wife reveals a secret to her husband; 
hoping against hope that the information will be well- 
received. The two words might easily have filled volumes. 


“l’m pregnant.” 
Well friends, our hero didn’t respond as a hero should. 


“Whoa!” (Glenn shook his head, and seemed to sink deep 
into his easy chair). 


Iris was mortified with her husband’s response; an 
answer that was all too expected. They had planned to wait 
to have children. The money was just too “tight” at the time. 
The salary of a high school music teacher left them with 
more month than money. 


Well, at this point Iris sensed the early throes of 
depression covering her like a blanket. Rejected and 
Dejected, she hid her face from her husband. 


Glenn realized his mistake, and tried to make it up to 
her. His thoughts raced, and he urged himself to “think 
quickly.” What could he say? 


He began with a word picture. “Iris, let me try to explain 
it to you. When I was younger, I came across the music of 
Cole Porter. Well, I put the record on, and I listened to it, 
and it didn’t make any sense to me. But something drew me 


in, and I played it... again, and again. ‘Til I was not only 
comfortable with it; I liked it!” 


His next phrase turned night into day. “I think that’s how 
it is with this baby.” 


Iris beamed! Her voice was as radiant as her face. 
“If that’s a lie, it’s the most beautiful lie you ever told!” 


I think that’s how it must be with God’s calling in our 
lives. “It” can come at any time, and often requires a sudden 
turn, or change in direction. So much like Jonah. “And the 
word of the Lord came to Jonah a second time.” (Jonah 3:1, 
KJV) 


Evidently Jonah took the initial news a lot like Glenn 
Holland did, or perhaps vice versa. “It hit like a ton of 
bricks.” And the weight of those bricks was almost tangible. 


Most of us have been there; (at least those of us who 
strive for the perfect will of God in our lives). God never 
promised the Mission would be easy. “If it were easy, 
everyone would be doing it.” 


Like Jonah (or Glenn) we may initially assign the wrong 
title to The Will of God. The Father may be saying, 
“Maranatha,” but all we’re hearing is “Anathema.” And it 
may take some time to acclimate to The Will of God in our 
lives. 


May the Source of Our Call and The Creator of Mission 
make us ever mindful of our tasks. And may we, like Jonah, 
distinguish His Voice from our own. 


Glenn and Iris named their son... Cole. 


October 21 


POSSUMS AND HAMMERS 
SNAKES AND REVOLVERS 


Sometimes we use the wrong tools. 


We have had a recent problem that is never “polite to 
talk about;” rodents in our attic. I had wondered where they 
came from, but upon examining my roof I found a space 
where they regularly managed to enter my dwelling. I 
surmised that they were using my attic as a baby nursery, 
and an oasis; since there is an air conditioner drain pan 
there. I realized, also, that overhanging tree limbs gave “the 
little critters” perfect access to my attic. 


On one occasion I heard a louder than average scurrying 
“to and fro,” and wondered if a bear might have escaped 
from the zoo. While not a bear, it did seem to be something 
more than a “tit mouse.” 


I had a decision to make. (“What would be my weapon of 
choice”)? I finally settled on a hammer. Bad choice. 


I climbed the steps into my attic, turned on the light, and 
began my search. The search was over in about 23 seconds. 


Since before me, in “all its glory,” sat an angry possum. In 
spite of all the myths about possums, they do more than 
“play possum.” They can be dangerous animals. 


I moved within a couple of feet of the creature, and 
raised my hammer. Suddenly, the angry animal snarled, and 
showed its razor teeth. I admit, ‘til the ugly little beast 
bared its teeth, I hadn’t even thought of being bitten, or the 
possibility of rabies. 


I backed away momentarily, and then closed in for the 
kill. My hammer fell, and the fall of it guaranteed the 
possum a (very) short reprieve; (since, I missed my mark 
the first time, and the hammer went through my ceiling)! 
Of course, my wife was seated in the living room at the 
time, and she remembers me poking my forefinger through 
the hole I had just created. 


Well, it’s always too soon to give up, so I raised my 
fearsome weapon again. This time the poor little creature, 
with the big teeth and angry disposition, went “the way of 
all flesh.” I had “plugged” him right in the head. 


Sometimes we use the wrong tools. 


Years ago, we were living in a different house, and I was 
heavily involved with my Sunday snooze. Any rest I was 
going to get that day had just ended. For I was awakened by 
a tremendous scream, and my wife calling my name. 


“Royce, come quick. There’s a rattlesnake in the back 
yard!” 


Sure enough, I looked out the window, and saw a Six- 
footer sliding across the grass. I hurried to load my 38 
revolver, dropping a couple of the bullets, and ran into the 
back yard. 


Taking careful aim, I fired. And fired again, in rapid 
succession. With each shot I missed the snake, and dug up 
small holes in the ground... around my own feet! I never did 
hit the old serpent. I suppose he’d still be alive and well, 
were it not for a neighbor. The young man took a hoe out of 
his shed, and murdered the monster. 


Sometimes we use the wrong tools. 


As helpers, we should lean hard on the Holy Spirit in our 
ministry to hurting people. Sometimes we use tools that are 
of little or no use. I have struggled with how best to 
intervene on the behalf of not issues, but people. For even 
when the diagnosis, or issue is the same, I have found 
reason to respond differently. For I am taken up with using 
the right tool. 


Granted, we don’t always know how to intervene, or 
what tool to use. It can be all so confusing. Sometimes, (as 
in an earlier devotion,) we feel like a fraud. As sincere as we 
are, we find ourselves sincerely wrong. We find ourselves 
using a bulldozer when a shovel would suffice. We use a 
pair of pliers when we ought to be using a screw driver. 


Or perhaps we should be trading the hammer for a spray 
gun, or a revolver for a hoe. (Personal confessions). 


It’s like that in Christian service. Someone may need a 
hug, rather than a confrontation. Another may need a little 
silence in place of a little guidance. Someone else may need 
a Rogerian approach rather than Cognitive-Behavioral. 


We must be ready to dispense with “the hammer” in 
favor of a more suitable tool. Perhaps some need pruning, in 
lieu of shooting. 


Sometimes we use the wrong tools. 


October 22 
AND THERE THEY PLANNED 
EVERYDAY OF MY LIFE 


“You planned each and every day of my life before I ever 
took my first breath.” (Psalms 139:16, MPV) 


It’s been only a few months since I first noticed this 
verse. Oh, I’m sure I’ve read it before, but suddenly it 
“Jumped out at me.” It is both unusual, and encouraging. 


I can see The Trinity. God the Father, God the Son, and 
God the Holy Spirit are sitting down at a table. Perhaps One 
speaks up, and the other Two listen. Of course, I have to 
think that they’re all in perfect accord. But they sit there for 
what seems like, (and no doubt is) ages, and The Three in 
One plans every day of every life that would ever be born 
into the world! Researchers theorize that as many as twenty 
billion people have lived, or currently live on this planet. 


Now that is not to say that we’ve all followed God’s pre- 
prepared plans perfectly. Some of course, never come into a 
saving grace of the Lord Jesus Christ. There are those 
agnostics, secularists, and all manner of people who 
embrace other religions. And there are Christians who are 
content to be mediocre or average. I tend to think that 
God’s original plans incorporated every bit of our potential, 
and characterized a multitude of days that would never 
come to pass. Since again, none of us live out all our days as 
He originally theorized. 


Imagine a God like that, a God that cares that much for 
His creation; that He would plan out every day of our lives. 
And I know it is a “pat phrase,” but I’m sure that God would 
have done that for you or I, had you or I been the only 
creatures ever created. 


I read something in a book recently that amounted to 
one of those “light bulb moments.” Paraphrased, it said 
something like, “In every one of us is a God-shaped hole 
that only He can fill. Well, it stands to reason that if this is 
true, that there is also a similar void in God’s heart that only 
you can fill!” 


I love it! 


I think that if we could grasp this concept, it would 
enhance our sense of worth. And it would encourage us, all 
the more, to be finding out, and doing the will of God in our 
lives. 


October 23 


THE QUEEN OF BEASTS 


Hundreds of people were visiting the zoo that day. It 
was a day like many others, but what happened next caused 
it to be “a day apart.” 


The family prefers to remain anonymous, but Dad and 
Mom took Junior to the zoo that day. The little tike was a 
year old, and the family figured he’d really like this exhibit. 
Pop hoisted his son up on the rock wall of the gorilla 
exhibit. It was an open air viewing facility, and the gorilla 
environment was twenty-five feet below them. 


Suddenly, the unthinkable happened. The little boy fell 
off the wall, but fortunately landed on his rump. However, 
he landed with a horrible thud, and lay unconscious on the 
rocky floor of the enclosure. 


Several big male gorillas scampered around, and a 
couple moved in for a closer look. But not before a big 
mother ape managed to reach the little boy. The crowd 
gasped. Everyone expected the worst. And the worst, in this 
case, probably doesn’t need much explaining. Junior might 
easily have become monkey food that day. 


But this was both a curious and sympathetic old ape. A 
man with a movie camera happened to record the sight. 
“Carla,” the gorilla, picked up the limp child, and at the 
same time stared down the other gorillas. Now she walked a 
few steps with the boy. Then she seemed to rock the little 
fella, as if to say, “wake up child.” The crowd could only 
shake their heads, and gasp in awe. 


Within a scant few minutes, “the monkey handlers” 
moved in with a large hose, and turned the water on all the 
gorillas, including the sympathetic old ape. This was their 
signal to move into a holding pen. So, they ran quickly out 


of the enclosure, leaving the little boy alone, on the rocky 
floor of the exhibit. He was easily rescued, and made a full 
recovery. 


Junior is in grade school now, and lives “somewhere in the 
mid-west.” The unexpected had occurred that day. The 
empathetic gorilla passed that momentary test called 
“Compassion.” She was lauded by the nation, and The 
Chicago Zoo took advantage of the media blitz to print 
literature, and shirts emblazoned with Carla’s photograph. 


As Christians we are commanded to practice empathy. 
Oh, we recognize the opportunities, but we sometimes let 
them pass us by. 


We may be “going about our business,” when someone 
“falls” into our sphere of influence. We often find ourselves 
showing far less compassion than “Carla” did that day. 


I’ve written about Judy before, but she’s just so special to 
me. She’s one of the two, or three best examples of 
empathetic love I can offer from my own life and 
experience. 


Judy came to our recovery group in the “throes of 
addiction.” She was strung out on cocaine; scared, shaking, 
semi-articulate, but willing to make herself vulnerable to 
me, and my coworkers. 


I was given the inestimable privilege of helping Judy 
identify and register with a local drug rehab center. She 
submitted herself to that environment, and began her 
recovery in earnest. I mean this girl was Serious, with a 
capital “S.” 


She attended our weekly support group, as well as 
several other groups throughout the week. She began a 
counseling process here. And she convinced me, rather than 


vice versa, that she had what it took to “get clean and stay 
free.” 


During one session I asked an impromptu question. “Judy, 
to what do you attribute your ability to remain clean?” Her 
answer astounded me for its specificity. 


“Well, I attend several meetings a week. I avoid places 
where I used to get my drugs. I call my sponsor every day. I 
attend church twice a week. When I’m tempted to use, I get 
busy doing something else,” (and many more et ceteras.) 


For Judy recited another eight or ten “will’s and won’ts. J 
sat there with my mouth hanging open. I realized that no 
one could reel off that many possibilities, except that they 
had already developed, and committed themselves to a plan 
of action. Immediately I asked her to begin again. I wanted 
to transcribe a copy. I would use “Judy’s List” with future 
clients. 


Judy was married yesterday. I performed the ceremony. 


The wedding proceeded very well, though I had never 
conducted one previously. And I think it must have had 
something to do with the love I have for Judy. It just seemed 
so natural, so easy. I hadn’t felt the slightest trace of 
anxiety prior to stepping to the podium. 


I wonder what Judy would be doing today had not my 
friends and I shown such compassion to her. She might still 
be wallowing in the throes of her addiction. 


It was almost as if Judy “fell from the sky,” and landed in 
my tiny sphere of influence. Not so very different from my 
original story. She was a helpless, hopeless young lady, 
almost begging to be rescued. 


I will always remember a couple of experiences from 
Judy’s wedding day. Almost like someone privileged to 


watch from a distance, the events are seared into my 
memory. 


The wedding was over, and Judy stood hand and hand 
with her new husband. Suddenly, she turned towards me, 
and I have rarely witnessed such a mixture of love and 
admiration, as her eyes reflected. 


Later, the bridal party went outside for photographs. I 
watched from a distance, as Judy and her husband posed 
beneath a palm tree. Finally, after numerous poses, they 
moved back towards the reception area. 


Just before they joined the reception, the couple and I 
posed together, and Judy made a comment about my smile. 
Though “T still have all my teeth,” I have never been one to 
flash a big grin in front of a camera. 


Well, as the photographer finished her duties, the new 
bride took my hand, and just held it; and long moments 
passed by. And her silence almost shouted. 


“Bill, where would I be had you not been there for me 
that day? Thank you for the opportunity for health, 
wholeness, and happiness. Why, it has been like rising from 
the dead!” 


I have little doubt that these two memories were 
spontaneous reflections of Judy’s thanks for my small part in 
her recovery. The thing had come full circle, and as I write 
these words my eyes fill with tears. 


I shudder that I might have easily missed the 
opportunity; the opportunity to impact a life. Not just any 
life, but the life of a girl named... 


“Judy. ” 


October 24 
WAITING IN THE NEXT ROOM 


It seems I write about death, as much as any other 
subject. But then death is just a continuation. It is an 
opportunity to move through one familiar room, into 
another not so unfamiliar room; one that we have never 
seen with mortal eyes, but for which our eternal spirits 
strain. 


It’s happening all over gain. My mother-in-law died just 
ten months ago. Ruby and Dock were married for over 


seventy years! Though Dock was “pushing thirty,” and had 
several children, he enlisted in the navy near the end of 
World War II. Ruby did her best to raise the children in his 
absence. I’ve been told that their first house had a dirt floor. 


But now it’s happening all over again. Dock had a 
massive stroke last week. Though he was sent to the 
rehabilitation floor, he seems to be deteriorating. His pulse 
is erratic, and he is totally non-communicative. His face is 
molted with a red tinge, and his breathing is labored. From 
time to time his eyes focus on one, or the other of his family, 
and for a few seconds he seems to know who they are, and 
where he is. 


We were called to the hospital this morning. There’s a 
possibility that Dock won’t make it through the day. And I 
found myself singing to my father-in-law, as I also sang to 
my mother-in-law, prior to her death. I knew I had to do it. 
That old awareness came over me, and today, (as before) I 
sang a few hymns and choruses to the old man. 


Amazing Grace, In the Garden, I’d Rather Have Jesus, 
and several others. My wife, and in-laws sang with me. And 
Dock’s eyes filled with tears, and we knew he 
comprehended what we were doing there. 


God’s word tells us that “it is appointed unto man once 
to die.” (Hebrews 9:27, KJV) We cannot escape it. I think 
sometimes we try to make an exception of ourselves. Living 
just gets too usual. Too familiar. 


I see death in the eyes of an old man. It’s coming on hard 
now. But there’s a not so unfamiliar room beyond the 
momentary; beyond this little room we’ve grown to know, 
but have not always loved. 


And the One we have known, and loved from a distance... 
is waiting there for us. 


Dr. William Mc Donald, Ph.D. 
Sherri Nicely, Associate 
3800 Recker Highway 


Winter Haven, Florida 33880 
October 25 
GREATNESS - THE QUALITY THEREOF 
(Factors) 


A man/woman after God’s own Heart with 
Ministry being 
subservient to Relationship with God 


The quality and quantity of humbleness being in 
direct 
correlation to the way God defines Greatness 


For Jesus said something like, “If you would be 
great, you must 
become a servant.” And He gave us a physical 
representation of this when He 
girded Himself with a towel and washed the feet of His 
disciples 


Greatness for Greatness sake taking care of 
itself. Not seeking 
Greatness for Greatness sake. 


Relationship and Ministry pointing their fingers 
upwards, rather 
than bestowing credit on self 


Greatness hardly notices suffering since we are 
guaranteed suffering. God regards suffering as a “gimme”. 
Col. Chap. One - “Filling up 
in my own body the unfinished sufferings of Christ” 


The end or “raison d’etre” of Greatness is 
influence, impact, and ultimately, insight on the part of our 


clients and group members. It is about hearing “You’re the 
one. You allowed me to dream” 


Greatness should be contagious, as surely as a 
disease. It should not be merely epidemic, but pandemic 


Greatness is about an unwillingness to surrender 
gains, changes and maturity. It involves breaking cycles. It 
involves permanence (James 1:17) 


Greatness is a willingness to cooperate with 
Unction; an unction I call Vision. 


ONCE THE MAN OR WOMAN OF GOD MAKES 
AN IRREVOCABLE DECISION TO EXCEL, NO ONE, NO 
DEMON, NO ENTITY, NOTHING IN ALL OF HEAVEN OR 
FARTH HAS THE ULTIMATE POWER TO INTERFERE 
WITH THAT DECISION. 


October 26 


“ROCKS” 


“This being so, I want to remind you to stir into flame the 

strength and boldness that is in you; that entered into you 
when I laid my hands on your head and blessed you.” (2"? 

Tim. 1:6, LB) 


I write a lot about raising up others similar to ourselves, 
about dreams being dreamed, about goals finding their 
fruition. I’m steeped in it, and I just can’t help it. (But I 
don’t want to help it). 


I am working with a most promising “disciple” at this 
time. I have previously written about her. She’s a former 
self-mutilator, or “cutter.” I’ve begun offering her a custom- 
made discipleship program, and she’s loving it. 


But anytime there’s a victory, (and her recent 
deliverance from self-hatred has been) there’s also a 
challenge. It came this week. Her youth pastor, whom she 
and the other youth have grown to love dearly, is leaving his 
position here. My student wept as we discussed this sad 
situation, as I was also weeping on the inside for her. 


But she’ll be okay. She affirmed this, and I already knew 
it. 


It so happened that I had planned something rather 
magnificent for this week’s session. I anointed the young 
lady with oil, and I led her in a ceremony, but not just any 
ceremony. But the Birthright ceremony. 


We have mostly neglected that ceremony in our culture, 
but it’s as poignant and pertinent for our generation, as any 
other. Though the Birthright is designed with fathers in 
mind, I find no reason an older, spiritual mentor shouldn’t 
use it, as well. 


She is a very special student, and a person of excellence. 
You know from my previous writing that I don’t waste time 
on mediocre people. Her thanks is always gratuitous, and 
this ceremony was no exception, (for she responded), 


“The words, and the time you put into things like this 
make me feel special.” And Nikki always finds a sentence of 
two in which she can add the word, “Rocks.” Like her 
prayer this evening. 


One phrase went something like, “Lord, thank you for 
this training. It rocks!” 


Well, my readers, this young lady “rocks.” And I think I 
look forward to our meetings, as much as she does. For with 
what blessing I bless, I am blessed in return. 


I expect, and I am sure that this student will achieve an 
excellence that most only dream of, or talk about. 


I consider her words from a recent note: 


“You made me feel special from the first time I walked in 
the door. You never thought I was too messed up for help. 
You always encouraged me. You taught me that it was okay 
to cry, and you taught me how to be myself. I can’t wait to 
learn from you, and dig deeper with God. I’m so happy 


because if I had never done this, I would never have gotten 
my joy back.” 


My student ended the note with the salutation, “Running 
to the Battle.” 


My student’s name is Nikki. She will be heard from. 


October 27 


GOD LOVES HER MORE THAN I EVER COULD 


My daughter is mentally ill. 


Not unlike many other parents, it was a relief to be 
given a diagnosis, for what ‘til then was only confusion. 
Time would fail me to describe a series of events, and crises 
that have followed my daughter through the early years of 
her adult life. 


She lived with an ex-convict who took advantage of her, 
and beat her when it seemed convenient to him. After 
having been caught robbing coke machines, the old boy was 
off to jail again. 


Not unlike “A Beautiful Mind,” the true life story of John 
Nash, Mary exhibited symptoms of delusional and 
hallucinatory activity. She was tormented by “voices,” and 
saw things that weren’t there. 


I remember admitting my daughter to The Crisis 
Stabilization Unit. From there she was provided a hearing, 
at my insistence, and committed to the state mental 
hospital. I still remember the tears she shed when the judge 
rendered “his verdict.” 


Mary is not only schizophrenic, but also borderline 
retarded. Though she is in her mid-thirties, talking to her is 
much like talking to a twelve year old. She is easily hurt, 
and very “me-oriented.” 


As I write this, Mary is somewhere in the air over 
Georgia. You see, she lives in a group home in West 
Virginia, and I’m bringing her down for a week. Of course, 
there’s a little dread, anxiety, and uncertainty. I’d be 
surprised if I didn’t have such feelings. 


Odd, I just received a call. I almost hung up. Turns out it 
was one of my daughter’s friends. (Kathy met Mary at a life 
skills school in the town where she lives). 


I answered the phone, and what seemed to be a very 
retarded young lady 

was on the line. “If this Miffer Mc Donal?” I thought it was 
my son, since 
he’s a master of voices. He’s fooled me before; selling 
discount cremation 
services, or trips to Madagascar. But this was “the real Mc 
Coy.” 
I could barely understand her. She was so “tongue-tied.” 
But Kathy began to tell me that “Mary if my beff frien. She a 
good gurl.” (and) “I adof her as my siffer.” 


I humored her, and the conversation went as well as it 
possibly could. 


Of course, I want more for my daughter. But I realize my 

expectations for 

her aren’t realistic. We’ve attempted to place her in 
boarding houses, 

and other facilities, where she might have had a little 
autonomy and 

self-respect, but it’s never worked. She can’t hold a job. She 
has tried. 

She doesn’t socialize well, and gets too anxious. Left to her 
own devices, 

Mary “places” herself in bad relationships, and returns to 
an old mainstay; 

Substances. 


I remember Mary. She was the cutest little redhead the 

world has ever 

known. There’s nothing she wouldn't do for her old Dad. 
She was innocent 

and loving. But it ceases to be cute when a thirty year old 
child is stuck in 

that kind of time warp. She’s still more like a young 
adolescent, than an 

adult, in a myriad of ways. 


The medication has taken a toll on her, but it keeps her 
stable. She is 
extremely overweight, and her face is swollen almost 
beyond recognition. 
But I know the voice. It is the same old childish voice. 


But Mary has made a niche for herself in this world, and 
I realize she has 
friends. And, amazingly, they all seem simpler and more 
unstable than her. 


But that has to be okay. 


Mary is with me now. She is sleeping in our guest room. 
Before she 
went to bed, she asked me the most poignant question she 
ever asked 
me. “Dad, do you think my life is being wasted?” 


I answered her in a spirit of understanding and grace. 

“Mary, you're 

doing the best you can. It doesn’t matter what others think, 
as along as you 

and I are pleased with your own progress, and as long as 
you maintain a few 

good friends. You have carved out your own little niche in 
the world.” 


I cannot intrude into that world. It is her world. I have 
decided to be 
content with my daughter’s life, especially since she’s safe, 
has friends, is 
relatively happy, and she’s fulfilling some of her own 
expectations. 


October 28 


CHASING AN UNFAITHFUL WOMAN 


I had never made the connection before. The Books of 
Song of Solomon and Hosea are so symmetrical in nature. 


Both Song of Solomon and Hosea have two-fold 
implications. That is, each book discusses intimacy, (or the 
lack thereof) between a man and a woman. And each book 
characterizes the relationship, be it good of bad, between 
Christ and His church. 


It’s interesting that the second verse, in the first chapter 
of each book seems to summarize the emphasis of each 
book. For while Song of Solomon describes a healthy 
relationship between a husband and wife, (“Let him kiss me 
with the kisses of his mouth” S. of S. 1:2, KJV). Hosea takes 
the opposite tact. For God commands Hosea, “Go, take to 
yourself a wife of harlotry and children of harlotry, for the 


land has committed great harlotry by departing from the 
Lord.” (Hosea 1:2, KJV) 


I often work with clients who have betrayed their 
marriage vows. And I know of little else that so challenges 
the continuance of a marriage than infidelity. It is the bell 
that tolls the death knell on many a marriage. 


Song of Solomon and The Book of Hosea represent two 
possible responses to one question. For God asks His 
people: “Will you be true to me, or will you ‘go a whoring’ 
after another?” 


Curiously, I worked with one couple who had been 
unfaithful to one another on the same weekend, yet without 
the knowledge of the other. For it seems the husband kissed 
his former girlfriend during an out of state, high school 
reunion. While on the same day, his wife participated in 
sexual relations with a female companion. 


And this is just one example from my own counseling 
experience. 


Of course, I urge “unfaithful clients” to return to “their 
first love;” the Christ Whom they knew, and Whom they 
purposely ceased to serve. For just like the man, Hosea, Our 
Lord woos us. For there are many ways to be unfaithful; 
both to our spouses and our God. 


There are those spouses who choose “the gift of 
forgiveness;” since an undeserved gift may be given, since 
the giving of a gift is not contingent on deservedness. 
Though humans may fail to exercise grace, God is intent to 
do so... every time. 


For our Creator says, “I will heal their backsliding, I will 
love them freely, for my anger has turned away from him. I 
will be like the dew to Israel...” (Hosea 14:4, KJV) 


And we find ourselves answering our Lord... 


“Make haste, my Beloved, and be like a gazelle ora 
young stag 
on the mountain of spices.” (Song of Solomon 8:14, KJV) 


I counseled a man once, who discovered his wife had 
been sexually involved with several different men, during 
the course of their first ten years of marriage. He reacted 
like so few men in his circumstance. He forgave his wife. I 
am currently counseling a man whose wife had an affair 
with a minister. This man, also, is exercising the most 
amazing grace towards his wife. 


When I asked him how he managed to do this, his reply 
was as insightful as any response I ever heard. 


“Well, I realized that in my role within the bride of 
Christ, I have been unfaithful to my Husband; again and 
again. I “have gone a whoring” against my Lord.” He 
continued, “Who am I to deny my wife forgiveness, when 
Christ has so graciously forgiven me for the same offense?” 


His answer pierced my own soul. 


October 29 


I SEE IT, If’S COMING MY WAY 


The recent tsunami in Indonesia reeked havoc on 
millions of people. For there were as many as two hundred 


thousand casualties, and thousands upon thousands of 
homes were destroyed. 


These aberrant creations of nature always inspire 
curiosity, since ‘til now, the presence of special detection 
buoys has been sparse, to say the least. Untold numbers of 
men, women, and children flooded the beaches on that 
warm, sunny day. The day of The Cataclysm. And The Wave 
came in, and people just stood there staring at it. It was the 
last sight their eyes ever beheld. 


And they were swept away. 


Now you might begin to wonder, or even expect that I 
am about to weave you a moral related to the dangers of 
death and hell, or that I might encourage you to be ready 
for “the rapture of the church.” Well, of course these are 
tremendous concerns, but this devotion, (like an arrow) has 
been aimed in a different direction. 


Einstein told us that: “for every action, there is an equal 
and opposite reaction.” I think he was on to something! 


I think of the reporter who stood a full ten or twelve 
miles from the eruption of Mount St. Helens. He had 
positioned himself in what was thought of as “the safe 
zone.” He began to give a “blow by blow” radio report of the 
metamorphosis of what had once been a beautiful, snow- 
covered mountain. 


I have seen a film of the mountain “blowing it’s top;” 
(literally). Perhaps you have seen it. The footage is 
spectacular; (from a distance. A long distance). For the 
entire face of the mountain seems to slide; down and 
forward. And suddenly, an explosion of gigantic proportions 
rocks Mount St. Helens, and blows thousands of tons of 
earth and smoke twenty miles into the atmosphere. I 
understand the eruption equaled a thousand Hiroshima 
bombs. 


The reporter’s voice shakes with excitement, and 
(paraphrased) he says something like, “It blew. The whole 
face of the mountain is sliding. Oh, I see it. It’s coming my 
way...” and then, only silence. The unfortunate reporter was 
enveloped in a torrent of superheated wind, and debris. 


I have been doing some pretty powerful thinking about 
the way our mortal lives effect the generations that follow 
us. For we will leave a legacy, just as a legacy has already 
been left to us, by those who preceded us. In some cases the 
legacy we leave is as compelling, and destructive as a tidal 
wave or volcano. “It’s a gift that keeps on giving.” For we 
can trace tendencies for alcoholism, or incarceration 
throughout multiple generations within particular families. 


I’ve wondered about “the sins of the fathers.” And 
though a former pastor encouraged me to avoid this 
scriptural concept, I have not, cannot and will not. For we 
all leave a spiritual legacy, (or the lack thereof) behind us. 
And I think our generations either benefit or suffer for it. 


The Apostle Peter was concerned about legacy, since in 
his first epistle he tells us, “Of this salvation the prophets 
have inquired and searched carefully, who prophesied of the 
grace that would come to you, searching what, or what 
manner of time, the Spirit of Christ who was in them was 
indicating when He testified...” and “To them it was 
revealed that, not to themselves, but to us they were 
ministering the things...” (1** Peter 1:10-12, KJV) 


We have reference here, then, to those like ourselves, 
living in what they knew as Present, expressing care for 
those who would follow, but who were not yet “a twinkle in 
their Daddy’s eyes.” 


I cannot be sure. I’ve theorized that “the sins of our 
fathers,” (those common negative “qualities” that “run” in 
families) may somehow be imprinted in the genetic code, 


much like diabetes. But we can be very sure of this. We are 
always actively role-modeling to our children. 


Look at the same chapter of the same book again. 
“Knowing that you were not redeemed with corruptible 
things, like silver or gold, from your aimless conduct 
received by tradition from your fathers.” (v. 18) 

We are continually passing on family traditions to our 
children, or what we refer to today as “role-modeling.” Our 
thoughts, our attitudes, our superstitions, our beliefs, our 
words, our actions, our prejudices. 


I’ve always been fascinated with the concept of a time 
machine. I think I’d like to visit one of my descendants, say 
in the year 2200. That would give “them” a full two hundred 
years “to get their act together.” 


I'd like to do it anonymously, like “Marty Mc Fly” in 
“Back to the Future.” Since if they knew I was coming, they 
might “put on airs.” 


What will the average descendant in my family tree be 
doing with his, or her life so many years “down the road?” 
What will be their perception of impacting others for God 
and for good? What vocations and ministries will they be 
attempting? What kind of thought life will be flooding their 
gray matter? What words will they speak. What attitudes 
will they display? 


I hope that the role-modeling, and the personal history I 
leave behind me influences them, and that each of my 
generations will “pass the baton” to the next. For as Peter 
says, 


“We serve a God who judges men according to their 
actions.” 
(1:17, MPV) 


October 30 


JESUS WITH HIS BASIN AND TOWEL 


I had every intention of not alluding to death again, 
throughout the remainder of this book. I cannot. 


My father-in-law died today. (May 11, 2005) It was to be 
expected, for he had had a stroke two weeks ago, and he 
seemed to deteriorate with each passing day. 


As I mentioned earlier, I had the privilege of singing to 
“Dock” on the day he was first admitted to the hospital. And 
I was with him again today, two hours before he passed 
from this world. 


I sang one song to him today; John Newton’s “Amazing 
Grace.” I have no way of knowing for sure, but I believe this 
was the last song he ever heard on “this side of the veil.” 


There’s something about serving those who have little or 
no ability to return the gesture. So like Jesus with His basin 
and towel. 


October 31 


RALPH AND ALICE 


“Some were scorned, and their backs were cut open 
with whips, while others were chained in prisons. Some died 
from stoning, and others were sawed in two... Some went 
about in sheep and goat skins, wandering through deserts 
and across mountains, hiding in caves of the earth. They 
were hungry, sick and poorly treated- too good for this 
world.” 

(Hebrews 11:36-38, MPV) 


Most people my age remember The Jackie Gleason 
Show. And I suppose the premier segment on the show had 
to be “The Honeymooners.” Ralph and Alice Cramden, the 
fictional New Yorkers, lived next to Ed and Trixie Norton. 
You may remember, Ralph was a bus driver, and Ed was a 
sewer worker. 


Ralph was always trying “to make it big,” with one 
scheme or another... that always failed. I suppose half of all 
the segments dealt with Ralph’s grandiose expectations 
related to a new product he planned to sell, or an 
inheritance he planned to inherit. But, without fail, 
everything he put his hand to... failed. 


I call such chronic turns of events, “The Ralph Cramden 
Syndrome.” And I admit it, every time I try and fail, I find 
myself accusing myself of being related to Ralph Cramden. 


But we have only to read the previous area of scripture 
to understand that success is no particular indicator of 
righteousness or God’s favor. 


Just ask the martyrs of Hebrews Eleven. Why, none of 
them even had the last name, “Cramden.” 


November 1 


THE BIRDS AND THE BEES 


It occurs to me that I haven’t written anything about 
sexuality ‘til now. 


The church has been historically standoffish in regard to 
the subject, and as a result, Christian couples have been 
forced to consult secularists for information. There’s that 
“head in the sand” mentality. 


I have told couples that “God is not embarrassed when it 
comes to the subject,” and that “even Jesus had (and still 


has) genitals.” (Since we know that he was circumcised as 
an infant, and returned to heaven in the guise of a man). He 
returned to His heavenly home wearing that characteristic 
mark common to all Jewish males. (And He also took with 
Him those marks which identified Him with all the peoples 
of the earth; His nail scars and the wound in His side). 


Scripture assures us that “A man shall leave his father 
and his mother, and be joined to his wife, and the two shall 
be one flesh.” (Gen. 2:24, KJV) 

That “joining” implies an intense physical and sexual 
relationship, not to mention relational, social, spiritual, etc. 
Male and Female fit together just fine, thank you. 


Of course, there is a great deal of misinformation, and 
misunderstanding about sexuality, especially among 
Christians. It is not preached in every pulpit. Therefore, the 
sexual fails to become very practical. 


I was at a seminar in Denver, years ago, and did a short 
modular course with the Penner’s; a renown husband and 
wife Christian sexual therapy team. Clifford flashed a 
cartoon on the screen at one point. A naked man is standing 
on the shoulders of a naked woman. The woman is straining 
to hold him up. In the caption, the husband exclaims: “Okay, 
I took my clothes off, and I got on top. Now what do I do?” 
To which his wife responds: “I don’t know, but I’m getting a 
headache!” 


Well, maybe it’s not that bad. But there is a serious 
malaise among many of my clients, in terms of functional 
sexuality within the marital framework. And it runs the 
gamut. 

I think I have heard and seen it all. Couples who have 
never consummated their marriages, issues related to early 
sexual abuse, libido issues, self-stimulation that often denies 
the other spouse their conjugal rights, pornography, and 
more often than not, embarrassment between spouses in 
terms of even talking about their erogenous zones. 


I, for one, have not been hesitant to deal with such 
issues. And I’m hopeful that more pastors and Christian 
counselors will do the same. 


Lest we keep good company with the ostriches. 


November 2 


WHEN ENCOURAGEMENT IS NOT ENCOURAGEMENT 


(OR THEN AGAIN, IS IT?) 


There’s a beautiful verse in The Book of Hebrews which I 
have adopted as the verse to represent Calvary Counseling 
Center. 


“But day after day, and throughout the course of each hour, 
continue to encourage one another.” (3:13, McDonald 
Paraphrase) 


Most people tend to think of encouragement as praise, 
empathy, sympathy, complimentary language, or the like. 
And of course these things are a part of it. 


But the word, “Encouragement” literally means to 
“Inspire courage in another individual.” 


Our verse has the connotation of challenge, 
confrontation, or provocation. For encouragement often 
requires more than soft and soothing words. It may often be 
more like, “Friend, you’re going down the wrong pathway, 
and if you don’t turn now, you’re liable to walk off that cliff 
ahead of you.” 


My associate has often challenged me to use the 
provocational mode more than I do. “Bill, there’s a place for 
it. You’re not doing your clients any favors if you don’t ‘tell 
it like it is.’” And I admit I’ve gotten better at it. 


Since insight often comes with provocation, politically 
correct words don’t always “cut it.” 


God help us to realize the value of this form of 
“Encouragement.” God help us to confront, and to be 
confronted. 


November 3 


SOMETIMES ANSWERS ARE ELUSIVE 


Lately I’ve been demanding a few answers. 


I won’t bore you with examples, since I’ve previously 
written about such things, but there are times when 
answers remain elusive; hiding somewhere in the shadows. 


I’m sure you can identify. 


For so much like the movie, “Forrest Gump.” Jenny 
walks past her old childhood home; a house in which her 
father sexually abused her for years. Suddenly she picks up 
several rocks, and begins to throw them at the windows, 
breaking a few. Finally, she drops to the ground, weeping. 
Forrest muses, “Sometimes there’s not enough rocks.” 


Well, sometimes there’s not enough answers. 


But I think all the necessary answers will come, in due 
time, if and when answers are needed. I have faith enough 
to believe that. 


But every time I feel sorry for myself, I reflect on the 
martyrs of the church; those of whom I have written in 
previous devotions. They often didn’t get “answers.” 
Answers remained elusive ‘til the very end. What men and 
women of character they were! For they boldly walked into 
the mouth of the tiger, or edge of the blade. 


But I think that there’s something more important than 
answers. And that is that singular, and irrevocable 
expectation that Christ has proceeded us into His Father’s 


House, and that He is preparing a place for us, and that as 
long as we remain here, He will never allow us to endure 
more than that which His grace supplies. 


November 4 


THE GRACE WE RECEIVE, THE GIFT WE GIVE 


Just when you get comfortable doing it, it’s over. 


I have participated in this great work, called counseling, 
for twelve years, and it’s taken me that long to get 
somewhat comfortable, and only moderately adept with it. 


I started late in life, since I didn’t “put my oars in” ‘til I 
was in my mid-forties. Now I’m “on the other side” of my 
mid-fifties, and facing down retirement. I realized recently 
that I’m probably 2/3 into my counseling ministry. And that 
kind of insight puts one into a singular mood. 


I still “work” cases that “come hard” every time I meet 
particular clients for a session. That is, I feel almost clueless 
in terms of how to plan, and proceed. It’s funny though. So 
much of the time, it’s those clients who are the most 
complimentary. “Oh, you have helped us so much,” or 
“We're still using that technique you taught us.” Sometimes 
there’s just no accounting for it. 


But as I’ve told anyone who has been willing to listen; 
“I’m all about Impact.” If Impact is occurring, I am gratified. 


I have had the privilege of “standing in the gap” for two 
of my premarital counseling clients recently. I had the 
wonderful opportunity of leading them to Christ. Being the 


accountability person that I am, I followed up with them 
several weeks later. 


“James, and Suzanne, help me understand how you’re 
practicing your newfound spirituality.” And they proceeded 
to explain how they are giving their time and energies to 
prayer, scripture, and interaction with God’s people. How 
can you put a price on such things? 


Then there’s the curious intervention I’m doing at this 
time; something I’ve never done in a counseling context 
before. One of my favorite young people, a newly-married 
man, had been hesitant to read aloud during session work. I 
offered to focus on this issue, since I am intent to do 
“whatever it takes.” Because, I have recognized that this 
problem has always challenged 
his own self-concept. 


I think a good counselor aims at functionality, and 
practicality and will embrace “whatever it takes,” like one 
embraces a lover. The young man mused over a riddle of his 
own making tonight. He was reading aloud, and doing it 
well. 


“The husband should refrain from any intense 
discussions about vocation, finances, or the like immediately 
prior to sexual relations; since this is likely to diminish 
interest on the part of his wife.” 


Somewhat startled, Jim looked up and smiled. “Bill, 
you’re counseling me about reading now, but I’m reading 
something you previously counseled me about.” Full circle, 
it seems. 


I am so blessed to be able to participate in what I am 
sure are my two most able ministries: Counseling and 
Writing. I am hopeful that my counseling skills impact 
thousands of those now living. I am expectant that my 


writing skills will impact both present and future 
generations. 


November 5 


THE POWER OF RELATIONSHIP 


I was watching a documentary about “Nature and 
Nurture.” The focus seemed to be on the possibility that 
wild animals might become “more human,” if exposed to the 
chronic presence of human beings. 


In one case a scientist matched a young chimpanzee with 
his new infant son. They were raised together, went 
everywhere together, played together. The primate wore 
diapers, and subsequently, clothing suitable for a toddler. 


The researcher was primarily interested in determining 
if, and when “Jeepers” would begin to mimic human sounds, 


and actions. Of course, there were a few preliminary 
gestures on his part. But then it fell apart. 


It wasn’t long before the human toddler began to mimic 
the chimp. “Jimmy” hunched his back, and swung his arms 
in expansive motions. The little boy was able to learn very 
few words, but developed sounds similar to that of the 
chimpanzee. 


Jimmy’s father was horrified. He discontinued the 
experiment. 


Then there’s the illustration of two glasses of water; one 
clean and one muddy. If you pour clean water into muddy 
water, you get... muddy water. If you pour muddy water into 
clean water, you get... muddy water. 


We have only to turn to scripture: 


“’Let us eat drink and be merry. What’s the difference? For 
tomorrow we die, and that ends everything!’” Don’t be 
fooled by those who say such things. If you listen to them, 
you will start acting like them.” 

(1° Cor. 15:32-33, LB) 


So much like “Jimmy” and “Jeepers.” 


For in the same chapter and verse, (v. 32) Paul refers to 
certain men as “wild beasts.” An old adage tells us that “if 
you Sleep with the dogs, you’re bound to get fleas.” 


I think we are compelled to share the gospel with those 
who have never been exposed to the truth. I think we owe a 
great debt to those who languish, like we ourselves 
languished. 


But I have met too many “carnal Christians,” as well as 
new Christians who seems content to “hang with” old 
friends who are doing “old things.” Of course, their 


statements sound like, “I’m just trying to be a friend, and 
share my witness with so and so.” But such people find 
themselves going places that mature Christians would never 
go, and over time returning to the same old patterns they 
practiced before their conversions. 


And they drift from that admonition that, “if any man be 


in Christ, he is a new creation. Old things are passed away; 
behold all things are become new.” (2™ Cor. 5:17, KJV) 


November 6 


“AND A BROTHER IS BORN FOR ADVERSITY” 


“Lord, who is worthy to find refuge upon your holy hill?...He 
who practices loyalty, even if it ruins him...” (Psalms 15:1, 
4, MPV) 


Captain Robert Scott, the famous Antarctic explorer, 
attempted the first expedition to the South Pole in 1912. He 
was beaten by Roald Amundsen. 

By a whisper that may as well have been a mile. 


You see, the two expeditions were on the ice at the same 
time, so reminiscent of those days many of us remember, as 
our Own space race. 


Both teams drove forward towards the same goal. But 
Amundsen took dogs, and every modern expert will tell you 
that that made all the difference. Dogs provided an edge 
that placed the Scandinavian at the pole first. 


Scott was sorely disillusioned when, arriving at the pole, 
an empty tent, and a Norwegian flag awaited him there. All 
that was left to be done was pose for pictures, (his own 
English flag in the foreground,) and head for home. 


But contrary to Scott’s lack of planning, this was no 
ordinary team of men that accompanied him. The loyalty of 
these men was nothing short of legendary. For the love of 
these men for their leader was beyond questioning. 


Oh, the trials and the sheer bravery of these few. And 
the selflessness. 


For when one of the men deteriorated badly, in 
temperatures that dropped to -43 degrees F., his feet 
horribly frostbitten, he made an excuse to walk outside. His 
last words, “I’m going outside for what might be quite 
sometime.” This fellow, an Englishman named Oates, was 
never seen again. His surviving teammates realized he had 
sacrificed himself, as a matter of loyalty. Since they were in 
no condition to pull him to safety by sled. 


The last three men continued the long march, also 
severely frostbitten, with hunger setting in. It is said that it 
took over an hour for them to put their socks on in the 
morning, so terribly black and swollen were their feet. 


Finally, after almost super-human efforts, these polar 
comrades found themselves within 11 miles of a food catch, 
something that might have made all the difference in their 
fate. Yet at that very moment, an unexpected blizzard arose, 
and they were forced into the tent. 


The unfortunate men talked about “making a run for it,” 
in spite of the raging blizzard, but days multiplied, and they 
found themselves writing morose letters to their loved ones; 
letters that would be found next to their frozen bodies. 


Captain Scott, himself, it is known now, was the most 
desperately ill. It has been strongly conjectured that the 
other two men might have had the wherewithal to brave the 
blizzard, and reach the food supply. But they seemed 
convinced that the Captain could not live long enough for 
them to reach the food, and return to him. So, they 
remained, to their own detriment. These noble armor- 
bearers would not allow their leader to die alone. And so 
they gave up all their tomorrow’s... without so much as a 
bitter word, or a second guess. For what they wrote in no 
way reflected that vein of thought. 


Loyalty. 


I think the actions of such men virtually SHOUT the 
word. 


November 7 


GRANDDAD’S EULOGY 


What follows is a eulogy that my daughter, Kristy, wrote 
for her Granddad. I need add nothing to it. 


My Grandfather was such a vital ingredient in 
sculpting my life. The majority of my early childhood 
memories involve time with my Grandfather. He would 
rescue me from a boring day at home with Mom. Just the 
mention of Granddaddy coming to retrieve me resulted in 
my packing a brown paper bag; my favorite toys enclosed. 
You see, I personally selected those toys as sleeping buddies 
for my Granddaddy and Grandma. They never complained 
and always showered me with gratitude for bringing them 
stuffed animals. 


I can still remember endless days of swim lessons, and 
being told that if I stood real still the fish would come and 
bite me. I would kick and scream, but Granddaddy would 
always hold me tightly, and tell me that he would not let 
anything harm me. Whether it was an afternoon nap, ora 
place of refuge, my mother trying to pull me from his side, I 
would always feel safe sitting next to him in his comfortable 
chair. 


As I grew into a young lady, my grandfather was always 
there to lift me up and encourage me. This was especially so 
with my spiritual walk. He was never shy about telling me 


what God had done in his personal life. He expressed great 
love for His Lord, and always encouraged me to stay strong 
in my own spiritual walk. He would remind me to always 
walk in the direction that God was leading me, and never 
base my actions on others’ judgments. 


I think the best gift I ever gave him was my presence 
next to him in church. He was always so proud when the 
Vaughn family filled more than one pew in Sunday morning 
service. I, too, am proud to have had a grandfather that was 
so concerned with his family’s spiritual life. I think all he 
ever really wanted was to see his family serving and loving 
the same God that he had met, so many years before. 


I realize that others knew him longer than I, but I feel as 
though my time with him was precious, and can never be 
replaced by another. 

Oh, how the memories linger! 


And with this promise, I promise to keep his spirit alive 
in my children, and generations to come. 


November 8 


MANIPULATONS 


My daughter is visiting with me this week. I have 
written about her in the past. 


The Mentally-ill, especially those with the mixed 
diagnoses of Schizophrenia and retardation, like my 
daughter, can be a challenging blend of attributes, 
tendencies, and emotions. 


Mary “has to” be kept busy, or better yet, occupied. She 
is easily bored, and her boredom quickly transcends into 
depression that works itself out in negative comments, and 
self-pity. 


Since she’s been here, she has already verbally wished 
herself back home; her group home. And she’s made the 
comment, “I’m not coming back to Florida. From now on 
you'll have to drive to West Virginia to see me.” 


Five minutes later she can be loving and kind; hugging 
her Dad, or volunteering to wash the breakfast dishes. 
Then, an hour later finds her accusing, no one in particular, 
of not caring about her. 


Mary can be a Manipulator, with a capital “M.” This may 
be the most profound trait I’ve ever witnessed among the 
mentally-ill; (a common trait that happens to “run in” 
substance abusers, as well). And Mary has done plenty of 
that over the years. 


I think that casual witnesses might be surprised at my 
own fluctuating attitudes, and actions towards my daughter. 
For I find myself having to tailor-make my responses 
towards her. I have learned to return her loving words and 
actions. I have learned, through hard experience, not to be 
manipulated. It’s a “nip it in the bud” attitude. To do 
otherwise, is not acceptable to me. 


Perhaps the greatest dilemma that parents of the 
mentally-ill face is the chronic differentiation required 
between, “what can she help,” and “what can’t she help?” 
For this becomes the test which results in whatever is a 
proper response at the time. 

I love my daughter. But understanding can be SO 
elusive. 


November 9 


MEMORIES LONG SINCE FADED 


I remembered several things today that I haven’t 
considered in a very long time. 


I was a manager for Kinney Shoe Corporation in 
Gadsden, Alabama, and responsible for a lease department 
in what used to be referred to as “Woolco;” (a competitor of 
K-Mart, and forerunner of Walmart). 


I remember doing “Blue Light Specials,” and I’d been 
wanting to spice them up for some time. And so... a 
somewhat dumb idea occurred to me. I dressed my little 
boy, Steve, in a clown outfit. Then, brought wheelbarrows 
full of tennis shoes to the center floor, and dumped them on 
a table display. 


I can’t remember whether we sold many or few, but it 
was great fun, and we created a memory together. 


Then again, there was the time my family and I traveled 
from Gadsden, to a nearby town; in order to fill in for a 
vacationing pastor. You see, I was both a shoe store 
manager and a minister. Things went quite well ‘til after the 
morning service ended, and we were ready to drive back 
home. 


Suddenly, my three year old daughter, Kimberly, picked 
up a small rock and put it up one nostril! I remember our 
frustration. After some doing, we managed to get it out, her 
nose no worse for wear. 


Then there was the ride back home. We were driving 
between two mountain ranges, one on each side of the road, 
when our car ran out of gas; in the proverbial “middle of no 
where.” We had just passed a station, and I decided to get 
out and “hoof it.” 


To my dismay the “Mom and Pop” station was closed. But 
I managed to raise the owner, who lived on the property. 
Strangely, he didn’t want to sell me a gallon, even after I 
explained our dilemma. Eventually, however, he relented, 
and we were able to resume our journey home. 

Then there was the time I lived in Stafford County, 
Virginia. The snow had come down in droves that day, and 
since we lived in a mobile home park, we found ourselves 
irrevocably “snowed in.” 


I debated what to do. Neither the city or county called 
“Stafford” was heavily populated, and I knew of no tire sales 
places within several miles. I had considered getting snow 
tires, but had never “got around tuit.” 


The only course available to me was, as in the previous 
illustration, walking. And walk I did. Fredericksburg, the 
famous Civil War village, was easily ten miles distance. 
Perhaps I could get snow chains there. 


I had walked about three miles when a car pulled over, 
and gave me a lift. I still don’t remember my return trip, 
(whether I walked, or hitched a ride). But I do remember 
the pride I felt, since I carried several more pounds back 
home with me. You guessed it... Snow Chains. 


But as I tromped into my little neighborhood, I realized 
that there was no longer a need for the chains. The snow 
had melted away, leaving plenty of hard, black asphalt 
beneath it. 


I had walked in the snow and cold all day, only to realize 
how pointless my efforts had been. And the chains didn’t fit 
my tires, anyway. Talk about frustration. 


Time would fail me to tell about the “dead body” covered 
in neoprene, lying next to the bay; a bum that turned out to 
be very much alive. The day I saw my wife, after six weeks 
of boot camp, and several weeks of technical school. She 
was pregnant with my first born, and wearing a red, white 
and blue blouse. (Funny, as I write this, I’m only now 
making the connection). 

And the evangelist that kicked his leg in the air as he spoke, 
and who left me with my favorite phrase, “Stay 
Encouraged.” 


Though the Past remains the past, and there’s no going 
back, (though many of us yearn for a second chance) we are 


left with poignant memories; that only fade with advancing 
age. 


There is a memorable scene, at the end of the movie, “A 
River Runs Through it” that depicts an old man fly-fishing in 
a Montana river. As he whips the rod, to and fro, he reflects 
on a good life gone by. He considers a hundred visits to the 
same river, with a father and brother, long since dead. He 
reflects on the words of his father; of rocks and water and 
“the words under the rocks.” For as his father once told 
him, “the words are the words of God” and “if you listen 
very carefully, you might hear them.” 


We are writing the words and pages, today, that will be 
called yesterday tomorrow. My earnest, that spirit that calls 
out from deep to deep, longs to live out a life singular from 
the rest. 


November 10 


BRIDAL (I MEAN BIBLE) COLLEGE 


I attended a small bible college in central Florida. (Bible, 
not Bridal.) 


But it was an old joke around campus. A female student 
comes up to a male student, and says, “The Lord told me 
we’re supposed to get married.” And the required response 
was, “Well, when He tells me, I’ll think about it!” 


In this age of “Prophets” and “Apostles,” I think we have 
to be very careful who tells us what, and what we chose to 
believe. Because there are those who will lead us astray; 
more times out of ignorance, than malice. 


Two years ago, in a large church service, I heard one 
female “prophetess” predict that six American cities would 
be hit by terrorists in 2004. Then she proceeded to name 
the cities. As I sat there, I thought to myself. “Well self, this 
kind of prophecy will be very easy to judge.” 


She “batted” O out of 6. Not a single act of terrorism 
occurred in America in 2004. 


And that is not to say that God is incapable of giving a 
Word of Wisdom or Knowledge. He certainly is. But the 


Bible tells us to “test the spirits.” And I, for one, am 
determined to do that. 


For I am convinced that God is as capable of speaking to 
me, as to another man, and that He will affirm, and confirm 
those words spoken to a crowd, or to me as an individual. 


For our Lord never called us to base our future, or legacy 
on a whim, or a word. I think it behooves us to test the 
Spirits to see if they be of God, to lean hard on our Lord, to 
supplicate, to ask Him for reassurance. To expect Him to 
confirm what another man has spoken over us, or predicted 
about the future. 


And He will be faithful to answer us, for He gives wisdom 
to those who ask. He will confirm His plans in us, through 
circumstance, or miracle, if need be. For, as the Bible says, 
“in the mouths of two, or three, let every word be 
established.” 


November 11 


YOUR WOUNDS ARE SAD TO BEHOLD 


I lived close to Washington D.C. at one time, and actually 
procured a job at The Pentagon. But since it seemed a bit 
too far to drive, I reconsidered my decision to take the 
position. Yet I remember the interior of that historical 
building, since I interviewed there. 


The building was erected in 1941 in an effort to bring the 
occupants of numerous War Departments under one roof. 
Arlington National Cemetery sits just across the interstate 
from the massive building. I remember it well. The Kennedy 
grave site, the mast of the U.S.S. Maine, the statue of the 
heroes of Iwo Jima. 


There were those people who walked those long hallways 
of The Pentagon every week day, and one day might have 
blended easily into the next, ‘til a career had gone by. Until 
the advent of a very singular day. 


We know the day as “911.” It separates one season of our 
history from another, as surely as “The Challenger 
Explosion,” or “Pearl Harbor.” Terrorists had their choice of 
several government buildings that day. Some believe they 
debated hitting The Capitol Building or The White House, 
before settling on The Pentagon. 


There’s an eerie film clip of the plane crash; taken from a 
permanent security camera. The frames move in semi-slow 
motion, and are not fluid like a normal film. We never see 
the airplane, but a massive red fireball; a fireball that 
expands, and diminishes. It’s easy to forget that people 
were dying in those few, elusive moments that we would 
like to recall; (re-call, in the sense that we could prevent it 
from happening). 


Some were killed in a millisecond, while others stumbled 
out of the fire, unscathed. Then there was that third group, 
... those horribly burned individuals; those who lived, but 
who remain almost unrecognizable, even after extensive 
medical reconstruction. 


There’s a line in the book, Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte. 
Jane is visiting Edward Rochester, her former lover. In her 
absence, Mr. Rochester has been terribly burned in a house 
fire. Jane listens as the poor man pours out his woes to her. 


“T am just a burned-out hulk of a man. A vulcan. Just look 
at my wounds.” 


To which Jane responds, pitifully. 


“Mr. Rochester, your wounds are sad to behold. But you 
are not your wounds.” 


I have always been interested in innovative medical 
treatments that border on the bizarre. One particular 
treatment, already being experimented with, involves the 


transfer of a human face... from a cadaver to a living human 
being. 


Doctors have already managed to transfer faces from 
one cadaver to another, with unusual results. For most 
times, after the face is transplanted, even the very mother 
of the deceased would not recognize the original donor face. 
Since the bone structure is different from person to person, 
this tends to affect the final facial features. 


There are those burn victims from places such as The 
Pentagon, and other industrial and house fires that look 
forward to the day such treatments are widely available to 
them. They struggle to live with the results of their wounds, 
as people stare unmercifully at them. 


But we are not our wounds. 


Our wounds may detract from our overall appearance. 
They may glaringly broadcast the presence of a past event. 
But we are not our wounds. 


One of my former clients attempted to take her own life. 
It seems she cut one of her wrists, walked behind her house, 
and hung herself by a clothesline off an oak tree! Her ex- 
husband found her hanging there and called 911. 


Somehow, hope against hope, she lived, though she 
“blinked out” a couple of times in the ambulance. As she lay 
in intensive care, she asked doctors to contact me. I went to 
see her during those dark days, and she did some further 
counseling with me, after her release from the hospital. 


One of her questions was both simple and poignant. 


“Bill, I have this circular scar around my neck, and 
people keep asking me how it got there. What do I say?” I 
responded that she could say whatever she liked. Such as, 
“it’s a long story,” or “it’s personal,” or she 


could tell them the whole, unadulterated truth. I don’t know 
what she chose to do. Perhaps she varied her response, with 
each circumstance. 


But we are not our wounds. 


There are many among us who walk around with hideous 
wounds; some eternal, some internal. And I think the 
internal ones are so often the most hideous. For I have dealt 
with thousands who “display” such wounds. 


But I think when we begin to regard our wounds, almost 
like badges of honor, we begin to experience the capacity to 
heal, and move forward. I have a client like that. She was a 
“cutter,” and had sliced literal words into her upper arm; 
words like, “Hurt” and “Rage.” In her case, her outer 
wounds were entirely consistent with her inner wounds. 


But I think that our Lord calls us to derive benefit from 
the experiences of our pasts, whether self-inflicted, or no; 
since who can deny that many of our physical, and spiritual 
wounds are products of our own ignorance? 


I think that’s what mentoring is all about. To be able to 
share our faults, one with another. To be able to share our 
former, immature meanderings with those who might still 
be classified in that category we call “immature.” 


While so many of our wounds are products of our own 
immaturity, misunderstanding or confusion, Christ is 
glorified when we find ways to make them a testimony of 
His Father’s grace. Beyond this, His grace is the more 
abundant when we refuse to allow our wounds to define us. 
No, my friends, you are not your wounds. But, properly 
used, they may allow your personality to shine forth, the 
more. And they may serve to bring glory to the One Who 
bore rich wounds for us, in His own hands, and feet, and 
side. 


Paul reminds us, “This one thing I do. Leaving the past 
behind, and turning to all that God has for me.” (Phil. 3:13, 
MPV) 


November 12 


WAITING 


Waiting is never an easy discipline. It is among the most 
difficult of disciplines. Because waiting is discipline itself. 


And it cannot be “speeded up.” Nothing about it involves 
anything better than, (as the Army says) “hurry up and 
wait.” I think for most of us, waiting is one of the most 
difficult things we will ever do. 


I’ve been there, and find myself pitching a tent there, 
more often than not. 


Perhaps if we could incorporate the mind of The 
Almighty, the “I AM,” the Ever Present One, we might 
manage waiting better. For, at least, I am convinced that so 
much of the time a complexity of circumstances must come 
together perfectly, so that our waiting becomes well worth 
the wait. 


November 13 


FOREBEARS 


I consider those who proceeded me. 


One of my ancestors, Phoebe Ellis, was a relative of 
Governor Bradford of Mayflower fame, and sailed with him 
to the New World. Another, Henry Dowling, my great, great 
uncle, fought in the American Civil War, and lived until 
1948. “General” Dowling was one of the last commanders of 
United Confederate Veterans; the Confederate Veteran’s 
fraternal organization. 


And I suppose most people can “conjure up” people out 
of their pasts that were notable. President Bush is reported 
to be a distant relative of Queen Elizabeth, as is Colin 
Powell, (but that’s a whole ‘nother story). 


One of my current clients has traced her ancestry back to 
William Wallace of Scotland. 


My father is “taken up” with his ancestry; something that 
has “rubbed off” on my mother. Why, she “accidentally” 
discovered someone in her neighborhood who, along with 
her, has a common 1600’s ancestor. 


Sometimes I wonder if one of ancestors, somewhere in 
the distant past, was praying for me. I like to think so. Since 


I am humbled, and honored to have somehow navigated my 
way into God’s grace. 


At least I am determined to pray for those who will 
follow me. Somehow, I believe it will make a difference. 


November 14 


PRACTICING RUDENESS 


I think that life is too short to practice rudeness. 


Very few things “burn me” more, than someone who 
should know better, being rude. I went to the doctor today, 
and my physician, Dr. V. snapped at me a couple of times. It 
was a matter of some side effects I’d been having, related to 
medication, and from my way of thinking he scolded me. 


Now I don’t “throw” my Ph.D. status around, but I felt 
like saying, “Hey Buddy, you’re talking to someone with an 
equivalent degree to yourself. And I’m older than you. How 
about a little respect?” If it occurs again, I will be saying 
those kinds of things. 


Granted he’s busy, but “he cries all the way to the bank,” 
(and I don’t). 


But it does upset me when I deal with a professional, (or 
lack thereof) who insists on being rude. 


I realize this is a short, and somewhat marginal devotion, 
but I wanted to get this off my chest. 


I’m asking my Heavenly Father to remind me of Dr. V., 
every time I have “the opportunity” to be rude to another 
human being. 


November 15 


MENTORING GREAT PEOPLE 


I was counseling a middle-aged businessman today, who 
happened to have been a pastor at one time. 


I wasn’t prepared for a particular request he made of 
me. We are in the early stages of his counseling, and I had 
just finished asking him for his “goals for this process.” 
Suddenly, he said, “(One of my goals is that) you serve as 
my mentor.” 


Granted, I’ve served in that role before, and it’s always 
an honor, but so much of the time I’ve volunteered, or made 
myself available to a client or church member. This guy 
asked me to serve. 


But no matter, whether I volunteer or whether I’m 
identified, and a request is made of me, mentoring can be a 
very responsible journey. You know, I have never thought of 
this role as anything but humbling in nature. To realize that 
someone has seen something in you that befits giving of 
your time, and experience. It’s just awesome. 


I may have inferred this phrase in the past, but I usea 
six word question, as a prerequisite for anyone I mentor. 
“Is Greatness flowing through their veins?” If 1 can answer 
that in the affirmative, I agree to mentor a person. Perhaps 
I’m wrong, but I don’t think so. I want to see some kind of 
raw material that looks like potential greatness. If nothing 
else, a spiritual heart that is willing to submit, and commit 
to a “master mentor” for the duration. 


I am grateful for the role and responsibility of mentoring 
Spiritual people. 
I am humbled that God counts me worthy of that task. 


November 16 


RESERVED 


My wife and I visit MacDill Air Force Base from time to 
time. Since I retired from The Army National Guard, I 
sometimes take advantage of the wonderful deals the 
commissary offers us. And it’s worth driving 50 miles, since 
I’m always interested in the changes at the place where I 
spent three years of my life. Hard to imagine. It’s been over 
thirty years since I served there. 


Every time I visit the base, I’m reminded of my status. 
You see, I have to show my retired I.D. Card at the gate. 
There, emblazoned across the front of the card are the 
words, “Retired Reserve.” The words almost seem like a 
contradiction, since the definition of “retired” normally 
means, “Have completed an extended tour of duty, no 
longer serving, and never again subject to serving.” But the 
definition of “reserve” implies a thoroughly different 
meaning. A reservist may be called back to active duty 
virtually anytime. 


However, in my case, I have served twenty years of active 
and active reserve duty, and I’m not eligible for retired pay 
until the age of sixty. Since I find myself in a “gray area,” I 
may be recalled under certain conditions. That’s an 
unsettling scenario considering the War Against Terrorism, 
and the conflicts in Iraq and Afghanistan. 


I think the Christian life can be a lot like that. 


There’s a verse in 1* Peter, Chapter 3 that says: “But 
sanctify the Lord God in your heart, and be ready always to 
give an answer to every man who asks for a reason of the 
hope that is in you, in meekness and in fear.” (v. 15, KJV) 


We can’t guess when our Lord will “call us back to active 
duty.” But we must live our lives ready to take advantage of 
opportunities to practice “momentary ministry.” 


For too many Christians seem to assign “Active Duty” to 
the clergy or to those in formal ministry. There’s that “what 
could little old me do, anyway” mentality. Granted, those in 
formal ministry may be “the ones out front,” but I think we 
make a fundamental mistake when we expect such men and 
woman to “do it all,” and to “be all things to all people.” 


For there are those Christians who seem to be on “the 
permanent retired list;” collecting benefits, but having 
ceased (or never begun) serving. 


We are always on His reserve list, and He may call us to 
active duty at the slightest notice. 


We ought to salute smartly, and go to work. 


November 17 


IN THE CLONING BUSINESS 


I was talking to my “little disciple” last night. I’ve 
referred to her before. She’s the 16 year old girl, named 
Nikki, who was marvelously delivered from self-mutilation. 


I have involved Nikki in a tailor-made, one of a kind 
discipleship/leadership process here, and she’s “eat up with 
16, I 
couldn’t be more proud of her. One of her favorite words is 
“rocks,” and 
she’s told me that this process rocks. 


I made a comment to her that has had me thinking ever 
since. 


“Nikki, you know, you and I are in the business of 
cloning ourselves. Oh, not literal human cloning, but 
something close to it. For you see, we need to be passing on 
something of ourselves to those younger than us; so that we 
go on living and effecting others through them, long after 
we pass from this earth.” 


There’s a concept in the movie, “Step-mom”, that I like a 
lot. A small boy’s mother is dying from cancer, and she is 
spending a few final moments with him at Christmas. One 
poignant interaction between them went something like: 


“You know, Tim, you can always take me places in your 
heart. And you can talk to me in your dreams. I'll be there. 
And as long as you remember me, I can still live.” 


And we may continue spreading our witness through 
others in very much the same way. 


November 18 


HIS EYE IS ON THE SPARROW 


In the devotional Then Sings My Soul Robert Morgan 
conjectures, “Long ago, there was a woodworker in 
Nazareth who counted bird-watching among his diversions. 
We can make that assumption, because Jesus referred 
frequently to bird-life in his sermons...” 


Civilla Martin and her husband, Walter were what I 
refer to as a “ministry team.” He was an evangelist. She a 
hymn writer. This wonderful couple met and befriended an 
infirmed husband and wife with the surname, Doolittle, in 
1905. In spite of their afflictions, the Doolittle’s did much; (a 
play on words don’t you know). They always seemed 
cheerful, and were a constant encouragement to their 
friends. 


One day Rev. Martin asked them for the secret of their 
happiness. Mrs. Doolittle’s response was contagious... “His 
eye is on the sparrow, and I know he watches me.” That 
poignant experience set the stage for the famous hymn, 
“His Eye is on the Sparrow.” 


“Why should I feel discouraged? Why should the 
shadows come? 
Why should my heart be lonely, and long for heaven 
and home 
When Jesus is my portion? My constant friend is He 
His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me. 


“Whenever I am tempted, Whenever clouds arise, 
When song gives place to sighing, When hope within 
me dies, 
I draw me closer to Him, From care He sets me free, 


His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches 


me. 


I think that as long as our focus remains on the 
horizontal, we are apt to be discouraged. But when we “lift 
our eyes unto the hills,” all that immediately changes. Our 
vision must be vertical. 


There’s a wonderful verse that exhorts us to “...day by 
day, and as long as today shall last, continue to encourage 
one another.” (Hebrews 3:13, LB) 

It is no false encouragement we offer. His eye_is on the 
sparrow. 
November 19 


PLAYING ME LIKE A PIANO 


On the other hand, some clients will fool you. 


Oh, I thought Insight was playing its hand, but instead 
my client was playing me like a piano. He was an addict, 
and his parents had taken him in for a few weeks, “til he 
could get out on his own again.” 


Mama would take him to work everyday. (He had lost his 
license). He would get out, walk into the shop, and she 
would drive away. Unlike the “Roach Motel,” John walked in 
and walked right back out, (as soon as Mama had left the 
area). He had claimed he would pay his parents rent, as 
soon as his first check came in. 


So much of the time, he claimed he’d forgotten his 
wallet, when it came time to pay for his weekly session. And 
his tab increased. 


Lies. 


He talked some real good talk, and his parents, John and 
myself did some seemingly good counseling together. 


Lies. 
Claimed he’d gotten a lot of insight. 
Lies... 


Sometimes I can only shake my head and wonder. 
Clients like these always leave no better than when they 
came. And in the long run, they’re only hurting themselves, 
postponing the inevitable. 


(*Amazingly, this same client resumed counseling several 
years later, this time with a girlfriend. Of course, he assured 
me of his sincerity. And the lies began all over again! 
Counseling was over almost as soon as it began). 


November 20 


UNBEKNOWNST TO THEM 


I was walking tonight, as I do every night that it doesn’t 
rain. 


And as I moved into my first straight away, I noticed a 
family who hadn't noticed me. A couple of teenagers were 
seated in lawn chairs, while a couple more played ping 
pong. Mom and Dad stood by, and I could hear them 
cheering the adolescents on. 


The play was fast and furious, and as a teenage girl hit 
one particularly fast ball, the young man on the other end of 
the table swung wildly, and missed. Immediately the young 
lady enthusiastically jumped up and down with glee. 


And it occurred to me that I was watching what I believe 
is a model family, since I’ve watched them from a distance, 
and I understand that they actually conduct a church in 
their home. (I see several cars in their yard on Sundays, and 
Wednesday nights). 


And it occurs to me that the family is the first, and 
premier unit intended by God to model safety, security, 
health, and function on this earth. And it occurs to me that 
so few families attain to that goal. 


I was transfixed as I watched this precious family play, 
recreate, just have fun. They may never realize I noticed 
them tonight, or that I have been noticing them for quite 
some time. 


We may never realize how many watch us from a 
distance. Oh, they may never say so, and they may 
never give the slightest hint. But we are impacting 
them. We are affecting them. We are making a 
unique difference in untold lives. 


November 21 
TIME HAS TAKEN HER TOLL 


Bill Mc Donald, 
Ph.D. 


Years have flown by like feathers in the wind 
Summer winds have blown, Winter storms have 
numbed the soul 

Life has heaped its uncertainty upon the 
human spirit 


And in spite of the intensity of this thing called 
Life 

We grope for some comfort, some hope, some 
ray of encouragement 

From some unseen vapour in some unseen 
place 


For without hope, without desire, without faith 
in the unseen future, We are lost in the 
present, 

and our past has no meaning 


For life is not Life without love, without 
realization, without understanding 


Life is only Life when we breathe the pure air 
of fresh desire 

When we feel the touch of a compassionate 
friend 

When we dare to see things as they are, 

And determine to bring change into a troubled 
world 


November 22 


WATCHING FROM THE SIDELINES 


I was in the ninth grade, and I happened to stay home 
from school that day; the only day I missed that year. I was 
watching television. 


Suddenly, the broadcast was interrupted by the well- 
known anchorman, Walter Cronkite. And the rest of the 
story has to be one of the top ten events of the 20" Century. 
President Kennedy had been assassinated. 


This event was, beyond any doubt, the first “national 
trauma” to which I was ever exposed. I was 14, and as 
innocent as the driven snow. “Leave it to Beaver” and 
“Dobie Gillis” were as provocative as it got. Dad and Mom 
going to church, eating a nice pot roast at the dinner table. 
Doing a half hour of homework at night. Petting a cocker 


spaniel. Stopping by the soda shop after school. Watching 
“The Dick Van Dyke Show.” (Funny, Rob and Laura actually 
looked like the President and First Lady)! 


But everything seemed to change on that November day 
in 1963. The innocence of a nation seemed to evaporate. 


Many of you, perhaps most of you, don’t remember this 
event. A little math informs me that you’d have to be almost 
fifty to distinctly remember that day. 


There are those days in our national history, and in our 
own personal 
lives that challenge our belief in the providence of God, (and 
sometimes our own sanity). I will always remember the long 
procession; that parade that 
included the caisson, and rider-less horse. I can still 
imagine “John John” stepping forward a half-step, and 
raising his right hand to the edge of his brow. Odd, Jackie 
had taught him that little salute a week before that dark day 
in Dallas. John John kept saluting with his left hand. I’ve 
seen a film clip. 


John Jr. keeps marching around in circles, a little 
soldier’s helmet on his head. His Mom is giving instructions, 
and laughing all the while. That arm snaps up, and he 
salutes. Again, and again. 


If we live very long, we will experience a host of national 
and personal traumas; those raw events that challenge our 
belief in providence. But I think we are the better for it, 
when we summon up “that something” within us which 
allows us to go on... though hesitantly. 


And so like John John. Stepping forward, and in the midst 
of sheer annihilation and confusion, 


snapping out a salute. 


November 23 


GETTING COMFORTABLE IN GOD’S ROCKING CHATR 


I once counseled with a lady who experienced some of 
the most severe childhood abuse imaginable. Her own 
father and mother molested her. As a result, she was 
transferred to the care of other relatives. Jenny has endured 


a hard life, some of it the result of her own choices. She has 
prostituted herself, and has worked as an exotic dancer. 
Though she is married, non-sexual intimacy and sexual 
intimacy elude her. 


Strange, she is one of the most “intelligent” people with 
whom I have ever conversed, though she has a very average 
education. But the cynicism and blame have eaten away the 
fabric of her very spirit. 


She tends to mix drugs and church attendance. Scripture 
and doubt. She’s a confusing mixture of agnosticism and 
spirituality. And, of course, I’ve challenged her on this. 


Jenny once told me about a dream she had. It seems that 
she’s sitting in a rocking chair on the porch of an old 
wooden house. But she’s not alone. She’s sitting in the very 
lap of God. And as God rocks, she finds herself 
uncomfortable, and she anxiously moves from side to side. 


For, in her own mind, there’s that confusing symmetry 
between her earthly father and her Heavenly Father. They 
call themselves by the same title. 

It’s unbelievably sad when children are abused. Sadder 
yet, the enduring results of abuse. That inability to trust 
another man, or God, Himself. My heart goes out to “the 
Jenny’s of the world.” 


I hope that they may find a way to settle down in God’s 


rocking chair; their arms around His broad shoulders, their 
heads nuzzled contentedly against His bosom. 


November 24 


POWER GOING OUT OF ME 


I can empathize with Jesus and the Woman with “the 
issue of blood.” 


Most of us have heard the story. A woman who had 
suffered all her life with a gynecological malady approached 
Jesus “by stealth.” Her faith told her that, if she could just 
touch the edge of His garment, she would be made whole. 
Perhaps she had seen Christ heal the blind, and raise the 
dead. But for whatever reason, she had chosen to bide her 
time. 


And for whatever reason, the little lady reached the 
conclusion that this was her day; confident in the source of 
her healing. Confident that none of her tomorrows would 
look just like her yesterdays. 


We see her, as she moves steadily through the crowd. 
She stops occasionally to rest. Perhaps the exertion 
increases the almost unendurable pain she has become all 
too familiar with. Perhaps she senses that almost 
maddening sensation; her very lifeblood oozing from her 
body. But she is long past embarrassment. She is on a 
mission. 


And finally, “Rhoda” breeches the inner-circle. Perhaps 
Peter or Thomas looks at her in disdain, and begins to utter 
a complaint. Perhaps she’s too “stealthy.” And I can see the 
little lady, as she bends herself almost double, and she 
stretches herself to touch the hem of His robe. 


And as quickly as her fingertips brush the edge of His 
garment... the flow of her blood ceases. The pain is 
extinguished. Her anxiety evaporates. 


Scripture tells us that Jesus was immediately aware that 
power had gone out of Him. For He responded, “Who 


touched me?” You see, The God-Man was subject to frailty 
and fatigue. This was no unlimited supply of power He 

exhibited. But it seems that His Heavenly Father provided 
Him a daily measure; so like the manna in the wilderness. 


I can equate. 


I have counseled a few clients, in my twelve years, that 
have taxed my resources, almost beyond endurance. And so 
like Jesus (though I’m not Jesus) I have felt power go out of 
me. Every time I met with them. 


Too many times such clients have “drained me dry,” only 
to come back for more, and do it again. And they have left 
me confused with their agenda. 

For while the woman with the issue of blood was changed 
forever, too many with different sorts of “issues” aren’t. 


Oh, I’m not referring to the physically-infirmed, but 
rather those infirmed in their spirits, their souls, their 
psyche. I have met them. I have dealt with them. And “they” 
can suck the very lifeblood out of you, and come back for 
more. 


I suppose the most frustrating thing about it are their 
endless complaints, their unceasingly unforgiveness, and 
their willingness to let my words fall to the ground. 


I so much prefer dealing with people who, like the woman 
at the well, are determined to get well. 


November 25 


BECOMING RELEVANT 


There’s nothing that appeals so much to a non-believer, 
or weaker Christian than that we are relevant to their 
needs. 


One man felt at a loss to “come along side” after a friend 
of his died. He kept asking himself the age-old question, 
“What can I do?” Suddenly, it occurred to him. He drove to 
his deceased friend’s home, and rang the doorbell. Susan 
came to the door. As soon as the young widow swung the 
door open, Jim walked to the children’s closet. 


Susan stood there and watched, and though she was 
weighed down with grief, her curiosity got the better of her. 


“Jim, what on earth are you doing?” 
To which Jim responded. 


“The children will be attending their Dad’s funeral and 
I’m going to polish their shoes.” 


The heart of a servant. Seeing a need that you have the 
wherewithal to supply. 


I know someone like that. And it’s my inestimable 
privilege to know her. Tonight I pulled her aside, and said, 
“The definition of Great. Someone that doesn’t remind you 
of anyone else. That’s so much like you.” 


But I’m convinced that greatness and relevancy goes 
hand in hand. This lady is perfectly content being relevant 
and unrecognized. For she has that heart of a servant. She 
is “the only Jesus” that some people may ever know. For her 
heart is utterly sympathetic to the spoken and unspoken 
needs of those who surround her. 


The longer I live, the more I’m convinced that God will 
honor a relevant, but humble servant like her, far and 
beyond those who put themselves out as great, and “put on 
airs.” 

I want to be relevant. I pray God will stir up a spirit of 
discontentedness in me, should I ever be comfortable with 
irrelevancy. For He has commanded us to go into 
“Jerusalem, Judea, Samaria, and into the uttermost parts of 
the earth.” (Acts 1:8, KJV) 


November 26 


THEY CALLED HER “MOTHER” 


Mother Theresa imposed two requirements on those who 
volunteered for 
work in her Indian mission: That they come ready to work, 
and that they display a spirit of joyfulness. 


While I’ve never been to India, just putting myself in 
“Mother’s” situation, I can imagine these two attitudes 
would be absolutely paramount to the work that she, and 
her fellow nuns did there. 


I was looking at a picture on our church bulletin board 
recently. There, across the length of it, were colorful photos 
of our recent short-term mission’s trip to Africa. One of the 
girls in our youth department is seated next to a Zulu chief. 


The pretty adolescent, (who reminds me of Margo 
Hemingway) is grinning a somewhat anxious, but bedazzled 
smile. While this Zulu warrior seems quite comfortable, 
(thank you) a great, but snaggle-toothed grin playing out 
across on his face. 


Nikki is in her element, and she knows it. She has 
informed me that “when she grows up” she plans to serve 
as a missionary to Africa. While she was in “the Dark 
Continent,” she had the opportunity to visit an AIDS 
orphanage. Some of the children are infected with HIV, 
while others are the offspring of parents who died of the 
disease. 


As I understand it, the visit to the orphanage wasn’t on 
the itinerary, but “just happened.” The opportunity 
presented itself, and two or three of the youth availed 
themselves. 


But we know that nothing “just happens” in the spiritual 
realm. And I am sure that the opportunity was planned of 
God, e’er the creation of the Dark Continent. For you see, 
before she ever left for Africa, Nikki had informed me of her 
plans to work in such an orphanage. What a fabulous 
opportunity she had to visit such a place. What a potential 
preview of her life’s work! 


I talk a lot about this wonderful young lady. But you must 
understand. I have already detected those two very special 
qualities in her that “Mother” exhibited in her own life: She 
gives herself to her work, and her very life is consumed by 
joyfulness. Are there any more important qualities that we 
could bring into our life’s mission? 


November 27 


BUT HE SAID UNTO THEM 


The disciples had ventured onto the Sea of Galilee, and 
were rowing for the other shore, when a terrible storm 
arose. Though storms weren’t all that unusual on this large, 
inland lake, they were everything but desirable. 


Great fear overwhelmed the disciples, and to put it in 
biblical terminology, I think they must have been “sore 
afraid.” In between bailing water, and stroking oars, Peter 
and John must surely have thought, 

“Where’s our Lord,?” or “If we ever needed Him, it is surely 
now!” 


I think we’ve all been there, and perhaps we find 
ourselves making a certain statement when it is over. 


“We are playing a good part in a scheme arranged by 
God Himself, and all is well.” (attributed to a young explorer 
who took part in, and died as a result of Captain Scott’s 
failed expedition to the South Pole. He had penned these 
words to his wife, and the letter was discovered in his tent, 
along side his and Captain Scott’s lifeless bodies). 


But all was far from well in the little rowboat that day. 
They were sinking fast, and if God ignored them now... well, 
the thought of it was unspeakable for its horror. 


Yet so like the previous statement, (“We are playing a 
good part in a scheme arranged by God Himself”) Jesus 
came “awalkin” on the water. What extraordinary emotions 
must have risen in the bosoms of those sailors. What a 
contradiction in the emotion just past, and the one just 
risen. For the sight of their Lord, and a few poignant words 
made all the difference: 


“It is I. Be not afraid.” (john 6:20, KJV) 


I think we are prone to miss something in Christ’ 
admonition. Oh, we recognize Who He is, as surely as the 
disciples did. And we understand that wonderful command 
of His, (to “be not afraid”). But consider, for a moment, the 


first statement again. “Jtis I.” I believe He is “developing a 
two part sermon” here. While recognition was His purpose, 
I think His other purpose was realization. 


I believe He was determined to leave His disciples with a 
rich nugget of truth. He might as well have said, “Listen, 
James. Listen, Nathaniel. You should understand that every 
thing that happens in your life, (since you are mine) has to 
pass through me. Why, even when Satan tempted Job so 
severely, it was I who gave him that authority.” Oh, that we 
might embrace such a concept! 


So, the next time you are struggling on your next “Sea of 
Galilee,” I hope you’ll reflect on these poignant words. 
Indeed, “We are playing a good part in a scheme arranged 
by God Himself,...and all is well.” 


November 28 


SULLIVAN’S LETTER 


I have been fascinated by a letter by a soldier named 
Sullivan Ballou. I was first introduced to it, as a result of the 
wonderful television documentary, “The Civil War,” by Ken 
Burns. In an age where illiteracy was the norm, this is, 
perhaps, the most literate letter of it’s day. 


Sullivan happened to be a major in the 2" Regiment of 
The Rhode Island Volunteers. The initial shots of The Civil 
War had played themselves out in Charleston, South 
Carolina, and the battle had begun in earnest now. Major 
Ballou was a realist, and understood the import of what he 
wrote that day. These were no hypothetical meanderings. 


For Sarah was waiting at home for him, and this was the 
kind of letter that men kept in their coat pocket; so the 
grave digger could retrieve it, and send it to proper 
authorities, who would in turn send it to their loved ones. It 
was a “hope against hope” letter, just in case. 


Major Ballou, though he lived well before “Mickey,” 
might have had similar sentiments about the war. For there 
is the story of a fellow dressed up as Mickey Mouse, who 
finds himself standing next to a little girl at Disneyland. He 
points up at Cinderella’s castle and says, “You see that 
castle?... It’s not everything it seems to be.” Or in the 
colloquialism of that day, “I’ve seen the monkey dance, and 
I don’t want to see him no more.” 


And Sullivan understood that the war was far removed 
from “the knight in shining armor,” and “going on a quest,” 


and all those other pretty terms in children’s books. This 
was a blood and guts undertaking. And men would be 
slaughtered by the hundreds of thousands, raked by cannon 
fire, their very guts spilling out their sides; heads, hands, 
and legs blown from their sockets. 


But in spite of the blood, the gore, the sights, the smells, 
the very putrification of war, Sullivan found a way to convey 
some very poignant, and very personal thoughts to his wife. 


“Dear Sarah, the indications are very strong that we 
shall move in a few days, perhaps tomorrow. And lest I not 
be able to write you again, I write these lines that may fall 
under your eye, when I am no more.” 


and 


“T have no misgivings about the cause in which I am 
engaged. And my spirit does not halt or falter.” 


and 


“Tt is so difficult to burn to ashes the future years, when 
we might have lived and loved together, and seen our boys 
grown up to honorable manhood around us.” 


but... 


“my love for you is deathless, that only Omnipotence can 
break. But my love of country comes over me, like a strong 
wind, and bears me irresistibly, with all those chains, to the 
battlefield.” 


and... 


“But, Oh Sarah, if the dead can come back to this earth, 
and flit unseen around those they love, I shall always be 
with you in the brightest day and darkest night. Always, 
Always.” 


and 


“Do not mourn me dead. But think of me. For we shall 
meet again.” 


Sullivan Ballou was killed at the First Battle of Bull Run. 
(Left behind were his wife, Sarah, and his sons, William and 
Randolph). 


As Christians, we are all engaged in a war; a war that 
tries men’s souls. Some call it spiritual warfare. Others talk 
about the onslaught of the enemy. A few speak of “storming 
the gates of Hell.” 


As I write this, the minions of Hell have taken up arms 
against America. We call it The War on Terrorism. And I am 
convinced that there are two forces engaged in this terrible 
battle. 


At the same time, there is that ever so personal battle 
that we fight, day in and day out. For nothing good was ever 
done easily. For “if it weren’t so difficult, everyone would be 
doing it.” 


I think it is time to steel our souls, anew, and pick up 
those rifles we have too long neglected. There’s a war to be 
fought, and a victory to be gained. 


November 29 


WITHOUT COUNSEL 


“Without counsel the plans of a man are disappointed. But 
in the multitude of counselors, they are established.” 
(Proverbs 15:22, KJV) 


We live in an age when even ministers decry the wisdom 
of counseling. For it seems the growing secularism and 
misuse of counseling has colored their opinions of it. I, 
myself, have heard counseling derided from the pulpit. 


We are recipients of various opinions. Larry Crabbe, a 
notable Christian psychologist, seems to bequeath the 
practice of counseling to the masses. He speaks of the de- 
institutionalism of the profession; that perhaps we should 
all be doing it. 


Jay Adams, on the other hand, appears to deny the 
existence of mental illnesses, thus removing one vast 
segment from a population amenable to counsel. 


Yet scripture is very clear on the subject: 


“But in the multitude of counselors, there is safety.” 
(Proverbs 11:14, KJV) 


and 


“Counsel in the heart of a man is like deep waters. But the 
man of understanding will draw it out.” (Proverbs 20:5, KJV) 


But perhaps my opinion of counseling flows out of an 
experiential element. For as a counselor, I have seen so 
much good done for so many, over a fairly small amount of 
expended time. 


And I can get thoroughly excited about counseling. For 
as an observer once characterized me to an audience, “Bill 
fixes people.” And the same witness has told me privately, 
“You fixed my wife and I.” 


The benefits of Christian counseling are contagious. 
Since it can be a “positive virus” that keeps on giving. The 
results of this ministry have both gratified and humbled me. 
Oh, to be, and remain a part of this ever so special work. 


November 30 
TOO CLOSE TO NEGLECTING YOU 
I have met with numerous ministers and their wives, and 
two traits seem to pervade their lives. 
Workaholism and Neglect. 


It seems that pastors, in particular, are at everyone’s 
beckon call, except... their wives. They are underpaid, 


overworked, and (possibly) under-sexed. At least their wives 
seem to “go begging” for time and attention. 


Oh, it’s always the same complaint. “You give yourself to 
everyone else, and I’m left hanging in the wind,” or “Your 
congregation is your mistress,” or “Your church eats off fine 
china, and a dining table, but you give me a paper plate, 
and a card table.” 


I haven’t done a survey, and I’m not writing a thesis 
based on a scientific study, but I’ve met with far too many 
ministers, and their wives, and “they keep playing the same 
tune.” But beyond the counseling experience, I have 
observed far too many “first ladies” of the church; the look 
of emptiness in their eyes, their tendency to sit on a middle 
pew, (alone) their sporadic church attendance, their 
withdrawal from the local women’s ministries. 


Far too many pastors and their wives “aren’t making it.” 
Far too many ministers have neglected their wives, in favor 
of their congregations, and in so doing have harmed both. 
For how can a man be a shepherd of his church, if he is not 
already the shepherd of his home? 


I call these shepherds back to Priority. 


December 1 


MY LITTLE BUDDY AND MY LITTLE STEAK 


I was up at 400AM this morning. It seems my days and 
nights are getting closer together. As usual, I sit at my 
keyboard and write to you. 


We went to the commissary earlier in the week, and I’ve 
been feasting on 
the bounty of the land. Today’s breakfast? Well, steak of 
course. I took a fresh piece out of the refrigerator 
compartment, and dropped it in a hot pan. The poignant 
smell of it almost begged me to “chow down.” 


I tend to eat my steak “medium rare,” but this morning I 
let it cook awhile. I was almost surprised that my wife, Jean, 
didn’t wake up. For the thrill of that singular smell was to 
the culinary what a bell must be to the auditory. 


My “little girl” showed up in short order, roused out of 
her deep sleep. I turned from my tasks, as if by intuition, to 
see Buddy lying on the kitchen floor, looking up in eager 
expectation. And I smiled a kind of jealous smile. Since, I 
had considered eating the entire steak myself. 


But her one little good eye, and her one little blind eye 
brought me back to my senses. How could I deny her “a 
portion of the spoils?” Well friend, I’ve never learned to say 
“No” to Buddy. (My children? Well, that’s a different 
matter). 


You'll have to imagine it, or buy yourself a good steak, 
but I can tell you that Buddy, and I feasted on dead cow this 
morning, and loved it! Steak, fit for a king, and cooked to 
perfection. 


In my continuing journey, it’s been my privilege, and 
pleasure to “cook up good steak” for many a hungry pilgrim. 
Some seem to relish it, and gobble it up with glee, not so 
unlike my little Buddy. Others, more familiar with a diet of 
curds and milk toast, walk away, before they’re half-finished 
with the meal. 


But I hope that my Father has reserved many more days, 
weeks, months, and years for me to serve that heavenly 
food, and “wait on tables.” 


December 2 


CHANGING LANES 


I just saw the most amazing film footage. 


The news clip featured a trooper interviewing a motorist 
who’d spun off the road, and who was now stalled in the 
ditch. The dashboard camera records the whole grisly 
matter. 


Obviously, this stretch of road must be wet, (or haunted) 
because now another vehicle begins to negotiate the curve, 
and loses. You want to shout, “Get out of the way,” but it’s 
too late. The original motorist jumps to the side, but the 
patrolman is thrown backwards, like a rag doll. He 
disappears beneath the front bumper of the small truck. 


I could stop now, and leave you in suspense, forever. 
(But I’m not that kind of guy). It turns out the policeman not 
only survived, but received the most minor injuries. 


In an interview, the “perpetrator of the crime” told 
authorities that he had lost control of his vehicle, as he was 
changing lanes. 


When I was growing up, and learning to drive, my Dad 
cautioned me about wet roads, changing lanes, and 
negotiating curves; exactly the kind of information that 
might have come in handy that day. But I can tell you that 
before the proceeding accident, I experienced something all 
too similar. 


I was seventeen, and “drunk on” testosterone. 


My Dad and I had purchased an old Ford Fairlane, and I 
was proud of my “new” set of wheels. I was proud, but not 
real careful. For on the way home from my summer job, 
with two co-workers in the car, I “spun out,” turned over a 
couple of times, and landed upside down on the shoulder of 
the road. It had been raining, and I failed to negotiate a 
turn. Very familiar, huh? 


Life can be a lot like that. Those curves will trip us up. 


December 3 


SELECTIVE HYPOCRISY 


It was World War IJ, and the eminent scientist, and 
theorist by the name of Albert Einstein attended an 
important meeting with President Roosevelt. What came out 
of that meeting changed the world. 


Time would fail me to describe the massive national 
program that was the direct result of the meeting. Armchair 
scientist that Iam, I can tell you that three major figures 
transported “The Bomb” from theory to function. 

Their names: General Leslie Groves, Dr. Robert 
Oppenheimer, and Colonel Paul Tibbits. The first two men 
administered the joint military/civilian program. The last 
dropped the completed weapon on the nation of Japan. 


I think I would have liked to have been present for the 
first atomic test; one month before the actual use of The 
Bomb. Of course, I’ve read about it. Story is that scientists 
wondered if that nuclear chain reaction might go on and on, 
and consume the world itself. We know that different 
observers responded to the blast in different ways. Some 
stared in disbelief at the fiery cloud, as it seemed to 
envelope the very sky, expanding outward and upward with 
each second. Others, could only shake their heads, unable 


to speak. While still others buried their faces in the desert 
sand. 


I was born into “The Atomic Age.” I have never known 
anything different. For “The Bomb” has been with us for 
over sixty years. My childhood was one of fallout shelters, 
and “duck and cover.” 


I remember The Cuban Missile Crisis. There’s little 
doubt that we hovered on the brink of nuclear annihilation. 
Aircraft were readied. Reservists were called out. Cuba was 
surrounded by an immense blockade of naval ships. 


Though the cold war is ended, and “we won,” our world 
seems to be marching, once again, towards that nuclear 
midnight hour. (Though I must quickly add that “what will 
be will be,” and Providence will undoubtedly win out). 

Iran and North Korea are “doing their thing,” just as 
countries like Israel, Pakistan, and India previously did their 
thing. The former two countries seem to be in on the 
threshold of creating “small” Hiroshima-sized bombs. 


And hypocrites that we are, America doesn’t like it. For 
by no means, whatever, will we allow them to finish 
developing these weapons. (But it was okay for us). 


Now before you drop your dentures in abject shock, let 
me affirm that I’m in favor of being the hypocrite in this 
case. Rogue nations like North Korea and Iran have no 
business with nuclear weapons. The former nation would 
present a serious threat to South Korea, and the later nation 
would present approximately the same threat to the nation 
of Israel. Ultimately, with advanced missile technology, 
each country would present a definite risk to the safety of 
The United States. 


But my moral here has much less to do with nuclear 
weapons than with the issue of hypocrisy, itself. For while 


hypocrisy might be excused, and even understood in such a 
case, it can never be condoned among God’s people. 


There’s an old adage, “Do as I say, not as I do.” And 
there’s that term called “the double-standard.” 


There are just too many “hidden sins” among us. And it’s 
curious that so much of the time, those who seem to be the 
most ardent supporters of morality are the ones who are, 
subsequently, “found out.” 


There are two words that can be very symmetrical, or 
mutually exclusive in nature: Character and Reputation. It 
has been said that Reputation is who the public assumes 
you are, and what they think you stand for. It has (also) 
been said that Character is who you really are, in private. 
One can possess a sterling character, but a bad reputation. 
One can possess a sterling reputation, but a bad character. 
One can possess both. 


Our Lord calls us to a single-standard. Hypocrisy among 
clergy and Christian leaders, alike, is not only unacceptable; 
it is reprehensible. 


December 4 


LL CATCH THE NEXT BOAT 


I heard a story once that is both illustrative and 
practical. It is an excellent word picture, though I’m 
doubtful it ever happened. Although it happens on a daily 
basis. You'll see what I mean. 


A fisherman went out on one of the great lakes recently, 
in his small motor boat. Well, the motor quit on him, and 
suddenly the hull sprang a leak. He tried to bail for awhile, 


to no avail. It was only a matter of time before his little boat 
sank beneath the waves. 


Now James was floundering in the dark waters of the 
lake, thirty miles from the nearest shore. He’d learned to 
swim “a little,” when he was young, but had confined his 
beach excursions to wading in shallow water. 


Thrashing wildly, the man went under a couple of times, 
only to rise again. Then, miracle of miracles, a Coast Guard 
cutter came by. A sailor spotted James, and it wasn’t long 
before the cutter pulled up beside him. An authoritative 
voice shouted, “Hold on, partner. We’re going to get you!” 
And just as one of the crew prepared to jump in, life 
preserver in hand, the drowning man responded, “No, blub, 
blub, that’s okay. Blub, “J‘Il wait for the next boat!” 


It’s a humorous story, and it probably never happened, 
at least the way I’ve written it. 


But there’s far too many who live this way. They come in 
for counseling, and they may even “put on a good front.” 
But they bring more with them than a good front. They 
bring a hidden agenda. 


And try as I may, all my suggestions, and all of God’s 
insight (for only He is capable of insight) falls flat. There’s 
that realization that I’m providing them Truth, but it’s like, 
“Well, that’s all very nice, but I’ll wait for the next boat.” 


I have to be thankful for those who climb on board 
immediately. 


December 5 


TRUE CONFESSIONS OF A LIFE-LONG STUDENT 


“Hi, I’m Bill. I’m a life-long student.” I could join Life- 
Long Students, Anonymous. I guess I would if it existed. 


My daughter asked me a question the other night, and 
the experience was enlightening, to say the least. 


“Dad, how many credit hours do you have?” 


Well, it seemed to be a simple enough question. I 
pondered for a moment. 


Then, almost as if I needed to apologize for being born, 
(it was a weird sensation,) I answered her. 


“Well, Kristy. Actually, hmmm... Okay, I have about 300 
credit hours.” And suddenly, I felt the need to hide my face, 
but I restrained myself. 


I suppose if she had asked me to name my various 
degrees, I might have also mumbled, “Well, I have earned 
Associate, Bachelors, Masters and Doctoral degrees, along 
with sundry other credit hours. 


If you walk into my office, the first thing that strikes, (or 
stuns) you are two floor to ceiling bookcases, (and another 
small one in a corner). Hundreds of books, dozens of colors. 
Now I can’t truthfully say I’ve read all of them, but they 
have pretty pictures, and I like to browse occasionally. 


But I admit it, I am a life-long student. And in spite of my 
Southern accent, I really am quite cultured, and tolerably 
intelligent. 


Yet, for all my credit hours, all my degrees, and all my 
books, I will always come up lacking. Lest I learn from that 
humble Nazarene, whose education was tailor-made, and 
had its origin in heaven, itself. 


They say you really never quit learning; that you just 
change locations. May all my degrees, and all the 
information represented therein, languish in the trash bin, 
except I drag my little stool near His throne, and learn of 
Him who holds Truth securely in His grasp. 


December 6 


TOO MUCH TO BEAR 


A famous black female singer, Sarah Vaughn, had the 
opportunity to sing for one of our presidents. Many notables 
were there, and the setting was nothing short of glorious. 


After dinner the lady “waxed eloquent,” and everyone 
was duly impressed with her voice. I can only imagine the 
emotions she experienced that night. 


After the performance, Ms. Vaughn retreated to a sitting 
room, and someone found her weeping there. Of course, 
that person was anxious for her, and asked if they could 
assist her somehow. Her response was surprising. 


“Twenty years ago, I couldn’t even get a hotel room in 
this city. Tonight, I sang for the president, and afterwards, 
he asked me to dance with him. It is almost more than I can 
bear.” 


I think this illustration is an apt reflection of an entirely 
different scenario; that of the law and grace. For the Old 
Testament provided us a brief, but elusive glimpse of God. 
Someone who might have easily been considered austere 
and vindictive, and Someone, with whom, we might never 
have had a personal relationship. 


But suddenly in the New Testament the entire 
environment changes. A loving, and concerned Creator is 
made known in the person of His Son, Jesus. A relationship 
that might hardly be imagined, in days gone by, is now not 
only revealed, but encouraged. 


Grace is the order of the day. A new dispensation has 
been ushered in. 
And we are called to “dance with God.” 


And if I reflect too long on it, it is almost more than I can 
bear. 


December 7 


RAISING THE ARIZONA 


It was Sunday, December 7", 1941. “A day that will live 
in infamy.” 


Some researchers believe that President Roosevelt 
withheld crucial information from the American military, 
contributing to a surprise attack that would forever be 
known as “Pearl Harbor.” A few days later, Hitler declared 
war on the United States. 


Some black and white film footage of the attack still 
exists. It’s startling to behold. And perhaps the most 
powerful of the images depict the after-effects of a bomb 
that scored a “bull’s eye” on the U.S.S. Arizona. It seems 
the hapless bomb had dropped directly into the open 
smokestack of the ship. 

Tons and tons of explosives, and oil were stored there. The 
result was a 

horrendous explosion, which absolutely rocked the boat, 
and killed most of its crew. 


There were those sailors who languished, unsaved, in 
ships gone belly-up. For some ships literally did a horizonal 
“180” in the shallow water of the harbor. Days afterward 
would-be saviors heard clanking coming out of the thick 
hulls of the overturned ships. They did their best, but their 


best was not good enough. Cutting torches were enlisted in 
the battle to save the unfortunate sailors. To no avail. The 
hammering, from within, eventually stopped. 


There’s a memorial built over “The Arizona” today. Part 
of the superstructure was removed to allow for its 
construction. Entombed within the ship, forever, are 
hundreds of dead shipmates; comrades all. The public has 
never been allowed access to film footage of these grisly, 
underwater images. 


There’s been “much made” of the thousands of gallons of 
oil still contained in the Arizona. There’s been anxiety, 
among scientists and military authorities, that the hull 
would eventually burst or rust out, allowing the release of 
oil into the harbor. An ecological emergency in the making. 


Small droplets of oil constantly seep to the surface of the 
water, spreading tiny rainbows along the edge of the 
memorial deck, and beyond. Survivors of the sinking think 
of this phenomenon as symbolic of the tears of the men who 
died that day. Many have spoken out against any attempt to 
empty the oil from the doomed ship. 


One Japanese admiral feared his country had awakened 
“a sleeping giant.” Indeed, they had. And they would pay a 
heavy price for their folly. 
Another enemy would revisit the spirit of Pearl Harbor upon 
us; sixty years later. They are currently paying a similar 
price. 


On this very special day, we ought to pay homage to 
some very special men who sacrificed their tomorrows for 
our todays. The oil continues to seep to the surface of the 
water. Tears and Rainbows. Past and Future. 


December 8 


JANE’S LESSON 


Outside of scripture, my favorite book in all the word is 
the famous volume by Charlotte Bronte, Jane Eyre. 


Bronte pulled so much of the story from her, and her 
sisters’ personal experiences. The early 1800’s were 
extremely hard on the average student of that day. Many 
were sent away to boarding schools, where sanitary 
conditions were dismal, and thousands died of Typhus and 
Tuberculosis. In the book, poor Helen Burns succumbs to a 
lingering illness, and Jane is heartbroken at the loss of her 
best friend. 


But as all little girls do, Jane grew up. 


It was a enlightening, and challenging life for a young 
adult who’d been cloistered throughout her entire 
childhood, and adolescent years. She was thrown into “high 
society” in the course of a moment, but admirably played 
the part of governess to little Adele; a precocious French 
child. 


But then things begin to fall apart. Mr. Rochester, Jane’s 
employer, falls madly in love with his employee. 
Unbeknownst to Jane, he is a married man; married to a 
psychotic wife, who lives in the attic of the expansive 
chateau. 


In an age when such stories were considered almost 
scandalous, Jane finds herself betrothed to Mr. Rochester. 
‘Til on her wedding day, she learns the truth. She runs. 


It’s seems that Charlotte Bronte based the relational 
triangle on an emotional attachment she developed during 
studies in France. Charlotte had fallen madly in love with 
her married professor. Existing records tend to imply that 
he never “returned the favor.” 


When I read this lurid tale of intrigue, I remember a 
similar episode, written thousands of years earlier. Turn to 
Genesis Chapter 39. Read the tale of Joseph and Potiphar’s 
wife. Tempted though he was, (for who can deny the lady 
was a “real knockout,”) he acted on what was an already 
pre-planned decision. He also ran. 

As a counselor, I have been privy to the results of lurid 
attachments between opposite-gender persons; currently 
married, and secretly involved with one another. 


It is never pretty, though perhaps momentarily exciting 
and convenient. 


And I have seen how difficult it is for such people to 
detach from each other, even after what I call Discovery. 
Spouses are placed on the back burner, children are 
neglected in favor of new priorities. 


I can only suggest a couple of curious words found in 
that wonderful book with which we began. 


Consider. Reflect. My friend, it’s never worth it. 


December 9 


THINK OF THE QUEEN 


On a similar note, in terms of time and content, The 
Victorian Era was a curious blend of professed conservatism 
and hidden indecency. 


In an age when patriotism bloomed full, it is reported 
that adolescent girls received an unusual lesson in “the 
birds and the bees.” For at a given time, Mom would take 
little Janie aside, and history tells us that her words 
sounded very much like, 


“Now Janie, I know this may be a little embarrassing, but 
we need to have a little talk. One day you'll be married, and 
your husband will lay with you, and as scripture says, you 
will become one flesh. Now it won’t be pleasant for you, 
and it may even hurt, but it’s your duty to raise up children 
for England. So, Janie, you must remember. Though this is a 
difficult and unpleasant role which women have to play, you 
should just lay back and think of the Queen!” 


I have wondered whether those obscure Victorian years, 
and the teaching that was so pervasive during that period, 
still permeates the Christian church. 

There are pastors, Christian leaders, Sunday School 
teachers, and the like who will not mention sexuality from 
their various and sundry “pulpits” I think they would flush, 
beet red, were they approached about such subjects as date 
rape, self-stimulation, libido, or breast feeding. 


Now that is not to say that every sexual issue should be 
discussed or debated in mixed company, though there is a 
place for it. Obversely, some issues might be addressed in 
single-gender groups. I remember one pastor who, 
concerned with the sexual ignorance of married males 
within his church, lectured on the pleasures of uninhibited 
sexual love. 


I have been given great latitude, as a church agency 
counselor, to address any sexual issue my clients bring to 


me. Though I admit, in years gone by my voice quivered a 
bit, but I have long since become very comfortable with the 
subject. 


The church too easily neglects the sacred books of Song 
of Solomon and Hosea. It is negligent to consider the 
admonitions of 1*' Corinthians, Chapter Seven. Somehow, 
Romans, Chapter One also “goes begging.” 


Though I am not, by any stretch, a Sex Therapist, I have 
been privileged to do some very good work in the vital area 
of sexuality. 


I have come to one conclusion, that I am not remiss to 
pass on to my clients, and anyone else who will listen. God 
is not ashamed of the human body. He is the author of 
sexuality, as well as sexual purity. 


December 10 


NATURE’S FURY 


I think that I will never forget that terrible day. The 
Tsunami obliterated everything in its path. 


It has been estimated that 250,000 people died that day 
in December, 2004. Though I have previously written about 
it, it remains an enthralling and intensely negative subject. 


I heard an absolutely astounding report recently. It is 
believed that most earthquakes last a few seconds. This one 
seemed to give the gift that kept on giving. It lasted ten 
minutes! 800 miles of the ocean bottom rifted. The entire 
planet wobbled on its axis by half an inch! The resulting 
tidal wave traveled across the Indian and Pacific oceans at 
literally thousands of miles per hour. 


It is estimated that the resulting energy of the quake and 
tidal wave equaled 5,000,000 Nagasaki-style atomic bombs, 
and would have served the energy needs of the United 
States for six months! 


But I’m so glad that God made that promise to Noah; 
that He would never again visit total and irrevocable 
destruction on mankind. For He “who made the moon, and 
the stars also,” will surely watch over you and I, His most 
cherished creations. And though we may not understand the 


effects of nature around us, we can be sure that His plans 
for us are good, and that everything that occurs, happens 
within the sphere of His Divine Providence. 


December 11 


WE OUGHT TO OBEY GOD RATHER THAN MAN 


I have dealt with a fairly excruciating issue in times gone 
by; that of the believing wife, and the unbelieving husband, 
and the expectations they share, (or fail to share). 


And I have offered a controversial opinion, again and 
again. “(You) ought to obey God, rather than men.” (Acts 
5:29, KJV) Since there are those situations when a husband 
forbids his wife to attend church, or when he consistently 
abuses her, and expects her to take it, or when he demands 
she participate in aberrant sexual practices, sometimes with 
additional parties, etc. 

I teach something that some misinformed Christian 
counselors neglect: That an unbelieving husband has 
abrogated his shepherd’s role in the home, and that a wife’s 
spiritual covering has been torn asunder in such a case. And 
that it may be necessary to reject whatever negative 
influence her husband attempts to visit upon her. That, 
indeed, the believing wife may be forced to leverage her 
husband, up to and including separation, in order to impact 
him for good and for God. 


Now that is not to say that such actions are in order a 
majority of the time. First Corinthians, Chapter Seven tells 
us that if an unbelieving husband is content to live 
(peaceably) with his wife, that she should not depart. 


But I believe there are those scenarios when “Status 
Quo” becomes unacceptable. 


December 12 


ONE MAN, TWO TRAINS 


I was astounded to read of a fellow in my hometown who 
was hit by a train. Or to be precise... two trains. (Or 
possibly, the same train on two different occasions). 


You see, “Mr. George Wilson” had a habit of crossing 
that particular set of tracks, on his way to somewhere, most 
everyday. Well, one day about three years ago, it seems he 
started across those tracks, as he’d done a hundred times 
previously. 


But today was distinctly different from all those other 
days. Since this time, he was run down by a locomotive... 
and lived. Oh, he received some pretty significant injuries to 
his head, arms, and legs. But he lived through the ordeal. 


And to be fair to Old George, he was deaf. So, he might 
be excused for the oversight, (though I expect the problem 
might have been remedied before it began, if he’d only 
looked left, and right before crossing those legendary 
tracks). 


Well, I think you and I would agree that the foregoing 
story is bad enough. But, it happened again. 


Several years passed, and George continued to walk the 
same path he’d walked in the past; going somewhere. And 
one day pretty much blended into the next; ‘til that next 
very memorable day. 


The engineer told investigators that he blew the whistle 
for all he was worth, and threw on his emergency brakes; 
but it wasn’t nearly enough. The locomotive hit Old George 
with a dull, and sickening thud. The poor little man was 
pronounced dead at the scene. 


Authorities don’t believe that either of George’s 
accidents were the result of suicidal intentions. 


The report of Mr. Wilson’s mishaps reminds me of people 
I have known; clients, recovery group members, and 
“others.” There’s a fitting phrase that says, “If you keep on 
doing the same things you’ve done, you'll keep on getting 
the same things you got.” 


A pastor presented a hypothetical, but similar story to 
his congregation. He told the parable of a man who 
happened to be walking down a particular street one day. 
Suddenly, he disappeared out of sight. For you see, he’d 
fallen into an open manhole. 


The pastor continued, “Well, the man wasn’t badly hurt, 
and managed to climb out. However, it so happened the 
fella continued to walk down that same street, and seemed 


oblivious to the original lesson. Word is, he fell into that 
same manhole twenty-six more times!” 


Well friends, I think both Old George, (and the man in 
the last story) made the serious mistake of repeating a 
pretty grievous error; an error that had life-challenging 
ramifications. 


I suppose such trends are most obvious in substance 
abusers. Most never find a way to “break cycles.” And so, 
they keep “going around in circles;” going places they 
should avoid, and participating in things they should reject; 
doing the same thing, over and over. Just when you think 
they’re going to get free and stay clean; they relapse. 


I hope if you meet that next train in your own tunnel, 
that you will step out of the way, and flag it down. Since it 


can take you somewhere a lot more quickly than you can 
walk. 


December 13 


PEOPLE SOMETIMES DISAPPOINT ME 


There’s that well-worn verse of scripture that tells us 
that the workman is worthy of his hire. But turning theory 
into reality can be a challenging task. 


Now please understand me. I’m not in the ministry to get 
rich, or prosper beyond measure. Since Jmpact is what I’m 
about. 


However, I’m convinced that some could do some, and 
their some could make all the difference in the life of a 
small town Christian counseling agency. 


As a pastoral counselor, I am forced to accept virtually 
all pro bono clients who attend this church; (while I can’t do 
this for outside clients). However, it’s interesting that the 
two scholarship clients I’m thinking of now were outside 
clients. I just felt sorry for them, and I was convinced that 
God wanted me to “take them on.” 


Now I’m not complaining, but it’s never been my style to 
“smooth things over.” Therefore, this devotion. 


I always provide pro bono clients a disclaimer that 
sounds something like, “Listen, I’ll be providing you free 
services, since you find yourself fairly indigent at this time. 
But, they’ll be better times ahead for you, and I’d encourage 
you to send a one-time donation to this counseling center, 
when you’re able. Please remember me, and the good we’ve 
done you here.” In twelve years, I’ve never received one of 
those “one time donations” from a former client. 


And I think I’m writing this much less for my benefit, 
than for the benefit of others who will follow after me. If by 
any chance, you find yourself in this particular category, 
sometime out there in the future, I hope you’ll keep my 
admonition in mind. 


“Nuff said.” 


December 14 


REPEAT, (REPEAT) 


I was a member of a local Army National Guard unit for 
well over a decade. 


We traveled to a distant field artillery range every couple 
of months, and spent the weekend there. But lest I give you 
the wrong impression, I served as a clerk, not a artillery 
man. (Why, one time I walked behind a cannon as it went 
off, and as a result, I received a permanent hearing loss). 


I can’t say my unit received “The United States Army 
Crack Unit of the Year Award,” on an annual basis, since 
occasionally 105M shells landed in the most unusual places. 
There was one occasion when a cannon shell landed on 
some type of permanent out building. Thankfully, no one 
was inside arranging “round tuits,” or sitting on an “ivory 
tower.” 


And though I wasn’t an artillery man, I was required to 
learn “the lingo” of “the (proverbial) red legs,” since I used 
the military radio at times. 


There was one particular word that you just never used 
on a military radio... REPEAT, (since that word can be very 
problematic, if used incorrectly). You see, the word Repeat 
is only used as a command to fire another artillery round. 


Get this picture. A round has just been fired. But like the 
initial illustration, it lands off target. Suddenly, someone 
gets on the current military frequency, and says the word, 
“Repeat,” (but in a different context). 


Another round is fired, and the wrong target is hit a second 
time. Sometimes, “the wrong target” amounts to a few 


“friendly” troops. Such “friendly fire” accidents happen 
from time to time. 


Not to belabor my point, but because of such problems, 
The Army uses a substitute phrase for the word, “Repeat.” 
And that is “Say Again.” 


Far too often, spiritual people find themselves inflicting 
grievous wounds on brothers and sisters in the faith. 
There’s that song, “Don’t let another wounded soldier die.” 
We not only wound one another, but we “repeat” our 
actions. Let me “say (it) again.” These things ought not to 
be. 


Since after all, “Jesus is looking for a few good men.” 


December 15 


TURKEY CREEK 


Don’t ask me where the name came from. Perhaps I'll 
ask if I get the opportunity. 


I did something today that I’d been considering doing for 
years. (I’ve just been too lazy). I placed a call to Turkey 
Creek Assembly. Seems I’m trying to find out something 
that I’ve waited years to discover. 


I didn’t get a “real person.” Only a recording. But I left a 
message that sounded a lot like: 


“Hi, I’m Dr. Mc Donald from Calvary Assembly. I’m 
inquiring about a man named Jerry Treimstra, who attended 
your church forty years ago. He’d be dead by now, since he 
was an old man way back then. But he influenced my life, 
and I’d like to talk to someone who might have known him.” 


Of course, I’m hopeful a staff person will return my call. I 
just have to know something about my “spiritual father.” 
(Unfortunately, we only met once, and for a fleeting few 
moments). 


But it would be a “crying shame” to leave this world 
without discovering what I can about The Old Dutch Man, 
who knelt beside me at that wooden church rail. For in 
essence, he is (also) the spiritual grandfather of those who I 
manage to “raise up,” and disciple in the faith. 


I don’t remember Jerry’s face, but I’ll never forget the 
selfless prayer he prayed for me. 


December 16 


FALLING FROM GRACE 


There’s been more contention about this “issue” than any 
other in all of theology. 


I guess a moderately good way to pose the question 
might be: “Can a Christian fall?” (That is, does a Christian 
have the power to take themselves out of God’s hand)? 


And my answer is a resounding, “Yes.” 


It’s called the Armenian View, the doctrine that assures 
us that, “Yes, indeed, a man who sins significant sins, on a 
chronic basis, removes himself from God’s redemptive plan 
for his life.” 


And lest I upset a few of my dear Baptist brothers, 
(including my pastor- brother-in-law) I will support this view 


of grace ‘til I lay it all down. For how can it be any 
different? 


There’s a couple of poignant verses that leave very little 
doubt. Notice the passage in Hebrews: 


“There is no use trying to bring you back to the Lord again 
if you have once understood the Good News and tasted for 
yourself the good things of heaven and shared in the Holy 
Spirit, and know how good the Word of God is, and felt the 
mighty powers of the world to come, and then have turned 
against God. You cannot bring yourself to repent again if 
you have nailed the Son of God to the cross again by 
rejecting Him, holding Him up to mocking and public 
shame.” (6:4-6, LB) 


And how can we mistake the implication in the Book of 
Revelations? 


“Everyone who conquers (present and continuous tense) 
will be clothed in white, and I wil/ not erase his name from 
the Book of Life.” (3:5, LB) 


Now I take no pleasure in such a doctrine, but I suppose 
I have as much faith in this doctrine, as any of countless 
others I support and believe. 


And if you asked me to weave a moral from this 
seemingly negative doctrine, I would respond in this way: 


That we ought to fear lest we waver, and begin to lose 
faith. That we ought to remain single-minded, and hopeful 
in The Promise. That we ought deny ourselves, and take up 
His cross and follow after Him. That we must die to self and 
sin, and live for God, and His Magnificent Son. 


December 17 


THE BEST CHRISTMAS EVER 


Wm. Mc Donald 


December 24, 2003 


To My Dear Wife. 
This is Our Best Christmas Ever. I love you. 


Spring turns to Summer, and Summer to Autumn 
and Christmas is with us again 

Hardly does the holiday pass, and She returns 
With all Her color, All Her joy, All Her blessed 
enthusiasm 


And we go about our lives, as we’ve always done before 
Content to hurry along, to enjoy the season 

The crisp Winter Air, The lights and caroling 

Time with precious friends 


And one Christmas follows the last 

And like water dripping off stalactites, 

Memories are built over time, For we are 

The sum of our experiences; the seasons of our lives 


But in a lifetime of Christmases, 
there is only one Best Christmas Ever 
There can only be One; 

That One of a Kind 


And the beauty, the sheer joy of it all 
Is that We Know; we intuitively know 
We can’t miss it. The Best Christmas Ever 
Is so utterly apparent when it comes 


And This is that Best Christmas Ever. For in all the 
pain 

In all the unexpected, excruciating moments, 

Life remains, and blooms full like a Summer Rose 
For This is The Best Christmas Ever 


For The Best Christmas Ever, The One that Lingers 


Stands apart from All the Rest. It is memorable for its 


difference 
This is That Best Christmas Ever because life remains, 


And I embrace the promises of Christmases yet to be. 


December 18 


SADDAM'S BIRTHDAY SUIT 


They’ve always been with us. Those despicable, selfish, 
power-hungry dictators. 


Another one has “bit the dust.” They always do. This 
one’s name is Saddam Hussein. He “put himself out” as a 
great general in what he referred to as “The Mother of All 
Battles.” As a result, his country was just short of 
pulverized. 


Of course, you know that our military attacked and 
occupied Iraq a decade later, a result of The War on 
Terrorism. Though I’m a former member of The United 
States Army, I don’t know whether our occupation of Iraq 
was in our best interest. “The jury is still out.” 


But Saddam has been deposed, and for that I am glad. 


“How the mighty are fallen.” For this “rascal,” (a very 
kind word for the brutal tyrant) had it all. He fancied 
himself a present-day Nebuchadnezzar, for he had begun 
rebuilding the ancient walls of Babylon. Hussein’s wealth, 
mostly stolen from his own people, and embezzled from 
foreign investments, was fantastic. Due to security 
concerns, he constantly moved between dozens of 
extraordinarily beautiful palaces. 


Members of our military found him in what has been 
referred to as a “spider hole.” He’s been incarcerated for a 
year now, and he will ultimately be brought to trial. Word 
on the street is that he’ll be hung for the multiplicity of his 
crimes. I can only hope so, for he’s been nothing short of a 
modern-day Hitler, or Stalin. 


So, while this evil fellow is waiting to “pay the piper,” it 
seems he is required to do some of the ordinary things, that 
common people do for themselves; sweeping his cell, 
washing his clothes by hand, (and for all I know, scrubbing 
his toilet). 


Several bizarre photographs appeared in the foreign and 
domestic tabloids today. Saddam is seen examining a pair of 
pants, while clad only in a pair of “whitey-tighties.” And 
while the liberal press, and most especially 


Hussein’s lawyer feel the publication of these pictures is 
scandalous, it suits me just fine. The Old Boy needs a little 
“comeupins.” 


Indeed, the rascal looks pretty bedraggled. It seems his 
Clairol for Men has run out, and his course, gray hair needs 
a good combing. So much like his former idol, 
Nebuchadnezzar. For the scripture concerning this 
Babylonian king might just as well refer to Saddam Hussein. 


For 


“You are no longer ruler of this kingdom. You will be forced 
out of the palace to live with the animals in the fields.” 


and 


“(He) was chased from his palace and...his body was wet 
with dew; his hair grew as long as eagles’ feathers...” 
(Daniel 4:31-33, LB) 


and 


“Are you So ignorant? Are you so deaf to the words of God- 
the words He gave before the world began? Have you never 
heard, nor understood? It is God who sits above the circle of 
the earth... He dooms the great men of the world and brings 
them all to naught. They hardly get started, barely take 
root, when He blows on them and their work withers and 
the wind carries them away like straw.” (Isaiah 40:21-24, 
LB) 


God always seems to level out the playing field. 


December 19 


SUFFER THE CHILDREN 


There are various organizations that provide free 
surgery for children with serious physical and facial 
deformities. 


A T.V. segment featured several children, from various 
areas of the world, who were chosen for their excruciating 
medical needs. Of course, everything was provided at no 
charge to the parents of these precious tots, and 
adolescents. 


One little girl was terribly scarred, from some unknown 
source, and was missing a “belly button.” Another female 
teen had a facial deformity, one of her eyeballs drooping 
slightly against her upper cheek. 


Kind-hearted doctors sacrificed monetary benefits, and 
devoted long hours to these children. And the results could 
only be considered miraculous. For the teenager’s eye was 
repaired, and perfectly restored into its natural socket, and 
the girl who lacked a navel, was given one; a very 
convincing replacement, thank you! 


Someone asked her how she felt, after the restoration of 
the belly button. Her response sounded eerily like The 
Velveteen Rabbit. “Well, I feel like a real little girl.” 


I think we, as helpers, whether we be in the medical, 
spiritual, relational, or functional restoration business, are 
privileged to do some of the same things that Jesus did 
during his short tenure here on this planet. 


Consider it. Your Lord depends on you. 


December 20 


THE INDIANS ARE COMING 


In Boston, there’s a city law on the books that forbids the 
presence of Native Americans within the municipal limits! (I 
wonder where that leaves someone like me, who is of mixed 
European and Indian heritage)? But, anyhow, that 
outmoded Massachusetts law is currently in the process of 
being revoked. 


It’s amazing the kinds of rules that exist in various cities, 
counties, and states of this great nation; outdated statutes, 
somehow overlooked for hundreds of years. (Laws against 
cohabitation exist in some states. Too bad.... Lately 
authorities have been both ignoring and revoking them). 


But, considering such ancient laws that still exist in our 
country today, I think we can empathize with Jesus, as He 
challenged the Pharisees regarding their traditions, and 
religious laws. 


I expect that if city, county, state, and federal 
commissions and legislatures thoroughly examined all the 
rules, statutes, and laws on their books, literally thousands 


of them would be expunged, expelled, and extinguished 
from the books. 


It must have grieved our Lord, beyond words, as He 
addressed the religious leaders of His day. Perhaps He 
found Himself reflecting, “Hey guys, what in the world are 
you thinking?” Of course, we know that Christ responded 
with “You strain at a gnat, but you swallow a camel,” and 
“Why don’t you take the log out of your eye before you 
attempt to pull the speck from your brother’s eye?” 


I think, “when you boil it all down,” that our Saviour was 
most concerned about Legalism; a word that infers the use 
of written laws to justify predetermined courses of action. Is 
it any wonder that He referred to the Pharisees as 
“whitened tombs; full of dead men’s bones.” 


And if Jesus was concerned about Legalism, I expect He 
was the most outraged with their total disregard for 
Empathy. That wonderful quality which takes personal 
circumstances into consideration, and makes good 
judgments based on such individual circumstances. 


Oh, that we as Christians might exercise Empathy, 
devoid of Legalism. 


December 21 


WHAT GOES AROUND COMES AROUND 


I have previously written about the U.S.S. Arizona, the 
doomed American battleship; that now lies at the bottom of 
Pearl Harbor, in the Hawaiian Islands. 


I was reflecting, today, on another wonderful battleship, 
the U.S.S. Missouri. President Truman’s daughter, Beth, 
commissioned it, when Old Harry was only a United States 
Senator. It seems the young lady was a bit too ambitious, 
and “slammed” that champagne bottle against the massive 
hull, just a bit too hard. The bubbly liquid splashed all over 
her fur coat, and onto the admiral, who stood next to her. 
She claimed her coat smelled like champagne for years 
afterwards. 


“The Mighty Mo,” as her adoring occupants called her, 
served an amazing half century, and saw combat in World 
War II, The Korean Conflict, and The Persian Gulf War! 


And what goes around, comes around. Since the Mighty 
Missouri, the site of the Japanese surrender ceremony, 
finished it’s tour of duty moored next to her fallen sister, the 
Arizona. Mighty Mo will live on, as a floating museum. 
Arizona lies just beneath the waves; a national memorial. 


How wonderfully fitting it is that the two ships have been 
allowed to “sleep in the same eternal bed.” One ship saw 
the beginning of The Second World War, and paid the 
ultimate price. One ship reigned supreme at war’s end, and 
lived to fight another day. 


I think that God has built something into the spirit of 
man; a certain symmetry, a natural order. We have only to 
consider the former illustration. The two most likely 
symbols of that great war... resting, forever, in one harbor. 


Indeed, God has instituted an order in the universe. 
Flowers that bloom in the Spring, The Sun to light the day, 
the stars to light the night, rivers that almost always run in 
a Southerly direction, animals that consistently breed with 
their own kind, a Moon that remains in a stable orbit, and 
asteroids that, during human occupation of the earth, have 
never yet destroyed mankind. 


Should not a God of such eternal and incomprehensible 
order be trusted with the routine matters of our lives? 


December 22 


OUR FATHER’S VOICE 


I get anxious when I think about it. That very real 
likelihood that I’m missing my Father’s voice. If you reflect 
on the theme very long, it could have one pretty concerned. 


All I have to do is analyze my daily prayers. If I step 
back, and act as my own witness, I have to admit my 


prayers have gotten very routine. And test of all tests, if 
they’re boring to me, then I have to guess they’re boring to 
God. 


I can shame myself just thinking about it. 

And beyond what I’ve revealed to you thus far, I just 
don’t take time to Listen. For I’m sure that we ought to offer 
God the sacrifice of both 
Quietness and Time. Quiet time can be difficult, especially 
considering its two primary factors. 


I’m sure, in terms of our communication with The 
Creator, that listening is where we so often fall short. 


December 23 
TAKING MY WIFE FOR GRANTED 


Sometimes, perhaps most times, I take my wife for 
granted. I’m ashamed to admit this to you. 


There’s a wonderful verse in the second chapter of The 
Book of Revelations that says, “You’re so busy with routine 


matters, those everyday things that fill up your day, that 
you've forgotten your first love. Begin to do the things that 
you did in the beginning. Return to your first love... because 
nothing else will satisfy.” (MPV) 


If any one of us embraced the admonition contained in 
this verse, it would revolutionize our marriages. 


December 24 


THE ANNUCIATION 


What an awesome responsibility. To be chosen from 
billions of women who would fill up the earth. To be chosen 


to be the mother of The Christ. How consistent must have 
been her life. How devoted to a life of relationship and 
service. 


And she continued to “ponder those things in her heart” 
throughout Christ’ childhood, adolescence, and young 
adulthood. How entirely overwhelmed with grief, as she 
stood at the foot of His Destiny; the cross. 


But she was not, and is not, and never shall be “ The 
Mother of God.” 
(And I love my Catholic friends). She was not with Christ 
from the beginning. She was not present during the 
creation of the worlds. While she was truly the mother of 
that flesh and blood human being named “Jesus,” she had 
nothing whatever to do with the presence of that Divine 
Spirit within Him. 


Mary was a sinner that needed a Saviour. She was, no 
doubt, such a willing handmaiden of The Lord. But she was, 
and is, and ever will be as human as you or I. 


And though she is depicted as The Eternal Virgin, we 
know that she participated in a conjugal relationship with 
Joseph, her husband, of which several children were born; 
half-siblings of The Lord. 


And we know that Mary, Christ’ mother, was in 
attendance with all those others who gathered together on 
the day of Pentecost. And though this is the last known 
reference to her being alive in the scriptures, we can easily 
surmise that she died a natural death, and was buried. 


Now there’s nothing essentially Divine about a human 
being who needed a Saviour, as badly as you and I, who 
lived out a conjugal life with a husband, who tarried on the 
day of Pentecost in order to receive the Holy Spirit, and who 
died a death common to any other human being. Mary was 
all so human, though all so faithful. 


I’m sorry, but I had to get this off my chest. I feel better 
now. 


December 25 


GOD WITH US 


Christmas used to be a very difficult, and unpleasant 
holiday for me. No, not the message, but the almost 
unendurable nature of the thing. 


I think I would have loved the day, except for a vocation 
that was sheer drudgery to me. Beginning the day after 
Thanksgiving, it seemed to snow packages. And it snowed 
every weekday for the next thirty days. 


There were days when I delivered my last package at 
midnight. There were days when, having delivered a full 
truck, another was brought to me; as I shielded my eyes 
from the setting sun. 


And there was no respite; not even on Christmas Eve. I 
was fortunate to get home by 800PM;; too tired to 
contemplate, what to most Christians, was the highlight of 
their spiritual year. 


But things are different now, and I’m thankful for Christ’ 
advent upon the earth. I’m ever so grateful for that most 
singular, glorious man of all time; The God-Man. For He is 
the propitiation for our sins, and has caused us to be 
beloved of The Father. 


May you have the Best of Christmases! 


December 26 


DISILLUSIONMENT 


As I write this devotion, it is May of the year 2005. 
Jean’s father died, and was buried last week, and we’re 
already talking about plans for the future. At least she is. 


She has surprised me. I had expected her to grieve for 
quite some time, but perhaps that season has come and 
gone, in the space of a moment. The past two days Jean has 
gotten more specific about the future, than she had ever 
dared verbalize before. 


I can’t say the mostly one-sided interaction has been 
very settling. It was both unsettling and confusing. Because 
my wife “began to go on” about changing jobs, selling the 
house, moving out of state, finding a new church, and giving 
up my ministry in favor of retirement; without so much as a 
breath. 


And I responded with, “But until God releases me from 
this work, I cannot go.” And immediately, she seemed 
dejected. 


But in spite of my present confusion, and my wife’s 
words, I am confident, and I am sure that The One I have 
loved for so long is more concerned about such things than I 


can ever be, and that He will carry me from threshold to 
threshold. 


Great is His faithfulness! 


December 27 


MARTYRDOM 


We don’t think of that word much in our “American 
brand of Christianity.” 


For martyrdom in America is as elusive, (and thankfully 
so) as the Passenger Pigeon or Brontosaur. But that is not 
to say that we will remain immune to suffering of that most 
hideous kind. 


I recently brought up the subject with one of my 
disciples. She smiled, and began to talk excitedly about the 
notion. And I thought I could detect “the power to die” in 
her. And I told her so. And she is as likely to pay the 
ultimate sacrifice, given her Mission in life, as anyone I 
know. 


I’ve always been fascinated with the story of Jim Elliot 
and his team. Of course, these dedicated missionaries were 
killed by the Auca Indians of Ecuador, a full half-century 
ago. 


Perhaps the most expansive record we have in scripture 
is found in Hebrews, Chapter Eleven. I sometimes wonder 
what thoughts began to flood their minds, as they laid their 
heads upon the block, or as that first nail pierced hand or 
foot. How many cried out in abject pain? Who among them 
renounced Christ, rather than suffer their momentary fate? 


I can hardly imagine so much as one Christian, in all of 
human existence, begging for the opportunity to become a 
martyr. For we cling ever so tightly to the only life we have 
ever known. 


But I’m sure there is that acquiescence that comes with 
the terrible knowledge that you “have been tapped,” and 
that time is passing away, and that it has been given to you 
to suffer, and to die in His Name. 


And that it has become your inestimable privilege to do 
what thousands have done before you. And with a special 


grace, available only to those who have made that 
irrevocable decision, you step into thin air. 


December 28 


FAKE HAIR, REAL EYELIDS 


I developed a three-part plan for my physical and 
conceptual life some time ago. It has remained a good 
theory, ‘til now. 


But the vision never diminishes, though years flow like a 
river, beneath the proverbial bridge. Oh, the plan isn’t 
earth-shattering, and I’m unsure if I’ve ever shared it with 
you, (or anyone else) before. 


But I’ve been taught that if, and when we’re willing to 
make others aware of our commitments, the likelihood of 
“follow through” becomes geometrical. 


I admit it. My plan is a bit selfish, but certainly not 
negative, and not entirely vain. 


I’ve decided to return to my walking regimen, since I 
want to lose thirty pounds. I’ve decided to have surgery on 
my eyelids, since they’re so extremely droopy, and make me 
look old. And I’m considering doing the “Hair Club for Men” 
thing. I’m hoping, (and expecting) that these three actions 
will subtract eight to ten years off my chronological age. 
We’re not talking literal, of course, but perceptual. 


For it is a perception thing, with myself, and my clients. 
As an “up front” person, I meet and greet multitudes of 
people. I want to look my best, and maintain that potential 
look for as long as possible. 


As an example, I have counseled numerous women, who 
broached the subject of breast augmentation. I have been 
thoroughly supportive, since I have seen the physical and 
psychological benefits of cosmetic surgery. 


It’s no especially spiritual issue this time, but I’ve 


witnessed the benefits of “knocking off a few years,” and 
enjoying the confidence that follows. 


December 29 


THE ANGEL, THE CHILDREN AND THE RICKITY 
BRIDGE 


There’s an old picture, hanging on the wall, to my right. 


I’ve seen the painting, again and again, but this copy is 
the oldest print of the scene I’ve ever come across. The 
painting was passed down from Jean’s grandmother. Of 
course, you can easily tell from the title of this daily 
devotion, that I’m speaking of the famous picture of a 
beautiful angel, a sister and a brother. 


The angel has brought the little siblings safely across the 
old, wooden bridge, a waterfall in the background, a chasm 
beneath. The children seem a bit oblivious to the danger, 
but the angel’s smile reflects her understanding, and 
protective nature. 


I’ve been wondering about the multitude of child 
abductions, rapes and murders lately. They are rampant 
throughout the country. Children have “gone missing” in 
greater numbers than I’ve ever been aware. Child molesters 
seem to have set up residence on virtually every corner. 


At least forty percent of my female clients have a history 
of childhood sexual abuse. It affects them in various ways. 
Some slight. Some intense. 

More often, than not it was a family member, or step- 
parent. 


It has been beyond my ability to understand The 
Creator’s care for children. So many grow up in miserable 
homes, and have been abused by a host of individuals. One 
of my own children was molested by a step-parent. 


I find in such cases that I simply don’t have answers, and 
nothing I’ve done has conjured them up, or has allowed me 
to understand. I only know, and I have only said that Our 
Lord weeps with those little ones who have been harmed, by 
what they considered to be trusted adults in their lives. 


In this regard, my understanding is like a fading portrait 
or darkened mirror. 


December 30 


LOSING DISCIPLES 


One of those I’ve impacted, in a most expansive manner, 
is leaving our local church, and this will, without fail, effect 
his ministry in my organization. 


It was given unto me to save that which was nigh on to 
being lost. For you see, Scott’s very marriage was salvaged, 
as a result of this counseling ministry. And he has never 
been remiss to thank me, and remind me. 


But it is so hard to consider not seeing these old friends 
in church again. Yet I will not take the part of a false 
prophet, and attempt to tell them how far off are their 
perceptions of leaving this place. 


For my friends must “own their decision” like one owns 
a house. For it is they who will “live with their decision” and 
reap the benefits, (or lack thereof) of their decision. 


But I cannot pretend that I will not miss them. 


December 31 
LOOKING FORWARD IN ANTICIPATION 


The old year draws to a close, and a new and 
unblemished year takes its place. So like turning down the 
page of a previous chapter, and preparing to write a new 
one. 


I wonder how the new year will unfold. I wonder what 
truth will be disclosed. I wonder whose lives I will touch. I 
wonder. I wonder. 


The questions come in droves. 


Will Unction be strong, and will Impact remain my 
constant priority? Will lives be deliberately and permanently 
changed? Will God grace me with the wherewithal to 
continue here? Will my clients excel, or just get by? 

Will my dear friend, and associate return to this ministry, or 
will she develop some other? Will the “double anointing” 
remain a natural element of my expectation? Will God speak 
to me during session work, and will I change my plans in 
favor of His voice? 


Beyond these present concerns, my dear readers, and 
unknown relatives my concern is for you. For you may well 
read these pages when I no longer reside in this humble 
sphere; yet look down from the grandstands of heaven, 
itself. I trust you will invest in Christ, as He first invested in 
you. I pray that you will glean Truth from all these, my 
meanderings. I pray that you will “pass the baton” to the 
next generation; for you are given the irrevocable 
responsibility to disciple them, and live a life befitting that 
lovely word, “Christian.” 


And if, indeed, I have passed from this life to the next, 
please visit me occasionally. Bring some flowers, perhaps a 
song, or a poem. And speak a few words to me. Perchance 
some semblance of my voice will drift down from the sky, 
and manage but one sentence; “You talk. I’ll listen.” 


THE BODY OF CHRIST 


Forty years ago, when I was a student at a nearby Bible 
college, now a small private university, a professor shared a 
poignant dream with my New Testament class. 


“Sis.” Breush, as we referred to her, was a middle-aged 
English woman at the time, and has long since gone on to 
her reward. Interestingly enough, she was married to 
another faculty member, a sandy-haired Australian man, 
Percy Breush. 


Professor Breush seemed more intent and focused than I 
had ever seen her, as she shared the fascinating dream; 
perhaps from the night before. 


“T was Standing at the throne of God,” she said. “And I 
gazed directly into the eyes of Christ. His soft brown eyes 
seemed to exude great empathy. Every auburn hair was in 
place. His cheeks were ruddy, and his teeth were as white 
as snow. 


“And it was then that I looked downward, and in my 
dream I suddenly caught my breath. For whereas Christ’ 
head was nothing less than perfect, His shoulders were 
slumped, His chest was sunken, His ribcage was emaciated, 
His arms were withered. 


“And it was then that the allusion became all too clear. 
The Body of Christ. The Body of Christ. The Body of Christ 
is not a healthy one. For there are those among us, those 
who invoke the Name of Christ, who have been an 
embarrassment to His cause, who have failed miserably, 
and who seem content to live a mediocre life, who often fall 
on their knees before the throne of God, only to rise and sin 
again, as though nothing happened, who make a mockery of 
that Holy Name.” 


As scripture reminds us, “These things ought not to be.’” 


As I have previously implied, forty years have come and 
gone since I heard that dream recounted. And I have often 
wondered if I might be the only remaining student who 
remembers having heard dear Sister Breush share that 
poignant dream with our class members. 


At the time I first heard the details of that dream I was 
not only a college student, but also worked part-time as a 
janitor at the same institution; in order to help cover my 
tuition. I have kept my teacher’s dream alive, since I have 
often shared it in my own classroom. You see, I have been 
employed at my old alma mater... twice. 


The little janitor got promoted. 


But that is only a post-script. I am grateful for the 
privilege of sharing my professor’s dream, again, and again, 
and as a result my dear teacher has been given the 
opportunity to, in essence, go on living, to go on making an 
inestimable difference among a broader audience, and to go 
on impacting 


... The Body of Christ. 


ONE MORE FOR THE ROAD 


I began the journey, that is this volume, with a personal 
paraphrase of The Book of Philippians. Paul is a singular 
hero of mine, and I felt I came to know him better, as a 
result of the paraphrase. It seemed I sat in the dark, 
malodorous cell with him. I wept with him. We became good 
friends. It was difficult to leave, as I knew the fate that 
awaited him. As we exchanged poignant words, I was 
almost tempted to reveal it, but I hesitated, and the moment 
passed. 


Outside of Paul, himself, God has given me two mentors 
who I never knew, but who I feel I know intimately. These 
men have had a profound impact on my life. They have 
encouraged me. Both lived and died just before “my time.” 


Eric Liddell is best remembered in the land of his birth. 
He was a Scotsman, and was immortalized in the movie, 
“Chariots of Fire.” In this portrayal we admire not only his 
intimate relationship with God, but his wonderful gift of 
speed. For Eric won a gold medal, during the 1924 
Olympics, in a race he wasn’t supposed to win. 


He was an Encourager of Men. Men were easily drawn to 
him. He had something to say with both his words, and his 
life. In all of Scotland, he was known as a rea/ man. 


Many of Eric’s speeches are lost for all time, but one that 
remains was presented at St. George’s United Free Church 
in Edinburgh. Liddell’s words are reminiscent of the great 
heart he had for mankind. 


“Are you living up to the standards of Jesus Christ? We 
are looking for men and women who are willing to answer 
the challenge Christ is sending out...Have you sought out a 
leader in everyday life? In Jesus Christ you will find a leader 
worthy of your devotion and mine. 


“I looked for one I could admire, and I found Christ. I am 
a debtor, and no wonder I am a debtor, for He has given me 
a message which can only be experienced...” (Caughey, Pg. 
106) 


I don’t know about you, but I can get excited about both 
the message of this young Scotsman, and the object of his 
message. He had a message that rang true with literally 
thousands of men and women, and his encouragement, and 
the humbleness with which he presented it changed his 
world! 


As I said, Eric was also an athlete. He had a particular 
style of running. As he neared the end of each race, his 
arms flailed like a windmill, and his head was thrown back 


as if he were examining clouds. No one who ever watched 
him run easily forgot the experience. In the same way, no 
one who ever heard him speak soon forgot the message, or 
the messenger. 


It was on April 6, 1923 that Eric made his first public 
speech. “Speaking slowly and quietly, he made the men feel 
like he was having a personal conversation with each one of 
them. ‘Do you want to know the God I love? He has given 
me strength when I thought I had nothing left. And He has 
given me words when I thought I couldn’t speak. Accept 
God tonight, and tomorrow you will feel a love you have 
never known before.’” (Caughey, Pgs. 60-61) 


These words seem to lovingly plead, “Look into the tent 
that is my life. See if there is anything substantial here. See 
if Christ has done anything in me. I believe He has the same 
thing to offer you.” 


I told you I had two mentor figures. It so happened that 
they knew one another, and it was only recently that I 
discovered this. 


Peter Marshall sat in one of those packed meetings in 
which Eric delivered his simple, but eloquent message. 
Peter, too, was a Scotsman. 


I'd like to believe that Liddell’s words were a driving 
force behind what would ultimately represent Peter’s 
destiny. Since, not long after their meeting, “A man named 
Peter” immigrated to America. 


Peter was an excellent orator; among most eloquent that 
God ever set upon the earth. For he was a “word-weaver,” 
and the words he wove outlive him. Knowing Peter as I do, 
I’m convinced that he had but one goal in life; to offer his 
generation a glimpse of the risen Christ. 


Following are a few surviving examples of his prayers: 


“Take from us the selfishness that is unwilling to bear 
the burdens of others, while expecting that others shall help 
us with ours. Make us... disgusted with our big professions 
and our little deeds...” (Marshall, Pg. 438) 


and 


‘We know that we have offended You by some of the 
things we have done. We know that You cannot bless all 
that we undertake and do not approve of all our attitudes. 
But we would hold on to that love that You have for each 
one of us-the love that wilt not let us go and wilt not let us 
off.” (Pg. 452) 


Did I mention? My friend, Peter, that Scotch immigrant 
lad, was serving as Chaplain of the United States Senate 
when he offered up these and other prayers. 


God had a different mission for Eric Liddell. It seemed 
that his entire native land turned out to bid him farewell. 
His running shoes were put away in favor of his beloved 
Bible. He took that Bible to “the ends of the earth.” Eric 
died of cancer in 1945; an internee of Japanese-controlled 
China. “All of Scotland mourned his passing.” 


Dear Ones, these are two of my heroes. I call them 
mentors. Though I never knew them, in life, I know them 
very well, nonetheless. They were “sold out.” They made a 
decision and cut it into stone. 


They are sorely missed. 


WHO I KNEW 


The following tributes will mean little to most of you, 
unless you happen to be one of my descendants, whom I am 
unlikely to meet. For at this writing I am 56 years of age, 
and who can know the days granted to a man? 


And it has occurred to me that you should “meet” my 
friends. Since again, it’s unlikely you would ever have the 
privilege to meet them in life. 

I would have loved to have known more about my ancestors’ 
lives; where they went, what they did, who they knew. I look 
at photographs of my great, great grandfather, William. And 
all he does is stare at me, with those blank eyes. His voice is 
still now, his body molders in the grave, and what few deeds 
are recorded of him cannot be added to. He is but a fading 
image on yellowing paper, and a chiseled name on an 
ancient tombstone. 


I am determined, with this volume, to leave something 
of myself behind. And with this segment to introduce you to 
my friends. 


While living in Stafford, Virginia in the early ‘70’s, my 
first wife and I were extremely close to Sam and Anita 
Jones. They were a fine black Christian couple. They 
attended Christ Chapel Assembly in Dale City, as did we. 
Precious people, though I have almost lost contact with 
them since moving to Florida. 


We were equally close to Bill and Marie Redden. Bill died 
of lung cancer, and afterwards Marie remarried and moved 
to the Shenandoah Valley. She now lives in West Virginia, 
and is Marie Burnley. 


In Florida, during the early ‘90’s, Jean and I attended 7" 
Street Church of God in Winter Haven. Our best friends 
there were Mike and Becky Milhorn. Becky suffered from a 
non-malignant tumor in her brain that was related to the 
presence of fast-growing dermal cells. She has been forced 
to have this tumor surgically removed several times. Again, 
we have drifted, (or vice versa) and have not retained 
contact with this couple. I had such empathy towards 
Becky, and I have never met such a joyful person, or sucha 
fighter; (in the positive sense of the word). 


Presently, Jean and I consider several couples our best, 
and most enduring friends. 


Manny and Darlene Montesino have been valued friends 
since the late 70’s. I first met Manny when he and I worked 
part-time at United Parcel Service unloading and washing 
trucks at night, while we attended Southeastern College, 
(now Southeastern University) during the day. Manny is a 
naturalized citizen; having immigrated from Cuba as a 
young person. He served as my best man. Darlene is a 
lovely person. 


Jeff and Ginger Skinner first came to me as clients 
several years ago. They remained to serve as leaders in our 
church recovery group, and mentors at Calvary Counseling 
Center. Jeff was a concrete contractor, and a leader in his 
church in Lakeland. Ginger is a Registered Nurse. They are 
literally World Travelers, having visited many countries. We 
have dinner together often. Ginger is my spiritual daughter. 


Jeff and Sherri Nicely are dear friends. Sherri originally 
Came to me as a counseling client. She was Customer 
Service Manager at Harcourt-Brace Publishing. She 
subsequently volunteered as a mentor and recovery group 
leader. Sherri ultimately became an associate counselor in 
Calvary Counseling Center. She and I, subsequently, served 


together at the House of Hope ministry. She was Vice 
President, and also acted as my co-counselor. Jeff, her 
husband, was in charge of maintenance at Disney World, 
and served as a deacon at Calvary Assembly. 


Gary and Kathi Slager are wonderful friends. I met them 
as a result of my involvement in the House of Hope ministry. 
Kathi was a co-counselor and spiritual mentor to the young 
ladies who resided there. Gary contributed his wisdom and 
expertise to the ministry. He owns his own construction 
business. He and I meet for lunch once a month. 


Tom and Melissa Hoben are very good friends. I also met 
them as a result of my involvement in the House of Hope 
ministry. We have joined them for dinner a couple of times 
and have enjoyed our fellowship with them. 


Robert and Janet Trent, our dear friends. We met them 
at Bartow Church of God. Robert served in the Navy, and 
was on the deck of the aircraft carrier which retrieved 
Apollo 13. Janet has been faithful to video our church 
services. They both attended my mentoring class. 

Then there is my friend, Dennis Sparks. Dennis and I 
attended the same church for several years, and then we 
both went different ways; at least in terms of a chosen 
church. However, we have remained fast friends. Though he 
is a slightly younger than my sons, we have established a 
strong rapport. 

Dennis is a sectional manager with a large truss company in 
central Florida. 

In recent years we discovered that he is descended from 
Gen. Robert E. Lee, and I am related to Gen. and Pres. 
Ulysses S. Grant. We do lunch once a month, and we call it 
our “Surrender Lunch.” 


And recently, I was privileged to renew my friendship 
with Nicole Stroia, a dear lady whom I once mentored. Like 
myself, sometimes afflicted, but NOT bowed down. Our 


hope, our only hope, is in Heaven, and the One who gave 
Himself for us. 


Nothing essentially “spiritual” here, but I want to leave 
something of my associations behind. I hope you have 


enjoyed “meeting” my friends. They are People of 
Excellence, and I humble them to call them, “my friends. 


LIKE PEARLS IN AN HOUR GLASS 


Dear Relatives & Friends 


This page represents the last entry in my voluminous 
volume. 


A labor of love. Two and one half years of my life. The 
writing began in January 2003. My closing entry is written 
today. July 21, 2005. 


Significant dates and persons in my life. Born on May 19, 
1949 in Coral Gables, Florida. High School - Graduated May 
1967. Came to a saving knowledge of Christ on June 6, 
1967. Associates Degree in Management. Bachelor’s Degree 
in Education, History. Master’s Degree in Counseling. 
Doctoral Degree in Counseling. Enlisted in The United 
States Air Force on May 26, 1970. Discharged July 30, 

1973. 35 years service - U.S. Air Force, Maryland Air 
National Guard, Florida Army National Guard. U.S. Army 
Inactive Reserve. First marriage - Cheryl Mizelle McDonald 
- August 9, 1969. My children born: Stephen: August 16, 
1970, Mary: March 27, 1972, and Kimberly: February 9, 
1974. Second marriage - Lou Jean Vaughn McDonald - 
October 24, 1980. My step-children born: Gary: December 
5, 1970. Kristen: October 28, 1978. God-daughter: 
Jacqueline Wilson: December 18, 1988. Spiritual daughter: 
Ginger Skinner. Employed at United Parcel on March 23, 
1978. Retired from that company on October 23, 1997. 
Began full-time ministry Calvary Counseling Center the next 
day. Sherri Nicely: My skilled co-counselor and friend. 
Adjunct Professor - Southeastern University - 2006-2009. 


And since most people like riddles, I leave you with this 
one. 


T.E.O.M.I. - Duel implications. A series of Dreams. The 
Holy Spirit. Correlation. 


Perhaps one of my descendants “will break the code.” 


Like pearls drifting through an hour-glass. “So were the 
days of my life.” 


